




1

INTERNS OF INTERNATIONAL

Interns of International

Volume 1

Spring 2020



2

Published by 

High Tech High International

2855 Farragut Rd

San Diego, CA 92106

Interns of International

Volume 1 - Spring 2020

Copyright © 2021 High Tech High International

https://www.hightechhigh.org/hthi/

All rights reserved - no part of this book may be reproduced in

any form without permission from the publisher.



3

This book is dedicated to Larry Rosenstock. Because of his dedi-
cation, his vision, and his audacity to change the way things have 

always been done, our lives have been made better.

For all the front line workers. We are forever grateful for your 
sacrifices. Thank you.

Special thanks to:

Milena Kufa for Layout & Design,

Max Winslow for Photography Curation,

Dane A. Wirtzfeld for Cover Logo Design,

Andres (Andee C.) Carreon for Internship Process Illustration,

Kyler Vaughn for Title Editing,

and

Rachel Nichols for Organization of this Project.



4



5



6

TABLE OF CONTENTS
6  Introduction: Why Internships at 

  High Tech High?

   Rob Riordan

7  Introduction: What is in the First  

  Volume of Interns of International?

   Rachel Nichols

8  Finding My Addiction

   Miguel Amador

9  Teachers Know Something After All

   Antonio Asciutto

10  To Be Passionate About Everything

   Sabina Benson

12  Blooming

   Jacqueline Boyce

13  Not The Purrfect Internship

   Lucia Brown

14  The Animator

   Andres Carreon

16  Finding My Peace of Mind

   Emilio Diaz

17  Escaping the Rabbit Hole

   Katrina Escalante

18	 	 Jumping	Of	the	Walls
   Rajkumar Gross

19  Petey- My Dog Hero

   McKealy Hayes

20  A Broken Tooth

	 	 	 Kaya	Hofman

21  Hanging Out with Fish

   Damon Hopper

22  A $40 Chair from Target

   Kobe Huynh



7

24  Back to School

   Jazmine Ibarra

26  Assistant (to the) Model Manager

   Josue Juarez

28  Her Confidence Changed My Life

   Ryan Kislingbury

29  Painful Hands

   Morgan McCoshum

30  The Bluetooth Hall of Fame

   Joseph McKenney

32  Pulling Teeth

   Hailey Mella

33  The Simple Art of Observation

   Ava Moreno

34  Reppin’ the Women of City Heights

   Angelina Muzingo

35  The One Dollar Customer

   Ethan Perez

36  Killing Creativity

   Christian Prieto

37   Ms. Christine Saves the Day

   Keren Quintana

38  The Pregnant Teacher & An Alien from Mars

   Iveth Sanchez

39  Ca(n’)t You See I’m Dying Here?

   Justin Scott

42  A Pawsitive Experience

   Michelle Sen

44  Downward Dog

   Teresita Soto

45  Non-Fiction

   Anya Stewart

47  Losing Years in Jail

   Aketzali Velazquez

48  List of Class of 2021 Students and Internships



8

WHY INTERNSHIPS 
AT HIGH TECH HIGH?

When we opened High Tech High in September 

2000 we had three priorities: (1) eliminate academic 

tracking, (2) end teacher isolation, and (3) require 

internships of all students.  We were committed to 

internships because we had seen their life-changing 

efects	 at	 several	 programs	 nationwide.	 Working	
with six inner-city schools in the New Urban High 

School Project, sponsored by the U.S. Department of 

Education,	 we	 discovered	 that	 internships	 ofered	
students a look into possible futures, as well as a first 

experience in adult networking. Indeed, internships 

turned out to be better college prep then the “college 

prep”  programs in the schools we were working with. 

Twenty years later, we still do internships at High 

Tech	 High	 because	 they	 ofer	 a	 powerful	 context	
for learning. They place students in the adult world 

of work, confronting them with unpredictable 

situations, new perspectives that cut across subject 

areas, and invaluable lessons in dealing with people in 

the world. As students work with mentors to design 

and execute projects in their workplace, they develop 

the essential skills and learn to navigate relationships 

and systems of the kind they will encounter in college 

and career. 

Skills and relationships, yes—but above all, 

internships are a voyage of identity. On the first day, 

students often ask, “ Can I do this job and still be me?”  

In time, the answer turns out to be yes. And with 

that discovery we become more than we were before. 

Our identity has expanded to embrace new contexts, 

skills, and relationships. In this way, internships are 

an	engine	of	equity,	as	they	ofer	all	students	a	real	
world context for deep learning about self and the 

world. 

Students	 enter	 internships	with	many	 diferent	
mindsets. Years ago a student at the MET school 

in Rhode Island, asked what she was interested in, 

replied, “ I want to know what happens to the body after 

death.”  The school helped her set up an internship 

in a local funeral home. At her final presentation of 

learning, an audience member asked, “ So now you’re 

going into the mortuary field?”  “ Oh, no,”  she replied. 

I’ve found out what I needed to know.”  It turns out 

that her parents had perished in the killing fields in 

Cambodia, and she had a compelling desire to know 

what happens to the body after death.

The point here is that internships are not 

necessarily about careers. Students may want to 

explore an important question, pursue a passion, or try 

something	completely	new	and	diferent.	This	is	why	
we support students in finding their own internships, 

and	why	we	provide	opportunities	to	relect	on	and	
articulate the meaning of the experience. 

Indeed, a key element of the internship is the 

responsibility	to	relect	on	and	share	one’s	work	with	
colleagues, peers, and younger students who will be 

engaging in internships in years to come. The articles 

in this volume are the fruits of that labor—accounts 

of projects, relationships, and new insights about the 

self and the world. 

Rob Riordan
Co-founder of High Tech High and President Emeritus of the HTH Graduate School of Education
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WHAT IS IN THE FIRST VOLUME OF 
INTERNS OF INTERNATIONAL?

In these articles you will find stories of 

wisdom and self discovery. Students were able to 

practice being coaches, teachers, designers, actors, 

animal caretakers, museum curators, aquarists, 

photographers, dental hygienists, elder care 

specialists, animal acupuncturists, hand specialists, 

engineers, film 

makers, baristas, 

veterinarians, screen 

print designers, 

librarians, yogis, and 

community justice 

organizers. Through 

these experiences, 

students learned 

surprising things 

about themselves. 

They discovered 

with certainty the 

things that they 

love (lifting weights, 

petting cats, being 

outside in nature, 

doing	 lips,	 helping	
others, working 

with	 diferent	 generations,	 handling	 human	 teeth).	
They discovered things they don’t love (working 

in	 an	 ofice,	 sitting	 still,	 cleaning	 up	 other	 people’s	
messes, speaking to people who don’t listen, handling 

animal teeth). Students discovered mentors who 

inspire them (Chris, Petey, Emma, Ms. Monique, Ms. 

Christine, Jesse, Sarah, and “ the Pregnant teacher” ). 

Most importantly, students discovered that they are 

capable of contributing in meaningful ways to others, 

to their communities, and to the world. 

Students finished their internships in February, 

Rachel Nichols
Humanities teacher at High Tech High International

and by March 2020 we had all been sent home to 

quarantine and socially distance. As of June 2021, we 

are only now seeing the signs of returning to “ normal.”   

We don’t know what the new normal will be. It is 

easy to imagine, however, a world in which the skills 

students developed during internship -- those of self 

discovery, a willingness to try new things, bravery in 

the face of uncertainty, and the ability to navigate 

new systems and new relationships -- will be of 

great use as they move forward in the world. We look 

forward	to	watching	them	grow	and	lourish,	and	we	
are confident that they will continue to remake the 

world into the kind of place where they can be proud 

to call themselves global citizens.
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“That just shows what 
we can do if we really 
want something. We 
just have to believe 
and do whatever we 
can do to achieve it.”

My internship taught me that I have an addiction. 

I am obsessed with working out at the gym. When 

I walk into the gym, I feel blessed to see everyone 

working out and I know I have an opportunity to get 

better. This gets me pumped up and ready to go. When 

I lift heavy weights and start feeling the pain, I feel 

alive. The hard physical work gives me a feeling of 

self empowerment and makes me proud of my body. I 

get motivated to keep going because I start to realize 

what the human body can achieve. 

For example, when I came into the internship I 

could bench press 135 pounds only 6-8 times. When 

I completed my internship, I could bench press the 

same weight 20 times. Which, in the span of a month, 

is a very impressive improvement. 

Being at the gym, I learned that one of the most 

motivating things is to work hard and see yourself 

transform	into	a	whole	dif	erent	person.	I	see	myself	
as someone who was better than the person he was 

before. I love thinking about my improvement and 

the improvement of others. At the end of the day, I 

want to know that I was better than I was yesterday. 

Through internship I learned that I want my 

clients to have that same transformation as me. It 

Self Made Training Facility

Miguel Amador

FINDING MY ADDICTION

inspires me more.  Throughout the course of my life, 

it has been a time of struggle and lessons. You have 

to be molded, observed, and taught how to get the job 

done. Teryn, my mentor, taught me how to do so and 

molded me throughout my time knowing him. 

My other mentor was my baseball coach. He 

taught me how to be a young man by being respectful, 

knowing when to do things without being asked, and 

being responsible in knowing what the right thing to 

do is. He taught me how to be a leader and make other 

people around me feel confident and comfortable in 

their own situations. 

He did this by putting me in pressure situations. 

For example, in baseball, he would put me in to pitch 

when the bases were loaded. He  counted on me to 

pull through and do my job. During the internship, 

he would have me lead the workouts with his clients, 

who I didn’t know. I had to be brave enough to look 

confident and make them feel confident as well.  

I realized that I not only love, but am obsessed 

with working out, being active, and helping others 

transform themselves. 

One of the coolest things that has changed me 

and my perspective on life is realizing that I can have 

a lifelong friend who is more than double my age. 

Throughout this internship, I am pretty sure that 

Teryn changed from being my coach and mentor, into 

being one of my closest friends.
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My internship was co-teaching in Ms. Monique’s 

7th grade humanities class at High Tech Middle. The 

biggest lesson I learned was that I need to listen when 

a teacher is telling me that I’m doing something 

the hard way because there is a better way to do 

something. This happened a lot when I was helping 

the middle school students. They would ask for my 

help, then I would help with whatever they were doing, 

but	I	would	see	that	there	was	a	more	ef	icient	way	of	
doing it. I would explain how and why I thought it 

would be better, but they would never listen. I would 

see them struggle, yet they still didn’t want to do it 

the way I said.  

There was a student in the class who never paid 

attention and tried to start fights with everyone he 

possibly could. 

We were in class and all the kids were working on 

math. He didn’t seem like he was concentrating very 

hard, so I walked up and tried to help the best that I 

TEACHERS KNOW SOMETHING AFTER ALL

High Tech Middle

Antonio Asciutto

could. I saw that he was attempting the math, but he 

was getting too frustrated to continue it. I came up 

to him like every teacher does to ask if he was okay 

and asked if he needed help. And, of course, he said 

no, just like every other student does, including me. I 

continued to sit next to him and just watch what he 

was doing, watching the little mistakes he made that 

he wasn’t catching. I kept telling him that he missed 

here or there, or suggesting this way would be easier. 

But like everyone, he didn’t listen and told me to go 

away.

Now that I look back at all my years of school, I see 

I did the same thing. I remember when my teacher 

would tell me “Anthony, here is a way that is better 

and faster for you.”  Of course I wouldn’t listen, and I 

would go back to what I was doing before. It made me 

think of all those times I could have done better in 

class if I would have taken advice, instead of thinking 

that I was always right. 

After Internship, I look at school work and my 

teachers	in	a	dif	erent	light.	I	pay	much	
more attention when they talk to me 

or when they give me advice on how 

to work on my project or paper. So far, 

it’s worked pretty well and, in the long 

run, it makes my relationship with my 

teachers better than they were already.  

Internship was so much fun I 

wouldn’t go back and change anything. 

I felt like I was trusted and respected 

around the school, so it made me work 

better and faster.
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I sat staring at the blinking cursor in my search 

bar, watching it fade in and out, in and out, with 

no clue of what I was going to type. I’d applied to a 

handful of internships, but the only thing I’d gotten 

back were rejection letters, and with one week until 

winter break, I couldn’t help feeling way behind my 

classmates. 

Growing up, I never had trouble answering 

when people asked me what I wanted to be when I 

grew up. I’d tell them things like, “ Marine biologist!/

Neurosurgeon!/Lawyer!”  As a child, it’s easy to throw 

out whatever title sounds the coolest or most adult, 

but that question gets harder every 

TO BE PASSIONATE ABOUT EVERYTHING

MOXIE Theater

Sabina Benson

year that I’m closer to making the real decision. I used 

to think that having a lot of interests would make 

finding an internship easy, but now I’m sitting here, 

terrified of making the wrong decision.

So I took some universal advice: when you’re 

feeling lost, go back to the beginning. Theater was my 

whole life until 8th grade, when I had to sacrifice it to 

make time for other interests. It had been a long time 

since I had actually performed, but Broadway still 

had a special place in my heart, so I applied to MOXIE 

Theatre with the hopes of gaining some workplace 

skills and revisiting my young love.

When I arrived that first day, I could already sense 
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a change in myself. My newly acquired car keys jingled 

in my pocket as I walked through the door, and when 

I	caught	a	glimpse	of	my	relection	in	the	window,	I	
was	proud,	because	I	saw	a	full	ledged	adult	going	to	
work. The outside of the theater really isn’t much to 

look at; it’s wedged right in the corner of a stripmall 

between a pregnancy clinic and a massage place. A 

little bell rings from above, and I hear a perky, “ Hey 

there!”  from my left.  My mentor, Jennifer Eve Thorn, 

is	sitting	at	her	desk	in	the	box	ofice.	Covering	the	
walls	 are	 afirmations,	 posters,	 and	 letters,	 with	
badass women doing badass things. Jennifer herself 

is looking pretty much how I expected, she’s dressed 

like a spunky drama teacher with a pixie cut that 

shows she’s professional. Our introduction was brief, 

but it was enough to get the job done.

Jen’s first ever assignment for me was to go through 

the past 15 years of marketing materials- things like 

playbills,	postcards,	and	lyers-	and	discard	all	but	a	
few items from each show. Fifteen years of memories 

kept in 3 giant white cardboard boxes were laid out, 

staring back at me. Under normal circumstances, I 

would have dreaded having to go through the hundreds 

of	papers,	but	today	was	diferent.	It	was	my	first	day	
at a real job, and that thought gave me enough joy and 

confidence to make any task fun. Jen could’ve asked 

me to scrub the toilets and I still would’ve done it 

with a genuine smile. I attacked the boxes from every 

side, organizing playbills like a madwoman. I don’t 

even think Marie Kondo could have been so energized 

from	counting	stacks	of	lyers.	
Much to my surprise, that motivation stayed 

with me the whole month that I worked at MOXIE. 

I would show up to work and immediately start on 

any assignment I was given, with no hesitations 

whatsoever. It was a very pleasant feeling, and it’s 

unfortunate that it took me so long to experience it. I 

think that going to school every day gave me a sense 

of routine, as we are given variations of the same 

assignments weekly and have a set schedule of when 

to practice each set of skills, but working at MOXIE 

gave me the freedom to work on whatever I was most 

interested in at any given point in the day. If I had 

a lot of energy, I was able to go work on the sets or 

drive	to	cofee	shops	to	pass	out	lyers,	but	 if	 I	was	
feeling focused, I could organize materials or fill out 

spreadsheets or etc. I even had the opportunity to sit 

in on rehearsals for their current show and watch 

the creative process between the actors and director. 

Internship allowed me to hone in on my strengths so 

that I could be my most productive self. 

The last day of internship, I gave my iPOL to 

my advisory. I touched on who my mentor was and 

described the show we were putting on, then closed 

by giving them a tour. As they were walking out, my 

advisor lingered for another moment and told me 

that I seemed really in my element working here. I 

smiled as he left, because knowing that my happiness 

was visible to others was very reassuring. The work 

that I had been doing for a month had left a physical 

mark	on	me:	I	was	a	diferent,	better	person.	
One of my coworkers, Valentina, and I quickly 

cleaned up the lobby and made sure everything was 

ready for the show that night. When we finished, 

she pulled me aside for a moment and told me that 

the variety I had talked about during my iPOL was 

something you get a lot working at a non-profit, and 

that	I	should	research	diferent	masters	programs	in	
nonprofit management, because I have a real future 

in it. 

So maybe it’s ok that I have a million interests. 

Being passionate about everything means that I can 

find joy in anything I do. Walking out of the door was 

bittersweet: I had finished one of the coolest chapters 

of my life, but was walking away as a better person 

with a clearer future because of it.

“Jen could’ve asked 
me to scrub the 
toilets and I still 
would’ve done it 
with a genuine 

smile.”



14

“It filled me with 
such a sense of pride 

it’s almost silly, it 
felt like such a gift.”

Every	day	I	tripped	over	plants,	wiped	dirt	of	my	
shirt	and	snapped	too	many	lowers	in	half.	I	got	used	
to walking into the shop and breathing in the scent of 

fresh cut greens. My internship gave me even more 

than I had hoped for, filled with very messy learning 

moments and breakthroughs. 

On	the	second	day	I	started	working	with	lowers.	
After a few minutes, I heard the snap of a stem. I 

looked	down	to	see	the	broken	lower	laying	next	to	
the stem. I thought that Fatima, my mentor, would be 

mad or, at the very least, disappointed at how careless 

I had been. I was sure I had just let her down. Now 

she would never trust me again, essentially she would 

mentally dismiss me from doing anything important 

ever again. It sounds like I’m overreacting, but if 

someone had invited you to their home and you broke 

a plate, wouldn’t you feel guilty?

To my utmost surprise, I was not banished or given 

a long lecture on irresponsibility. Instead, she looked 

at my face and started laughing while she explained 

how many times she has broken the most expensive 

lowers	and	that	she	still	does	it	even	20	years	later.	
I was so relieved and soon I was laughing as well. I 

feel like I was laughing all the time when I was there; 

she would manage to bump into every surface she 

passed or I would always trip on anything that was 

on the ground. During that month I felt more capable 

of working through things I had never done before 

and pushing through when I didn’t know what to do. 

It was mainly independent work and she would make 

me think through any problem myself, which was 

really helpful, because I had almost no safety net. She 

would make me try everything I could think of and 

would not help me until I tried to work it out myself.

There were a few key moments that were 

turning points in my internship journey. Making 

wedding arrangements was one of them. Wedding 

San Diego Floral Design

Jacqueline Boyce
BLOOMING

arrangements	aren’t	just	vases	with	some	lowers	on	
a table. These were rectangular side pieces made by 

sticking	lowers	 and	 leaves	 into	water	 soaked	 foam	
blocks that hang on the sides of a wedding canopy. 

Seems simple enough, right? Yet, you never really 

realize how much plants don’t want to work with 

you until you’ve fervently shoved a red rose into the 

foam just to have it crumble under your fingers. As 

time went by and I had stuck all of the greens in and 

started	putting	lowers	in	the	holes,	my	fingers	ached	
and my pants were streaked with green stains.

At internship, I worked with my classmate and 

friend Patricia who sat next to me as we greened. 

Fatima started telling us about her other interns and 

what kind of things they would do. Prior to us, she 

never	let	any	pair	of	interns	touch	her	lowers,	for	fear	
of them that their work would disappoint her paying 

customers. This Is understandable, because weddings 

are chaotic, emotional, filled with high stakes, and 

the need for perfection. Her story went on to reveal 

that we were the first set of interns she had full faith 

in. She never once doubted us. She gave us these 

important jobs with the ease of someone not filled 

with a bit of worry about the hands she was putting 

her reputation into. It was incredible to realize that 

she trusted me enough to put these together while she 

was doing the main part of the wedding arch across 

the room. She did not even glance to see if we were 

doing it right. It was one of the first times I’ve felt so 

appreciative of someone so certain of my judgement 

and it filled me with such a sense of pride. It’s almost 

silly; it felt like such a gift. Her trust and confidence 

in	me	felt	like	its	own	bouquet	of	lowers.



15

I’d say I had a pretty untraditional internship 

experience. The one I’d been banking on had fallen 

through. On the day everyone went to start their 

internships, I didn’t have one. I went to The Cat Cafe. 

The plan was to talk to the owner, Tony, and ask if it 

was possible to intern at the cafe. After visiting the 

cafe, I planned on going to Sweet Petite Confections 

to ask the same thing; I never made it that far. 

Coming to the Cat Cafe had been a complete last 

minute plan. There were two russian blue and tabby 

mix kittens. I fell in love with the boy instantly. 

Randall was so sweet and was the best possible 

thing for keeping my nerves at bay and being an 

easy distraction. We met our mentor, Tony, and 

after shaking my hand and introducing himself, he 

immediately went to print out our “greeting scripts”. 

I spent the rest of my day at The Cat Cafe, greeting 

the guests, explaining the rules and getting to know 

the cats, where they like to be petted, and to know 

their favorite toys. 

I spent the entire internship month working at 

The Cat Cafe

Lucia Brown
NOT THE PURRFECT INTERNSHIP

the cafe, doing the same things over and 

over. I am thankful that I got an internship 

so quickly but I can’t help but wonder how 

diferent	my	experience	would	have	been	
if I’d gone to visit Sweet Petite. The thing 

is, I think I would have really liked working 

at Sweet Petite. I enjoy doing hands-on 

work and having something tactile to 

work with. I think it would have been lots 

of	 fun	 to	make	 diferent	 chocolates	 and	
bonbons. I enjoy when I can physically see 

progress in the work that I am doing. 

That was another benefit of interning at the cafe, 

it made me realize how much I can’t stand working 

such a passive and repetitive job, I would be brain 

dead if I had to do that any longer than a month. 

I know that I’ll always think of the what-ifs 

and what could have happened if I’d done things 

diferently.	Ultimately,	 I	don’t	 regret	my	 internship.	
I loved the cats and it was really nice to have another 

intern there with me going through the same thing. 

In the end, I did learn some valuable lessons, even if 

I don’t have a clear picture of what I want to do as a 

career, I now know what I don’t want.

“I know that I’ll 
always think of the 

what-ifs and what could 
have happened if I’d 

done things differently.”
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I feel very changed by my internship. Before I 

thought of myself as an average Joe going through 

life.  Now, I feel like I matured greatly into this new 

form of myself, as if the teenage years of my life are 

slowly passing away and taking form into this new 

me. The new me understands more thoroughly than I 

once did. Now I understand the value of listening and 

properly working and taking action rather than just 

sitting around and waiting for someone else to do it 

or tell me what to do.

At first, before the internship, I stressed out 

everyday because I couldn’t stop worrying if I was 

going to have an internship in the first place. Then, 

at the last minute, my friend Lily invited me to join 

her internship at Wiser Way Media. I felt like it was 

a sign that I needed to grow up and take part in this 

experience or else nothing was ever going to change 

and I was going to stay the same. 

Before I came to the internship,  I was semi-

experienced with how to work a computer. During 

THE ANIMATOR

WiserWay Media

Andres Carreon the internship I learned much more than I expected. I 

learned that there was more to consider when making 

a website.

While interning at Wiserway Media I’d have to 

say I’m very satisfied with what I learned in terms 

of knowledge, skills, and inner development. I 

discovered that there’s more than what meets the eye 

while	working	in	an	ofice	setting.
No matter how painful sitting can be, I sat like 

a champ as I gained more knowledge and tips from 

my mentor. And believe me when I say that there 

were struggles along the road such as having trouble 

focusing or little slip ups and misunderstandings. My 

mentor was forgiving even when I was not paying 

attention to directions and assignments, or did not 

make blog posts or create content that I was assigned.

I learned how a lot of big business websites are 

shared and owned by several people from across the 

world, Tech wizards, Business CEO’s, and everyday 

people. Growing into it, I felt like my brain expanded 

as big as a water tower. It was just absolutely incredible 

learning and changing mentally. This internship lead 

me to now know that I want to pursue a career in 

animation and storyboarding.

“Growing into it, I 
felt like my brain 
expanded as big as 
a water tower. It 

was just absolutely 
incredible learning 

and changing 
mentally.”
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My time working for Larry Scott at his vineyard, 

Nazzareno Vineyard, was beneficial and I learned a lot 

from him. I worked outside every day from 9:00 AM to 

3:30 PM, which was a nice feeling. I did several things, 

from building a rock wall to cleaning the property and 

preparing it for visitors. I thought I wasn’t going to 

enjoy working at a vineyard and thought it was going 

to be a boring internship, because I was never really 

that interested in wine or the production of wine. 

But, in the end, I enjoyed my time there because being 

outdoors and enjoying the peace of nature helped me 

clear my mind.

Initially, I wanted to intern at the Air and Space 

Museum. They never responded to my emails, so I 

settled at the vineyard. After the first week of working 

at the vineyard, I got into it. During our month 

internship, there were a few times where we did some 

very fun things. For example, one day we made a lot 

of pizzas with the pizza oven. Larry’s pizza oven could 

make pizzas in less than five minutes. I made about 

three or four and according to my mentor’s friend, 

who worked at a pizza place for 10 years, he’s never 

seen anyone learn how to prepare one as fast as I did. 

Nazzareno Vineyard

Emilio Diaz

FINDING MY PEACE OF MIND
My pizzas turned out better than expected. 

We worked pretty hard to clean up a lot of the 

property because we were getting ready to have 

visitors. The property was covered in a lot of leaves 

from the trees and vines from the vineyard. I think 

about cleaning the property a lot because during that 

time	I	was	able	to	get	my	mind	of		a	lot	of	things	to	
make me calm down. Personally, it was a stressful 

time for me and I had a lot on my mind. I learned that 

cleaning the area and being outside was a good way to 

destress and relax. The view was beautiful so I could 

look out into the open and see downtown San Diego. 

At the same time, it was super peaceful without all 

the car honks or the industrialization happening. 

The wildlife made it even more enjoyable for me, like 

seeing and hearing the birds or seeing dogs on walks. 

Larry said that my internship group (Imari, Kalea, 

and I) did the best work out of all of the students 

that he’s had intern there. He was very impressed 

with how hard we worked. I was especially glad to 

know that since I thought that everything I worked 

on wasn’t that good. However, it all turned out pretty 

good for me. I finished my project just in time for my 

iPOL so my advisory could see all the hard work I did 

and see how hard I worked on everything my mentor 

had me do.

Through my internship I 

realized that I am a quick learner. 

My mentor was impressed with 

me and said he was proud of me. 

This made me very happy and 

motivated me to work harder 

than the other people working 

there. Since my mentor liked 

having my group work there so 

much, he said that he is gonna 

miss our company.
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I was nervous about my internship. I secured 

an internship at a nursing home called Sun Garden 

Terrace. I had never worked with the elderly before. 

I felt like I wouldn’t be good with the residents.  I felt 

unprepared, a wave of doubt washed over me. What if 

I	ofended	them	for	some	reason?	Looking	back	now,	I	
laugh at how nervous I was because the wildest things 

that happened were when we played Bingo. Even so, 

I realized that I didn’t know what to expect and that’s 

what scared me the most.

At first, I felt shy and hesitant to talk. I didn’t know 

what to say or how to even start the conversation. 

I felt so stupid for not talking to the residents. It 

made me feel like a ghost. Soon they started asking 

me simple questions. I was taken back. I didn’t even 

think they saw me (that’s not a joke referencing their 

eyesight. I genuinely thought they didn’t see me). I 

ESCAPING THE RABBIT HOLE

Sun Garden Terrace

Katrina Escalante answered their questions, and eventually, we were 

talking. Over time, talking got a lot easier and so did 

the interactions with the residents. Learning about 

their lives, their experiences, their wisdom was really 

amazing.  

The residents changed me. Emma was always 

very kind to me. She told me stories about her life. 

Emma’s words really lifted me up. Emma told me to be 

confident in who I was and to be kinder to myself. She 

told me that she didn’t like herself too much but once 

she	just	started	to	love	all	of	herself,	she	felt	diferent.	
I asked how she did it. She told me to say something 

that you love about yourself and something that you 

are genuinely proud of everyday. 

At first I thought it was completely silly to do this. 

But, I started to take it seriously and did it every day. 

At times it was challenging. There were days when I 

felt consumed by negative feelings and came close to 

falling into a rabbit hole. But I used Emma’s words like 

a rope to pull myself out. Now I feel so much better 

about myself. I started to realize that I did work pretty 

well in situations that were very stressful. Now, I give 

myself the credit I deserve.

Another time Emma told me “ you’re young and 

have energy and this light inside you that you need 

to let shine”. She said that my youth is for making 

new friends, for getting out there, and for doing new 

things. Emma is right. I have my whole life ahead 

of me. I don’t know when I’m going to die. I don’t 

want to have regrets at all and look back only having 

memories of only being at home. I want to look back 

and laugh at the good times. Emma taught me to love 

myself and to live my life thoughtfully. I am forever 

grateful. 

I have always doubted myself and felt very self 

conscious. I thought that I wasn’t very capable in 

high stress situations. I never considered having a 

life outside of school or making new friends. After 

this	internship,	I	feel	very	diferent	about	all	of	this.	
I have changed over the course of my internship. I 

hadn’t felt this confident about myself and who I am 

as a person in a long time.
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I was very determined to work with animals 

for my internship. I reached out to around 

forty	diferent	animal	shelters	and	they	either	
did not get back to me, were not able to accept 

interns, or their internship programs didn’t 

line up with mine. I was quite disappointed 

when the idea of working with animals fell 

through. 

When the deadline loomed ever closer, I 

started to get a little panicked. As a last resort, 

I reached out to my boss, Jacob Carson, at Apex 

School of Movement, and asked if I could do 

my internship there. I am very grateful that I 

got to  work there way more than I already do. 

And I am very happy, in a weird way, that my other 

options fell through. While disappointing, interning 

at Apex was most certainly rewarding. If you took pre-

internship Raj and post-internship Raj and put them 

side-by-side	there	would	not	be	much	of	a	diference.	
I did, however, grow a little bit as a person.

Working at Apex San Diego, a Parkour gym, really 

tested my patience. Part of my day-to-day routine was 

helping the senior coaches teach classes. This was my 

favorite part of the internship, specifically teaching 

the youth. I felt like, as a coach, I was really planting 

that seed in their heads that might grow and lead 

them to greater heights; much more than coaching 

the older students. Despite this, it did take a fair 

amount of energy to keep the kids on task. But I never 

minded this too much because I always assumed that 

the kids were too excited to learn a new skill or too 

impatient to improve the skills they already had.

In Parkour, we use our own bodies to overcome 

obstacles to achieve goals that would otherwise seem 

impossible. There are no obstacles, only opportunities. 

That is very much how I would describe my journey of 

getting an internship confirmed.

Apex San Diego is like a second home to me. I 

have been a student there for about two years when 

the gym first opened and I was among the first three 

JUMPING OFF THE WALLS

Apex School of Movement

Rajkumar Gross

students there. A vast majority of my spare time is 

spent at this Parkour gym, be it teaching classes, 

taking classes, or just training. I was ecstatic to learn 

all the ins-and-outs of Apex, and I feel I had left my 

internship knowing more about this place that is so 

close to my heart.  

For me, it’s not the location itself that I love so 

much because Parkour can really be done anywhere; 

it’s the memories that I’ve made and the people who 

have become some of my closest friends. Because of 

this internship, I know some of the athletes that train 

there a little better and I know and understand my 

own students more. I don’t think I would be able to 

connect with my students if it weren’t for the tutelage 

of my mentor, Jacob. 

If ever I needed help on something he’d always 

be ready and eager to help me, he always checked up 

on me to see if I needed anything or if I was doing 

something wrong. And there were times when we 

would just have a little laugh. Jacob, along with being 

my mentor and boss, has really become a close friend 

to me and I greatly enjoyed learning from him. And I 

am eager to continue to make memories and friends 

at Apex School of Movement.
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I never knew how much a dog could change my 

life, especially one who is not mine. Petey Shorr, a 

12-year-old golden retriever, did just that without me 

knowing. He came in to receive rehabilitation for his 

arthritis and bilateral elbow dysplasia. Every Monday 

and	Friday,	this	huge,	lufy,	full-of-life,	beautiful	dog	
would prance over to the hydrotherapy tank that he 

loved so much. Unfortunately, his prance was not as 

graceful as it once was. We watched him trip over 

poles, cones and water bowls, but nothing could stop 

him from getting over to the tank. Not even the jolting 

pain that would shoot through each of his limbs every 

time he took a step.   The only relief from his pain was 

McKealy Hayes
Animal Acupuncture and Rehab Center

PETEY - MY DOG HERO

to walk in the water and receive peanut butter while 

doing so. 

I do not think I have met a dog who loves peanut 

butter more than Petey. To keep him from playing 

with the water while he was exercising, he constantly 

had to be fed peanut butter. If you began to take the 

peanut butter filled toy away from his mouth, he 

would stare at you with longing, confused eyes. What 

do you think you are doing? He seemed to ask me. 

This always made me smile. How could a dog be so 

obsessed with food? I would start to think about my 

dog, a thirteen-year-old yellow labrador retriever 

named Hurley. 

This is who Petey Shorr reminded me of. The face 

that Petey would make once I took his dearest peanut 
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“He inspired 
me to disregard 

the feeling of 
embarrassment 
and to learn from 

my failures instead 
of dwelling on 

them.”

butter away was the same face that my labrador 

made at me every time I would leave the house. 

Well, when are you coming back? Again, asking 

me with only his stare. Petey reminded me of 

Hurley in more ways than I can not begin to 

express. They breathed the same. They walked 

the same. The way they wagged their tail and 

raised their ears when they saw a new person 

was the same. 

During a session with a dog, they would go 

through an obstacle course that consisted of 

stepping over poles, weaving through cones, 

and walking over stairs. Petey would frequently 

trip over the poles, knock over cones, and 

stumble up the stairs. In no way did this make 

him discouraged. He never cared about failing 

or being embarrassed. He was ready to fix his 

mistakes and get right back up, every time. 

This is one of the reasons my life changed 

during the internship. I started to notice that every 

dog never showed signs of agitation, embarrassment, 

or despair when they failed. They just move on. 

On my last day of internship, Petey was going 

through his course and he started to drag his legs and 

pant heavily. 

“ Come on Petey. You can do it!”  I exclaimed to him 

from across the room.

He perked his ears and started to jog over to me 

with wobbly legs and what looked to be a smile. Petey 

knocked over every pole as he ran over and rubbed on 

my legs in hopes of a belly scratch and love. Everyone 

giggled and sighed Oh Petey! This instance perfectly 

described who Petey was: optimistic, eager, loving. 

He inspired me to implement these values in my 

life by showing more appreciation to my friends and 

family. He motivated me to disregard the feeling of 

embarrassment and to learn from my failures instead 

of dwelling on them. Failure and fear seem to get the 

best of people. It overcomes them and takes control of 

their every move. 

I think everyone can learn a thing or two from 

Petey because he was the one that taught me the most 

during internship. Over the internship, I learned from 

a four-legged animal that cannot speak that we are 

never going to change if we sink into fear.
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“Was I going to be fired 
from this internship 

that I loved?”

Chris had tasked me with cleaning my first ever 

vertebrate fossil, a protoreodont jaw. Protoreodonts 

were a small, proto-pig species, and San Diego is a real 

hotspot for them. Its jaw is delicate, more delicate than 

any of the shells that I had so far been working on at 

the museum. Chris explained to me what I’d be doing 

with the fossil. He found a specialized microscope 

meant for hands-on work with small and delicate 

specimens. After getting set up in the Demonstration 

Lab, I started to clean the fossil.

I was terrified. The fossil, impossibly fragile 

in every area you could imagine, seemed to get 

easier to clean as I continued my day. Tiny chunks 

of sediment, ingrained within the smooth brown 

teeth,	fell	of	gently	as	I	used	a	small	tool.	The	matrix	
came	 of	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 jawline	 as	 I	 went	 in	 with	
the	microscribe.	The	work	started	to	low	more	and	
more	efortlessly.	Chipping	rocks	of	bit-by-bit,	I	was	
getting comfortable and confident, but soon I would 

feel quite the opposite.

Natural History Museum

Kaya Hoffman

A BROKEN TOOTH
I was rotating the fossil when I felt something 

pop	 of	 of	 the	 jawbone’s	 end.	 Not	 only	 had	 a	 tooth	
broken	of,	but	it	was	the	biggest	tooth	on	the	fossil.	
I freaked out. I was just a high school student, did I 

just mess up so badly that I was going to be fired from 

this internship that I loved? No. No, No! No, please, 

no! Trying not to panic, I slowly got up from my 

seat, nearly shaking from the amount of adrenaline 

coursing through my veins. I found Chris. When I 

told him what happened, my words were so cluttered 

and jumbled that I couldn’t understand them myself. 

Chris must have, though, because the first thing he 

said to me was “ Don’t worry, it’s ok.”  A weight was 

lifted because I wasn’t going to be fired, I wasn’t in 

trouble, it was okay. 

Chris followed me back to the fossil and said, 

“ We’ll just super glue it back together.”  I couldn’t 

believe my ears: super glue! The simplest of answers I 

didn’t even know was possible. He brought me a small 

glass vial to put the broken tooth in, and I went on 

with the cleaning of the fossil. I had made a mistake, 

and I corrected it.

Though it was a terrifying experience, moments 

like this from internship have taught me: mistakes 

can, and most likely will, be made, and it will be okay. 

Sure, it is not the ideal scenario, but chances are 

you’ll miss out on more if you don’t make mistakes. 

Remember, you’re just an intern, and your mentor 

knows this. You are inexperienced, and that’s why 

you’re interning with them. Always communicate 

with your mentor. If you make a mistake, tell them. 

“ I broke the fossil.”  “ I lost a bug.”  “ I forgot this step.”  

All three are situations I’ve dealt with throughout 

my internship, and chances are that you’ll encounter 

them	in	a	diferent	capacity.	
You are an intern so make mistakes. Just make 

sure you have a great mentor to help you fix it.
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I’ve changed tremendously in nearly every way 

from the moment I began the process of searching 

for an internship, to now having completed my 

internship. If there’s anything I would have done 

diferently,	I	would	begin	the	process	of	obtaining	one	
much earlier than I did. 

I have learned that I will be better prepared for 

what’s to come once I’ve fully entered the real world. 

Although I’m not one to “ wing it”, I’ve been able to 

practice a great deal of responsibility while working 

at Birch Aquarium. I have to admit that even with all 

of the responsibility that comes with a job like that, 

I’d almost say that I feel prepared for it. I don’t plan 

on being an aquarist anytime in my life, but I believe 

that every moment I spent at Birch was precious and 

perfect inspiration for my future.

I am also able to see clearly that I would like to 

pursue a career in marine biology and apply to UCSD. 

Now, having finished Internship 2020, which is such a 

critical phase of school at HTHI, I feel very reassured 

about my decision. I have a set path of endeavours for 

my future.

 I do have certain minor regrets for my internship. 

For instance, me and my partner were able to have 

a shadow day for each aquarist assistance and whale 

watching crew work., Even though we were only 

allowed one day each, I still wish to have done it more. 

Birch Aquarium

Damon Hopper

HANGING OUT WITH FISH

Fortunately, I still have a job at Birch and in five 

months, I will be eligible to apply for those positions. 

It’s a dream job before college.

Another thing that I have learned from this work 

is commitment and discipline. Like I said before, with 

a full time job like this, there is no room for lacking 

efort	 and	 winging	 it.	 And	 by	 these	 factors	 that	
I’ve noticed while working at Birch, I’ve become so 

committed and motivated to continue my work there 

that I plan to stay there until I graduate high school, 

and possibly even longer. 

Over the course of my internship, I encountered 

many college students who work at Birch and are 

pursuing careers in marine biology. Seeing them 

gives me even more hope and inspiration for my 

college years, seeing as how many students attending 

UCSD are encountering so much success by working 

and interning at Scripps’ facilities. 

The amount of enjoyment I experienced at Birch 

has given me high hopes for the future. The fact that 

I had been set to do basic aquarium work for a month 

as an intern, full time, and was not bored or regretful 

once, has given me insight on how much I love this 

field of study and wish to pursue it. Even at certain 

times when attendance was slow, and not many 

guests were present, just being in the environment 

of the science I love, provided me with enough joy to 

pass the time until the next visitors arrived.

“I don’t plan on being an 
aquarist anytime in my 

life, but I believe that every 
moment I spent at Birch 
was precious and perfect 

inspiration for my future.”
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There’s a chair stuck in the back of my car. A high 

chair, maybe about four and a half feet tall, maybe five 

if you look at it from a worm’s eye view. It’s lodged on 

top of the backseat, stuck between the ceiling of my 

car and the seat. Another intern and I are struggling 

to get it stuck out of place, but we risk scratching 

the ceiling of my car or breaking the chair. We’re 

chuckling as we wiggle the chair around, as it was his 

idea that got us into this stupid predicament anyway.

 The significance of this chair was monumental, 

Outside the Lens

Kobe Huynh

A $40 CHAIR FROM TARGET

as it was one of the star props in the photoshoot I 

was directing and starring in. Nobody else had access 

to the visions in my mind but me. So when I was 

given the assignment of “design and direct your own 

photoshoot,”  I was thrown into deep water. On top of 

this,	I	had	dificulty	swimming	back	up.
 I spent a lot of my time during my internship  at 

Outside the Lens taking pictures for other people: 

events, classrooms, even the small room we called 

an	ofice.	So	when	one	of	our	coworkers	approached	
us with a new workshop idea of our own photoshoot, 

we freefell. On our way down, we had to grab bits 
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and pieces of our ideas. We had to figure out what 

we wanted our photoshoot to look like, colors, 

formatting, composure, props, lighting, who, when, 

where, and everything else that goes into planning 

and directing a photoshoot.

 Fashion editorials. Learning about them was 

like taking a photography class for the first time all 

over again. You learn what everything means, how 

to shoot, why to shoot, where to shoot, you learn 

it all. You analyze the professionals and what sets 

them apart from their competition. You learn about 

what competition looks like. You see that there’s a 

little bit of everything in the fashion editorial field: 

abstractionism, minimalism, contemporary art, you 

name it. Someone’s done it before, and all of it is there 

on the internet for you to see. You’re instructed to do 

something new, but everything has already been done 

before. 

When preparing for my photoshoot, I was told, 

“ Someone’s done it already. It’s how you execute 

it that sets you apart from everyone else,”  I had a 

vision so clear in my head that all I had to do was 

shoot it. I had the props, I had the camera, the lenses, 

the photographers, the clothing. I had everything I 

needed to make my visions into reality. Swimming in 

an ocean of ideas, all I have to do is make it true. I 

grabbed	 inspirations	 from	diferent	artists,	 grabbed	
lyrics	from	songs,	diferent	art	styles,	mood	boards,	
and went through intensive analysis of various 

magazines and editorials. I was so close to reaching 

the surface of the water. I had high hopes for my ideas 

and planning—and all of it seemingly relied on this 

$40 chair from Target. 

We managed to pull the chair out of my car, with 

minimal damage.

 “ You starred and directed your own photoshoot?”

 Yeah, I did. And it sucked. It was one of my first 

encounters with self-reproach. Having a vision so 

vividly and then having it all go so horribly wrong, 

along with the hope I had for this project. But there 

is value in failing. Quite obviously, I learned this 

the hard way—but that’s the only real way to learn 

through failure, isn’t it?

 There are many fingers to point and things to 

blame as to why this photoshoot went horribly. But at 

the end of the day, all of the fingers point back to me. 

I did the exact opposite of what I had wanted, instead 

of minimalist it was cluttered, instead of contrast, 

everything looked the same. Instead of breaching 

the surface of the water and achieving my hopes and 

dreams—I was thrown back into the sea. This failure 

made me rethink my shooting style and how I do 

photography. It was all wrong, and I was pushed to 

the edge of an existential crisis.

 I found myself at the mood board again. The 

“ inspo board”  word as my peers and I like to call it. 

It’s images taken from magazines, Instagram posts, 

editorials, and other famous photographers. I sat at 

my board and stared at it. Lost. I grabbed more pins 

and assorted them to their respective boards. Every 

single picture on the board looked so pretty to me, so 

astonishingly beautiful that I was heartbroken that I 

would never get the chance to recreate it.

 But I can’t walk away from this experience and 

say I didn’t learn anything from it. I learned a lot from 

directing my first photoshoot. The feeling of shooting 

for the moon and missing can be heartbreaking. 

There’s a lot to be learned in failure. It’s what you 

do with it that really counts. And what did I do with 

mine? Well, I went back to the drawing board—and I 

wish I could show you what I’ve made from it. If only.

“Someone’s done 
it already. It’s 

how you execute 
it that sets you 

apart from 
everyone else.”
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Can they just focus and do their work? Yes. No. 

Maybe so. It was a question that she would constantly 

ask herself every other day over the course of her 

internship.

The intern was the girl who sat on top of 

the bookshelves in the eighth-grade humanities 

classroom. She would be found, legs crossed, one over 

the other, with her hair in a ponytail, a computer 

by her side, and a book in hand. She really seemed 

to enjoy reading books because, by the end of her 

internship, she had finished four. She was really quiet.

Sometimes she would help the eighth-grade 

High Tech Middle Media Arts

Jazmine Ibarra

BACK TO SCHOOL

students with classwork, other times she went 

outside	of	the	math	classroom	and	into	an	ofice	to	
help a student with their math quiz. She never yelled, 

but she always looked so serious, stressed, lost in 

thought, or tired. Even then, she helped everyone she 

could. 

After school ended at 3:30 pm, kids rushed to get 

through the double doors at the exit. Meanwhile, 

she	 swept	 the	 loors	 in	 the	 math	 and	 humanities	
classrooms, picked up trash, and put chairs on the 

desks. She plugged in Chromebooks. She made sure 

that every book was put away on a shelf instead of 

being left on the ground to be stepped on by dirty 

shoes. 
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Her footsteps were light but her heart was heavy. 

She was afraid she would mess up the opportunity 

she had been given. On her first day of internship, 

she walked in through the doors and saw her mentor. 

Though the girl didn’t introduce herself, her mentor 

did, cheerfully and seemingly like the sun, she 

brightened her day. 

Her mentor, Antonette Hrycyk, was an eighth-

grade humanities teacher who came from a small 

town in Western Pennsylvania. Ever since Antonette 

was a kid, she loved school—from reading to writing 

and theater to swim team. Antonette didn’t grow 

up	well	of,	but	she	said	it	made	her	grateful	for	the	
things that she has.

Her mentor made her laugh and taught her that it 

was okay not to feel okay, for she was the sun on the 

cold mornings with cloud-filled skies. Even before the 

internship, when the girl was just an eighth-grade 

student in her class, she remembered her bear hugs 

and the times she was there to listen when she needed 

to be heard. Now, as an eleventh-grade student, she 

knew that she was heard. Although she was quiet, her 

presence	made	a	diference,	for	when	she	was	gone,	
her absence seemed so loud. 

Whenever help was or wasn’t asked of her, she 

always kept herself busy. Without a word, she wiped 

down the counters and the bookshelves, put away 

headphones or any school supplies, threw away 

the trash, and put things where they needed to be. 

For once, she felt like she belonged. Any time that 

she successfully helped a student understand their 

classwork or complete their assignments, she felt a 

sense of pride and happiness. 

When students tried to get smart with her or mess 

around, she kept them in check. She talked to the 

students who were fooling around in the commons 

and told them to get back to class. 

Though she reprimanded the students who 

were disrupting a class taking a quiz, she did so 

respectfully. If they gave her attitude, she gave it 

right back because that’s what they needed—someone 

to keep them on their toes, but also to be a friend 

when needed. Someone to have their back, but also to 

teach and help them. That was the person she became 

during her internship. 

The best part is that the person who became 

awesome with these kids was me. I became awesome 

with those eighth-graders. I communicated, lent a 

hand to, and was helpful to everyone around me. As I 

walked through those double-doors for the last time, 

I finally felt light.

“If they gave her 
attitude, she gave it 
right back because 

that’s what they 
needed—someone to 
keep them on their 

toes, but also to be a 
friend when needed.
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The complex had an oddly built parking lot with 

apartments	made	into	ofices	of	all	types.	The	whole	
area was bizarre with a Benihana across the street 

and a lot of construction workers who stood around. 

The building had the same color scheme as my school, 

a	brown	on	 light	brown.	There	was	a	doctor’s	ofice	
above us that turned an entire side into a luxurious 

looking part of the apartments. This internship 

was my last option, so I tried to be optimistic when 

looking at the surrounding area, which so far wasn’t 

presenting a good sign.

Spending a month in a room with so many 

High Tech Elementary

Josue Juarez

ASSISTANT (TO THE) MODEL MANAGER

interesting things but very little work diversity is 

tiring. It feels strange when I say it, but I got very 

tired in that room. 

I’d	 walk	 aimlessly	 around	 the	 ofice	 or	 go	 to	
John’s,	another	intern’s	ofice	space.	I’d	help	him	out	
because that was the only consistent work we had. I 

definitely	 spent	more	 time	 in	 John’s	 ofice	 than	my	
own.	My	ofice	was	much	better	than	John’s	as	well.	
I had a window to look outside and get some time to 

space out. John had none of that. I also had San Diego 

Model Management and La Jolla Fashion Film Festival 

memorabilia hanging on the walls. 

My internship was very eye-opening as to what it 

might be like when working a desk job. I was talking 
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“The scarcity 
of work for an 
intern at San 
Diego Model 
Management 
is baffling.”

to him about what the internship experience might 

look like, he said there’d be plenty of work and that 

the whole modeling industry was moving to digital. 

He said, “ People in the industry are going on vacation 

and answering phone calls while sitting on a beach 

who knows where.”  I took this as we’re going to have 

a	 lot	 of	 days	 where	 we’re	 not	 at	 the	 ofice.	 I	 could	
not have been more wrong. The more time we spent 

there, the more I understood how Fred, my mentor, 

worked as a business owner. He wasn’t very open, 

which I think is great especially when in a business 

like modeling and Film Festivals. 

We weren’t the only ones that had been confused. 

Maria, an intern-turned-worker, thought that she was 

going to intern for a photographer. She was mistaken 

because there isn’t even a photographer there. She 

did decide to stay and get a job because of the really 

lexible	hours.	
It was an amazing, and terrible internship 

experience. I was bored out of my mind, because 

of the work I was, and wasn’t, doing. However Fred 

was very charismatic which could be fun at times. 

We’d always have conversations about how going to 

college was a terrible idea because you get stuck with 

hundreds of thousands of dollars of debt. It was times 

like this when everyone would start yelling across 

the	 ofice	 to	 have	 a	 conversation	 that	 made	 it	 an	

amazing experience. It’s definitely not something I’m 

expecting to see in any of my future jobs/internships. 

I think that the internship experience there is the 

best	one	I’m	ever	going	to	have	for	the	ofice	job	that	

it turned out to be. I was criticizing Fred earlier for a 

variety of reasons, but I really can’t be disappointed 

in the internship. There are 

many things that I can look 

back on and say that he was 

definitely the most wild 

and fun mentor. I got to 

experience a very interesting 

side of being an intern and 

now I’m hoping for a more 

serious internship with 

someone that will hopefully 

have a lot of character in 

case the work is below my 

expectations. 
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Before my internship, I wasn’t confident with 

myself. I had always looked to others for love, for 

acknowledgement. My internship at the Peninsula 

YMCA pool was a time and place for me to try a new 

role. Yes, I am a swimmer, but I had never coached 

anyone.  It was my first time being a swim coach, so I 

didn’t know how or what to coach.

Then, I met Sarah, one of my many mentors, 

a wonderful person who has changed my life 

unimaginably . Throughout my internship, I could 

count on her to always be there, guiding me through 

my internship. She told me, “ You’ve been swimming 

for 8 years. I think you have just as much knowledge 

as the rest of us.”  Her confidence in me changed my 

life. She didn’t know if my stroke was good, she simply 

trusted me completely. She put in just as much time 

into	a	swimmer,	as	she	did	for	me.	She	never	cut	of	
a swimmer or I, she just told us how it was. She told 

me how she began to change her life after she moved 

to California, she told me how to find self confidence 

Ryan Family YMCA

Ryan Kislingbury

HER CONFIDENCE CHANGED MY LIFE
and she showed me how to give myself reassurance 

that I knew what I was talking about. I’m so glad that 

I was able to meet her and learn more about myself. 

Sarah’s husband has some crazy 

stories, but through it all he has 

found such amazing happiness. He 

is such an inspiration and without 

him I’m afraid I wouldn’t be as 

forgiving to myself as I am now. We 

had almost the same story, except 

I was making mine a little worse 

than it actually was. He told me 

that through reading and learning 

about myself, I could learn to 

forgive myself and lift the weight 

of	my	shoulders.	These	two	were	
the beginning of my journey. They 

began the change I needed in life.

Courtney is another swim 

coach that has given me a 

wonderful internship opportunity. 

She is a brilliant woman who is currently enrolled in 

Point Loma Nazarene University. She is working to 

become a pediatrician and has the mind and skills to 

do it. She has an active imagination, wonderful ideas, 

and is brilliant with kids. She has such a nice vibe 

to her, that anyone can warm up to. I wish everyone 

had the chance to meet someone like her because she 

truly has shown me how to be a happy person. 

One of my swimmers, Alex, swam in the swim 

meet. He was swimming an incredible race, when 

he made a mistake - he had done the wrong turn 

when he came into the wall, making an automatic 

disqualification. He was heartbroken, which in turn, 

made me heartbroken. We’ re in the third week of 

internship,	and	I	had	already	seen	a	diference	with	
my learning. What happened next. I never would have 

guessed. I started to cry. I’m not sure if it was the 

pain of empathising with him, due to me knowing the 

pain of being disqualified, or me growing such a deep 

connection with the kid. Regardless, I’m learning. I 

love where it’s going.
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Setting my mind to adult mode for four straight 

weeks seemed intimidating and treacherous since I 

am just a teenager. However, I found an internship at 

the San Diego Hand Specialist. 

For my internship, I went to work everyday and 

saw faces worn out and in pain. This experience has 

shown	me	what	life	has	to	ofer	and	how,	sometimes,	
you just have to have fun before it ends. Being a 

junior and understanding the experiences I’ve had, 

has shown me what I want for my future. I want to be 

able to have the time to do the things I love, because 

time is a precious thing. 

At the internship, it was humbling to meet all the 

clients who were in so much physical pain because 

they worked so hard. But it also showed me that 

work can blind you from your inner child. Working 

all these long hours, it’s hard to remember what they 

were working toward.

Coming in contact with a person and listening 

to them speak about their pain can be hard. It’s hard 

because I felt helpless because there was  nothing 

I could personally do to help them. They come to a 

pediatric Hand Specialist trying to get the help they 

need. I realized that all I can do is listen and give 

them the comfortable smile that lets people know 

they are being heard. I was slowly perfecting my smile 

through this process, wanting to look professional, 

mature, and motherly all wrapped up into a bow. 

Humans crave a sense of importance. I realized that 

it is important not only to listen to people, but also to 

take care of yourself. 

Doctors can make a lot of money and sometimes 

are criticized for it. On a first hand experience, I 

have	seen	 the	efort,	 I	have	spent	 the	hours,	 I	have	
learned the knowledge that this is not an easy job. 

The outtake of a doctor on television might make 

things look simple and easy. I have seen doctors 

perform surgeries and it can be scary. But I do know 

that whoever steps into that operating room knows 

what they are doing because they have fought to learn 

San Diego Hand Specialist

Morgan McCoshum

PAINFUL HANDS
the knowledge to help people.

I had encounters with patients that had been 

coming to my mentor for 10 years or more. With those 

years, she has perfected the smile that makes you feel 

like everything is going to be alright. Some people 

need that look more than others because of their own 

personal struggles. Their stories always announce 

their struggles. Sometimes the people who need more 

assurance or just time just to talk to someone can be 

heartbreaking. There is only so much one person can 

do. 

A hand specialist, like Dr. Cage, not only looks at 

the physical component of the person. She looked at 

their mental state, if they followed directions, were 

emotionally stable, or came up with new details of 

their story. Dr. Cage shared with me that not everyone 

comes in with physical pain. They can have mental 

and emotional pain and these are key things you 

have to look for in somebody in order to help them. I 

learned to start with a smile.
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Twenty three. That’s how many companies I 

emailed seeking an Internship. Eight of them sent 

me back very kind rejection letters and the other 

fifteen just never responded. By December I felt 

beaten and defeated by a system that I knew I would 

have to traverse dozens of more times throughout 

my life. I didn’t know who to blame. Was it my fault? 

The school’s fault? The company’s fault?  One glaring 

issue was that nearly all of the places I applied to had 

internships available for college students, meaning 

that I had steep competition. One might easily 

assume that college students are smarter, more used 

to a workplace, older, and all-around better workers. 

The only thing I had going for me was that I didn’t 

take a salary. 

On the last week before winter break, which 

was pretty much our deadline to have an internship 

secured, I got a text from my Mom who had been 

helping me throughout this entire project desperately 

trying to get me a lead. She got me a lead, after 

pestering all of her clients that worked at companies 

that sounded interesting. Her friend’s husband 

Qualcomm

Joseph McKenney

THE BLUETOOTH HALL OF FAME

ofered	 to	 let	me	work	with	 him	 and	 the	 best	 part	
was, he worked for Qualcomm. I took the Qualcomm 

job and never looked back. At first, I felt like I had 

beaten Internship, I had actually gotten an internship 

I wanted and that was my last hurdle, but boy was I 

wrong. 

Going	 into	my	 internship	 felt	 like	 I	was	lying	a	
747, with no radar and in complete darkness, I know 

what a plane is and to some extent how they work, 

but	I	have	no	clue	how	to	ly	it.	 I	didn’t	know	much	
about Qualcomm, I knew they made chips for phones 

but that was the extent of my knowledge. On my first 

“oficial” 	 day	 of	 Internship,	 I	 met	 with	 my	 mentor	
Joel for a few hours so I could find out what I would 

be doing. Joel is a Vice President of Technology at 

Qualcomm and also happens to be, “ For better or for 

worse, a Bluetooth Celebrity,”  who is inducted into 

the Bluetooth hall of fame. Yes, that’s right, there is 

such a thing. Joel was incredibly kind and helpful that 

day and made me feel at ease about my internship. 

Granted, I was still almost as nervous as I had ever 

been, but that was expected. 

Wednesday,	January	8th	was	my	first	oficial	day	
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of	work	and	going	into	the	ofice.	I	got	to	Joel’s	house	
at 8:00 a.m, before heading up to Qualcomm together 

I got to sit in on a conference call with his team from 

all over the world. After the call was finished, we got 

in his car and headed north. It was pretty nerve-

wracking	sitting	in	trafic,	slowly	inching	our	way	to	
where I’d be spending the next month. After about 30 

minutes	 in	trafic,	we	finally	got	to	our	destination,	
building AC. It was a very industrial looking, two-

story building with windows spanning the entire 

length of it. It was in an industrial park that also 

housed companies such as Samsung, Verizon, and 

Playstation. Even though I hadn’t even been in the 

Qualcomm building I felt like I was a part of the 

workforce. 

The first few days of working there were an 

adjustment period, to say the least. I met and sat down 

with dozens of engineers and got to learn a lot about 

what they do. I also met Anantha, a Principal Engineer 

on Joel’s team who became a sort of adopted mentor. 

That	first	week	of	work	lew	by,	partly	because	it	was	
a short week and partly because I was almost always 

doing something. However, in that first week, I slowly 

began to realize something, I didn’t understand what 

was being said half of the time. 

I realized this while sitting in a meeting with my 

mentor and a company lawyer. They were talking 

about a new patent and in their conversation, one 

of them mentioned, “Airpods.”  My ears immediately 

perked up, finally something familiar, I thought to 

myself. Then it hit me, I finally realized, despite this 

being a legal meeting, I wasn’t following most of the 

conversations I was involved in. I went through the 

rest of that day mulling that over and thinking of ways 

to get past it but for the life of me, I couldn’t figure it 

out. On the way back to Joel’s house he discussed that 

very thing with me. He knew I had been struggling 

with understanding everything and he expected 

it. He said that everyone essentially spoke a hybrid 

of English with “engineering”  mixed in. He called 

it Engineer English, which is English and it sounds 

like English, however, when you hear someone speak 

it you don’t understand a thing that they’re saying. 

This	 challenge	did	 end	up	proving	quite	dificult	 to	
overcome. 

Between reading Bluetooth books, spec sheets, 

and	 just	 chatting	 with	 diferent	 engineers	 I	 slowly	

began to comprehend this new language. It took a lot 

of context clues and asking questions but after a few 

weeks, I was finally getting it. I would never say that 

I’m	luent	but	I	definitely	can	carry	on	a	conversation.	
Which was good enough for me, I should always be 

striving for the best that I can do.  At this point, I was 

just trying to survive those 5 weeks. Which I can say, 

I did, very successfully! 

At first, internship seemed like something I 

had to just try to survive, enjoy a little, and learn 

something. But over the course of those 5 weeks, I 

began to not only survive, but I also thrived. I began 

adjusting to my work environment. At first, when 

my mentor left me by myself, I felt awkward, like I 

didn’t belong. But then I began to get used to it. I felt 

welcomed,	accepted,	and	a	part	of	the	ofice.	People	
knew who I was (well, certainly not everybody since it 

was	an	ofice	of	200),	they	would	wave	to	me,	say	hi,	or	
whistle to me in the hallways. When I went to lunch 

alone sometimes I didn’t feel out of place constantly. I 

looked just like every other engineer: jeans, a hoodie, 

and a badge. 

Fitting in and feeling at home somewhere is 

something that can take a lot of time for me. Which 

made Internship quite a daunting task at first. 

Normally it would take 5 weeks for me to get used to 

a new environment like Internship, but those 5 weeks 

were all the time I had. So I had to speed things up, 

I	made	a	good	efort	 to	 feel	 at	home.	Despite	being	
thrown into a brand new, high stakes environment, 

I	not	only	got	used	 to	 it,	 the	ofice	actually	became	
somewhere I looked forward to going, and somewhere 

that I now miss.

“Going into my internship 
felt like I was flying a 

747, with no radar and in 
complete darkness, I know 
what a plane is and to some 
extent how they work, but I 
have no clue how to fly it.”
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I knew right away that I wanted to intern at a 

dental	ofice.	At	first,	I	was	hesitant,	because	I	didn’t	
know if I was going to actually like dentistry. My 

grandma was a dentist and so is my mom. I grew up 

around dentists all of my life. I do not feel forced 

to go into dentistry, but since I was exposed to the 

practice when I was younger, you could say it runs 

in the family. Because of my history, I thought about 

wanting to intern somewhere that isn’t related to the 

practice so that I could get out of my comfort zone. 

For instance, I was considering interning somewhere 

relating to forensic science. I have always had an 

interest in forensic science, but I thought that was too 

risky, because I didn’t want to waste my internship 

not knowing whether or not I was going to actually 

like	forensics.	I	ended	up	interning	at	a	dental	ofice	
since I wanted to know if I would actually like it. 

With this in mind, I had asked my mom to help 

me look for dentists. She recommended one of her 

oldest friends, Dr. Lizan. At first, I was a little on edge 

because I didn’t know a lot about her. In fact, I wanted 

to	 intern	 at	 another	 dental	 ofice,	 my	 godmother’s	
ofice.	 I	 felt	 comfortable	 at	 her	 ofice,	 since	 I	 have	
been there countless times and I wanted to stay in my 

circle. I told my mom and she said that Dr. Lizan is a 

very good dentist and a great mentor. I listened to my 

mom and I emailed Dr. Lizan. I heard back from her 

a couple days later and she said she’d love for me to 

intern	at	her	dental	ofice.	I	felt	excited	and	nervous.	

Bernardita N. Lizan Dental Office

Hailey Mella

PULLING TEETH
I was excited, because I was going to work with one 

of the most successful dentists my mom knew. I was 

nervous, because I didn’t want to mess up or break 

anything	in	her	ofice.	As	the	internship	got	closer	and	
closer, all the nervousness that I had felt beforehand 

built up. Then, the first day of internship was about 

to start. I remember being in the car in my scrubs and 

feeling very anxious. Even though I thought I knew a 

lot about dentistry, I realized that I didn’t know what 

to expect. 

I	got	to	the	ofice	and	saw	one	of	my	co-workers.	
She introduced herself and we got along right away. 

My anxiousness had slowly gone down the drain since 

my coworker told me that my internship was going 

to be fun and that I would learn a lot. My mentor 

came	into	the	ofice	a	couple	minutes	later	with	the	
brightest smile on her face. She went up to me and 

said, “Are you ready to start the day?”  I replied,“ Yes!”  I 

came in on a busy day, so I was not able to help much, 

but I was able to observe almost everything they did. 

Their schedule was like a routine. Call the patient in, 

introduce yourself, sit the patient down, talk with the 

patient, ask if they had any health changes, then take 

blood pressure, etc. The routine was pretty easy to 

remember, so I got the hang of it. The more I learned, 

the less nervous I felt. 

As the month went on and as I learned more, my 

anxiousness went away almost instantly. Everyday was 

a	brand	new	day.	Diferent	patients	meant	diferent	
procedures.	I	felt	excited	to	come	into	the	ofice	every	
day knowing that I was going to learn more than I 

did the day before. I found myself having fun while 

I was working. I always asked if there was anything 

I needed to do, which is something I had never done 

before. You could say that I found something I’m 

passionate about.

Right before the internship ended, my mentor 

ofered	me	a	job.
I accepted right away and started working the 

next week. Sometimes it is okay to not get out of 

your comfort zone. I stayed in mine but don’t get me 

wrong, I faced a lot of awkward situations while I was 

interning there. For instance, I had to learn how to 

talk with the patients, regardless of their age. This 

is easier said than done since I consider myself a shy 

person. But overall, it was the best fit for me. I’m 

extremely thankful for the internship.

“This is easier said 
than done, since I 

consider myself a shy 
person.”
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Amongst the loud, chaotic, crowded halls of 

children talking or departing from their parents, 

I stood, a clueless face. I was without a purpose to 

the classroom, students or faculty. They walked into 

a classroom that belonged to them, while I awaited 

a space that would, I hoped, include me. It was my 

unfamiliarity to this foreign place that had divided me 

from being aware of the routine and culture of it all. 

Each set of 24 eyes was a face rather than an identity 

of	who	 they	were	 and	how	 they	 efectively	 learned.	
Walking down the concrete halls, I was unfamiliar 

to the faces of the elementary schoolers; internship 

initially contrasted the idea of true adaptation. 

Adaptation is a natural instinct that humans 

have grown to simply know and do. Depending on 

the environment or atmosphere, through adaptation, 

we	 have	 learned	 to	 shift	 our	 behavior	 to	 relect	
the emotion of the space we are in. If a room is 

professional, we embody that same culture within 

ourselves trying to use maturity through our body 

language or within our words. It is an action that has 

been embedded as “common sense.”  Not only is it the 

sense of adapting to an unfamiliar environment, but 

can even be a certain way in which you complete and 

do things. The experience of internship itself could be 

used to define the word adaptation. Each day brought 

new challenges and knowledge that required learning 

from the people and culture around me. At High Tech 

Elementary Mesa, each teacher and student carried 

their	 own	 style	 that	 was	 diferent	 from	 the	 next	
person. It was a style that benefited success, but had 

to be familiarized to understand its full ability. 

Ruth, my mentor, initially told me to sit and 

simply watch the class. This assignment was so 

simple that I felt an overbearing weight on my 

shoulders. An unstructured task that lacked the 

consistency of work I so heavily needed. Watching 

made me crave the routine and structure that was 

school. It wasn’t until I was placed with students 

head-on that the importance of observation shined. 

High Tech Elementary Mesa

Ava Moreno

THE SIMPLE ART OF OBSERVATION

It kicked in the realization of how much observing 

can	 impact	 the	 efectiveness	 and	 productivity	 of	
your work. Without the opportunity to step back and 

dissect the classroom as a whole, I never would have 

been capable of approaching a student so confidently. 

Observation was the lead way into knowing how 

to properly approach and adapt myself to the new 

atmosphere. Adaptation through observation gave 

clarity to a once black & white classroom. It enhanced 

the dullness and brought all its brightness and colors. 

Adaptation was the tool that resolved my feelings of 

inexperience and cluelessness. It helped me see the 

detail in each student, understanding one student 

from the next. It even shaped the language I used and 

the approaches that clicked with the students’ styles. 

Was one student a visual learner? Did others require 

more text-based learning? Did the student require 

extra assistance? This reservation of time allowed me 

to pinpoint a student to their direct learning style, all 

from the simple art of observing. 

Teaching itself is having a space that a student 

can share their unique style, while still learning and 

feeling	important	to	the	group.	An	efective	teacher	
alters their explanations, directions, and assignments 

from one student to the next. Adaptation becomes this 

great building block and foundation that strengthens 

the classroom atmosphere and productivity. It is a 

resource that can help you become connected and in 

tune to the people and environment around you and 

to be able to pinpoint each individual’s process and 

approach. When you hear many people say “ Watch, 

and	 learn,” 	 it	 is	 an	 interpretation	of	launting	 their	
capability, but internship redefined its meaning. It 

showcases the raw potential of just sitting back and 

looking at everything in your proximity. Observation 

is so powerful in helping to focus on the minor details 

that blend together to create a big picture. So the next 

time someone tells you to sit back and take it all in, 

take it as the greatest learning opportunity and tool 

there is. It makes adaptation possible.
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On my first day on internship 

at the Digital Gym, I had such 

a weird feeling. I was in a room 

with three classmates who I 

didn’t really know. I am already 

anti-social and hate talking 

to people with whom I am not 

close. Speaking out in public and 

working with them for a whole 

month, I already felt like it was 

going to be a disaster.

My project was to work with 

my classmates to film and edit 

short documentaries. During the 

internship, we were supposed to 

make a final project: a small film. 

Our final project was a film to 

help Digital Gym receive a grant. 

If we messed this up, they wouldn’t get the grant. 

Our film was connected with Speak City Heights, 

an organization that creates and produces films to 

show the City Heights community, our story had to be 

related to City Heights. 

We had a mentor named Natalia who was such 

a kind woman. She helped us throughout the whole 

process. Natalia managed to find a group of women 

from the City Heights area who wanted change and 

to teach people about their health. It was the perfect 

subject for our film.

We started learning and having a good time. The 

filming	and	editing	process	honestly	l	ew	by	so	fast.	
Our filming day was pretty stressful because we only 

had 3 hours to shoot all our footage for the final film. 

Honestly, we were all stressed out because we were 

worried we wouldn’t have enough time to finish our 

filming. I was so worried that our film wouldn’t be 

good,	 because	 the	 staf		 trusted	us	 as	 interns	 to	 get	
this job done. 

Digital Gym

Angelina Muzingo

REPPIN’ THE WOMEN OF CITY HEIGHTS

Not only that, in working with Natalia, I could tell 

how dedicated she is to her work and I didn’t want to 

let her down.  Luckily, the three of us worked really 

hard to get everything we needed and had a plan 

ready. Not only that, we wanted Digital Gym to get 

the grant.

The grant was so important because with that 

money Digital could expand their education programs 

and get new and better equipment for education 

camps. Digital Gym truly cares that the youth starts 

learning and caring for filmmaking, and that’s the 

way they teach.  

  We finished the film and I started the editing 

process.  Since I had the most editing experience and 

I really like editing, I was assigned editor. Editing is 

one of my hobbies because I find it so intriguing and 

exciting to see the final videos you can create. I was so 

happy that my hobby was so useful to this experience.

By the end of internship, we finished our film and 

we premiered it in the movie theater for family and 

mentors. We were very proud of the final product. So 

was Digital Gym.
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From amazing customer service to the perfect 

hangover cure, Jessie, my mentor, knows it all. Jessie 

was a wonderful mentor. Years of experience in his 

life, from work to partying and getting in trouble, 

have all come together to give him what seems to 

be an infinite amount of wisdom about any topic. I’ll 

forever carry the knowledge and advice he gave to me. 

Jessie always seemed to talk to me about his 

philosophy of the One Dollar Customer. That means, 

treating customers with the highest amount of respect 

no matter the cost of what they buy. His philosophy 

is applicable to almost any situation. I would try and 

emulate how Jessie interacted with his clientele and 

how he would do anything to get that person to smile 

and initiate a conversation. It was amazing to see 

how Jessie could extract so much information and so 

much glee, in such a short period of time.

When I tried to make conversation, at first, it was 

tough trying to get people to talk without sounding 

like a robot who was programmed for conversation 

in exchange for tips. My first weeks were spent just 

learning how to use the espresso machine. It’s just a 

machine. So it’s easy: you don’t talk to it, you don’t 

ask how it’s day has been, or how the kids are.  You 

simply wrangle that thing for espresso. When the day 

of reckoning came for me to work the cash register 

it was, in short, disastrous. I would try and ask 

customers the usual, “ how’s your day been?”  but that 

proved to be such a tough mountain to climb. I would 

try and spit the words out to them, but I ended up 

tripping over such a simple string of words.  For a 

while, I just stuck with asking for orders. 

Surprisingly what gave me the confidence to 

speak was what I feared the most, the customers. 

A variety of friendly regulars would pop by daily 

to	 get	 their	 caf	eine	 fix	 and	most	 of	 the	 time	 they	
always had something to say. Conversations at first 

seemed primal, a series of “ how are you doing?’ and 

“ Wonderful weather we’re having.”   It felt as though I 

was learning English for the first time again, I couldn’t 

Banyan Kitchen & Catering/Chi Chocolat

Ethan Perez

THE ONE DOLLAR CUSTOMER

help but sputter my words out leaving the customer 

perplexed as if I was talking to myself. 

I had found myself warming up to the regular 

customers that showed up on a daily basis. Connecting 

their orders to their faces and their faces to their 

names. Things seemed to be working out finally, 

conversations	were	l	owing.	 It	 seemed	 like	 the	days	
of crude conversations were gone. I was able to talk 

to complete strangers and people I had only known 

for two weeks like I was a friend, not some teenage 

barista	who	made	their	morning	cof	ee.		
My internship taught me how to talk with 

strangers. This is a skill I will use throughout my life. 

And,	I	make	a	pretty	darn	good	cup	of	cof	ee	too.

“It seemed like 
the days of crude 

conversations were 
gone. I was able to talk 
to complete strangers 
and people I had only 
known for two weeks 
like I was a friend, not 
some teenage barista 

who made their 
morning coffee.”
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Through my internship at 3 in 1 Design, I realized 

that I’d rather be making the phone calls that bring 

in the money than be in the back room sweating my 

ass	of	trying	to	get	the	orders	in	on	time.	Of	course,	
we all start in that back room but there are people 

that see nothing more than that back room and spend 

their whole lives scared to break through. That’s not 

who I want to be. You have to envision yourself selling 

100+ tee shirts in a month or making 10+ designs 

because if you don’t believe in yourself, no one will. 

3 in 1 Design

Christian Prieto

KILLING CREATIVITY
The reality is if your design isn’t up to par with what 

your client wants, then all your product is going to do 

is collect dust. 

When this internship ended, I noticed 

that I don’t want to be working a 9-to-5 in a 

cubicle unless it helps me to get to my end 

goal. It kills my imagination, creativity, and 

vision when all I’m doing day-in and day-

out is writing emails and scanning papers. I 

like an environment that’s hands on, where 

there’s color, and you push your team and 

yourself to work harder. Making tee shirts 

is fun and all, but it’s not something I’d 

want to be doing all day, especially if it isn’t 

producing my design and if the money isn’t 

going directly into my pockets. 

I’m beyond grateful for the opportunity 

my mentor gave me to create my own design 

and print it on a handful of tee shirts. I 

gained so much useful knowledge from just 

observing and asking questions, I learned 

to do everything it takes to print on a tee 

shirt: from washing the screens, adding the 

emulsion, and how to correctly add the ink 

onto the tee shirt. It takes skill and precision, 

but	once	you	get	into	the	low	of	things,	you	
can do it with your eyes closed. 

When the time finally came to design 

my own graphic tee shirt, I was really into 

Shawn Stussy and the legacy he left behind 

with the clothing company Stussy. His graphic designs 

were subtle and clean and that’s the sort of the 

aesthetic I was going for. With lots of brainstorming 

and	thinking	I	made	a	tee	shirt	based	of	of	a	hobby	
of	mine,	grafiti.	Through	this	 internship	I	was	able	
to bring my ideas to life and even sell a couple of tee 

shirts to local street artists and social media followers 

of mine. This experience gave me the push I needed 

to keep being creative and putting my designs out 

into the world. 
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My internship started at an art studio for children. 

I was really excited to intern there. My excitement 

quickly changed when I found out that the art studio 

would only allow me to come in once a week. This did 

not allow me to have a relationship with my mentor, 

nor with the children. Since the school required our 

internship to be 30 hours a week, I had to go to school 

to make up the hours. On top of that, my position as 

their intern wasn’t helping either. 

Before my internship started, I was very excited to 

work with children and to create art with them. Once 

I got there, they told me to set up the art activities on 

the	loor.	After	the	first	day,	I	quickly	realized	that	I	
was not going to be working with kids. I was going to 

clean up the messes they made. I was frustrated and 

disappointed. Halfway through the month, 

I told my family and my close friends about 

the situation. They all responded telling me to 

switch	to	a	diferent	internship.” 	
As my art studio working day came up, I 

found myself not wanting to go, which is when 

I realized that enough was enough. I wanted 

my internship experience to be fun. However, 

I still didn’t have the courage to do anything 

about it. 

Then, on my way to school, I saw Ms. 

Christine, an amazing 8th grade academic 

coach who I admired. I asked Ms. Christine if I 

could intern with her and she said yes! My plan 

was to continue interning at the art studio 

and with Ms. Christine.  But after my first 

day of interning with Ms. Christine, I loved 

it. I worked with the students, the teachers, 

and my mentor, Ms. Christine. I switched my 

internship immediately.

After all of that, I was happy that I got 

to have an amazing internship experience. 

Though I interned at High Tech Middle for only 

two weeks, it  made me feel much better than 

my old internship. I assisted not only the students 

Pachis Art Studio/High Tech Middle

Keren Quintana

MS. CHRISTINE SAVES THE DAY
but the teachers too. The experience I received from 

High Tech Middle will always stay with me along with 

the advice and help my mentor gave me. During my 

interview with her she said something that I hope to 

never forget, “ I think there is a lot of fear when you 

get caught up. Just push through that fear. Like feel 

it, recognize the fear, and go out and figure out what 

you’re interested in. You don’t have to know, but just 

pay attention to things you like and don’t like. You 

don’t wanna get stuck in comfort, because all growth 

is uncomfortable.”  

So here is a recap of the lessons I want you to take. 

Lesson 1, when searching for an internship, make 

sure to look for something that you’ll enjoy doing. 

Lesson 2, check the schedule of the internship you 

are pursuing. Lesson 3, know when enough is enough. 

Lesson 4, communicate with your internship advisor. 

Lesson 5, don’t get stuck in comfort. Lesson 6, try to 

have fun!
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The sky is a beautiful shade of blue as I take 

my first steps in front of my internship. There are 

children running and playing on the playground, and 

it brings a smile to my face to see them having fun. I 

go inside and greet everyone, like I usually do; then, 

sign in, and put on a name tag that has the High Tech 

Elementary logo on it. I walk up the stairs to get to my 

classroom. I look down and notice that my shoelaces 

have come untied again. I sigh, it’s the second time 

it	has	happened	 today.	As	 I	got	up	 from	the	loor,	 I	
looked through the glass windows, and there was my 

mentor, Allyson Beasecker.

If I had to describe Ms. Ally in a few words, they 

would be: inspirational, hardworking, and very 

pregnant. She’s become a person I look up to, and 

she has given me great advice that I will take with 

me as I start preparing myself for college and my 

future. Already, she has had such an interesting life. 

When Ms. Ally was 21, she finished her treatments for 

cancer. After that, she trained herself for a triathlon, 

then	 she	 took	 two	 years	 of	 of	 work	 to	 travel	 with	
her husband, and now she is pregnant. In addition, 

she has shown me so much kindness by including 

me in anything that I could possibly be included in. 

I’m grateful for her trusting me with her students, 

classroom, and herself. These are the reasons why I 

look up to her. 

On the final day of internship, I open the classroom 

door and walk in, I look through the window and 

think about my first day of internship. It seems like it 

was only yesterday that the students saw me for the 

first time.

I was standing in front of the class, trying my best 

to not show my nervousness. Imagine you’re a 4th 

grader, just going to school like always, then you see 

High Tech Elementary

Iveth Sanchez

THE PREGNANT TEACHER & 
AN ALIEN FROM MARS

this random person in your classroom who says that 

they are staying there for a whole month. I remember 

they looked at me as though I was an alien from Mars.

As te students walked in, they all said good morning 

to me and I greeted them back with a smile. I think 

about all the days we’ve shared, and how close we’ve 

become through this whole process. To be honest, 

that first week of internship was quite awkward and 

it was probably because of me. Whenever I’m in an 

environment	I’m	not	used	to,	I	become	stif,	awkward,	
and just overall nervous. The first week I didn’t know 

where to stand or sit, I didn’t know how to start a 

conversation with kids, I really didn’t know how to 

get close to them.  Our relationship has changed and 

conversations have become easier. Now I laugh at 

how hard I was trying to win their favor. I realize that 

their morning greeting has become my favorite part 

of the day, as I wait for their presence.

By the time they had math, I was mentally tired. 

One by one, the students were coming up to me to 

help them with their math packets.  While talking 

to a student, another student named Tom walked up 

to me and asked “ Can you make me a shuriken?”  I 

mentally sighed. Ever since I introduced origami to 

the class, they have become obsessed. “ I can’t right 

now,’’ I reply as he looks at me for a minute and then 

walks away. Origami has become a nightmare for me, 

but I’m grateful that I was able to connect to them 

through a hobby I enjoy.

My final day went by so fast even though I wish it 

didn’t. I looked at the students cleaning the classroom, 

and all the memories that were created throughout 

the internship came back to me. As they sat down on 

the carpet, I thanked them for opening up to me and 

showing me kindness. All the students stood up and 

hugged me; I hugged back and then waved goodbye. 

Maybe working with kids isn’t as bad as I thought it 

would be.
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Internship. Initially, this word had no real 

meaning to me. When preparing for it, we started 

going to our cohorts. I was excited but unsure of what 

to expect. It made me worried, as I don’t know exactly 

what I want to study in college or do after that and I 

thought this could be a great starting point. At first, I 

intended to do something in the plant/culinary field 

that lines up with my general interests. One of our 

assistant teachers, Zak, recommended a succulent 

outdoor design company. It looked fancy and fun so I 

planned on interning there. As the process of finding 

an internship moved on, I hadn’t made any progress 

with emailing companies. This was mainly because I 

hadn’t made a resume and I was too nervous to ask 

for help on it. I’m not sure why, but I think it has to do 

The Cat Cafe

Justin Scott

CA(N’)T YOU SEE I’M DYING HERE?

with me feeling unqualified, especially because I’m a 

high schooler who doesn’t do much. I was also worried 

about the fact that we had to have sent around 25 

emails, and I had sent none. 

As the “due date”  for having an internship 

approached I still was resume-less and had no emails 

sent. However, one day during math, our teacher 

mentioned that there had been past interns at a 

cat café. Being the crazy cat lady I am, this piqued 

my interest. I listened in and went on their website 

to learn more. At the time, it seemed like a perfect 

fit, since I had mostly forgotten about the plant 

opportunity. Fast forward a couple of days, I get my 
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advisor Dawn to call the café in hopes of getting an 

internship, because I was too nervous to do it myself. 

I don’t remember if I sent an email to them prior, 

but my mentor seemed happy to have me, albeit he 

wanted to interview me first.

I remember being quite nervous because I had no 

clue what to expect. I also still didn’t have a resume 

and was praying he wouldn’t ask to see one. When 

I went in for the interview it was pretty standard. I 

was confident that I would seem qualified, but once 

it	started,	I	immediately	felt	lustered.	He	asked	the	
normal questions like “ What do you hope to gain 

from this?”  and “ What can we do to best help you 

get that?”  Thankfully, all went well and he assured 

me that I would be a great fit. Afterward, it felt like 

a	weight	had	been	lifted	of	my	chest,	but	like	only	a	
5-pound weight, as I still had to go through all the 

weeks of internship. At this point, I was happy to have 

an internship, but I was unsure as to what exactly it 

was that I would be doing there. I came in with a few 

things in mind, like learning how to make drinks, 

getting more confident in a professional setting, 

or even learning a few things about how to run an 

establishment. Spoiler: I learned none of these things. 

    On the first day, I remember my mentor 

Tony handing me a “ script”  of things I should say 

to customers when they walk in. It was a mundane 

explanation of the rules and that was it. There’s no 

way that the first couple of customers I introduced 

didn’t think I was nervous. It was the classic shaky 

voice, overall uncertainty, and over-politeness. Over 

time, I got used to it, of course, as that’s the only thing 

I did aside from sitting. If you didn’t realize, I’m a 

little bitter about my internship. I’d say only a smidge, 

as the plethora of cats made it bearable. Aside from 

occasionally welcoming customers and playing with 

said plethora of cats, I did absolutely nothing. This 

wasn’t an “ I don’t know what to do, so I’ll do nothing”  

situation, but a clear misuse of an extra pair of willing 

hands. I could’ve named a vast amount of things I 

could have done to help by the 2nd week, including 

setting up the chairs and umbrellas outside before 

opening, helping carry the comically large bags of 

ice,	 cleaning	 the	windows,	 sweeping	 the	loor,	heck	
I’d even clean the bathroom if I could, but alas, these 

learning experiences were not granted to me.

I know this seems a little melodramatic to be 

upset about not being able to clean a toilet, but these 

were the character-building moments I was there for. 

I did, however, clean up a cat’s vomit when nobody 

was around. To say that was the peak of my internship 

wouldn’t	 be	 far	 of.	 Frankly,	 that’s	 pretty	 gross	 but	
again I took any experience I could get. I think the 

worst part of it all would be that whenever my mentor 

wasn’t doing anything and I was on welcome duty 

(which was every hour I was there), he would sit on 

his phone and play Candy Crush. Which I’m okay with; 

trust me, I played my fair share of app games to pass 

the time, but it felt like even HE didn’t have much to 

do. Like, the one job he “ needed”  me to do was just so 

he could get some free time to play on his phone or 

crack a bad dad joke. There’s a level of dad jokes that I 

can respect, but his were just plain bad. He would also 

refer to one of the cats as “ Sexy Lexi”  which is just 

uncomfortable for everyone within earshot.

Aside from all of this, I initially was looking 

forward to having an older Asian man in my life for 

once, and I was hoping to learn some life-changing 

“Needless to say, my 
expectations were 
far off, as I wasn’t 

given a role model I 
could look up to and 

draw inspiration 
from, but rather a 

sometimes bearable 
dude that hated 

children.
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wisdom, or anything really. Needless to say, my 

expectations	 were	 far	 of,	 as	 I	 wasn’t	 given	 a	 role	
model I could look up to and draw inspiration from, 

but rather a sometimes bearable dude that hated 

children. There was, however, another “ technical”  

mentor I had named Jeanie. She had a weird schedule 

and was there sometimes whenever Tony wasn’t. She 

was	 quite	 the	 same	 as	Tony,	 as	 she	would	 slack	 of	
with the rest of us, but I respected her regardless. She 

also had a deadly stare, which I’m pretty sure 

is her resting face, but the people of google 

reviews were sure intimidated by her. 

“ This goes to show that no matter 

how abysmal a situation may start, and 

progressively get worse, there will always be 

a bright side.

As crazy as it sounds, (especially for 

someone who wrote a whole paragraph 

complaining), a part of me is happy I went 

through all of that. I’m fully self-aware that it 

wasn’t the best decision I could have made for 

myself internship-wise, but I did enjoy minor 

parts of it. A big part of that was something I 

have not mentioned, but another student was 

interning there with me. That, plus the cats, 

definitely made it worth it, as it was more of a 

joint	sufering.	
The only real task our mentor gave us was 

to start an online shop for the cafe. Being fully 

honest here, the other student did all of that 

by herself, so I didn’t wanna mention it. We 

also did a mini-project of our own accord. 

The cafe has a live stream camera set up so 

you can watch from the website, but since 

no one knows that, we made a sign for it. It wasn’t 

the most high-quality sign, but it was something we 

equally worked on and something I’m proud of. It was 

admittedly quite homemade, but full of love. I think 

if she weren’t there with me every day, I would have 

devised a super elaborate plan to periodically miss 

every day of internship while maintaining a believable 

alibi. Sadly, I didn’t have to resort to such drastic 

measures. I also, of course, loved every moment I got 

to	stare	longingly	at	the	cute	faces	of	all	the	diferent	
cats. They were all so unique and had such drastically 

diferent	personalities.	I	loved	getting	to	learn	about	
all the cat’s backstories and what they went through 

to end up in the cafe. I also had fun playing with the 

cats with the other intern whenever the cat room was 

empty.

Something I was not expecting though, would 

probably be the connections I made with the 

customers. Obviously not with every person I 

welcomed, but somehow conversations about the 

cats led to showing genuine emotions over the pain 

and struggle that cats and strays, in general, have to 

experience. It’s nice to know that despite my disliking 

of customers, a majority of them are well informed on 

the problems surrounding strays and that many are 

eager to be informed.

This goes to show that no matter how abysmal 

a situation may start, and progressively get worse, 

there will always be a bright side. Even if it’s more like 

sparse dim dots, there’s still both good and bad things 

you can take away from anything in life. 
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From a young age, I was motivated through 

school, because I wanted to get my veterinary degree 

that	would	let	me	rescue	sufering	animals.	I	sought	
research opportunities, traveled internationally, and 

looked for bio-related activities to build my resume. 

I found that I was especially interested in biology’s 

contribution to medicine. The veterinary field is a 

highly competitive one, especially for high schoolers 

trying to gain insight. For my internship, I contacted 

around fifty vet clinics looking for an opportunity. 

None were interested in working with someone who 

wasn’t already in vet school. So I was ecstatic when I 

got the unique opportunity to meet Dr. Cardeiro at 

Point Loma Veterinary Clinic

Michelle Sen

A PAWSITIVE EXPERIENCE

her clinic.

Dr. Cardeiro is a well-known veterinarian who 

graduated from UC Davis veterinary school. Her 

generosity shows through her excitement to work 

with local non-profit organizations, helping pet 

owners	who	have	financial	dificulties,	always	doing	
what’s best for the pet, and volunteering her time to 

help kids who are interested in the veterinary field. 

Her clinic works with Chihuahua Rescue to 

support them by doing discounted procedures. The 

discounts benefit dogs without permanent homes, 

as	 the	 organizations	 can	 better	 aford	 to	 pay	 for	
treatments. Once the procedures are completed, the 

dogs are sent back to the organization to be adopted 

out. This isn’t the only instance where I have seen her 
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demonstrate generosity.

One day, a homeless couple came into the clinic 

with a puppy they had found. The homeless couple 

could not pay for the treatment, so she did a doctor’s 

exam and prescribed the medicine for free. 

One of my favorite memories was when a 

Tamaskan puppy came in to get spayed. A Tamaskan 

is a rare breed that consists of a Husky, Malamute, 

Eskimo dog, German Shepherd, and many other wolf-

like dog breeds. They are bred to look like wolves but 

do not actually have any wolf behavior or genetics. 

Spaying a dog also comes with a plethora of health 

benefits. To keep the dog under, she and the techs use 

an	endotracheal	tube	to	maintain	it	on	an	isolurane	
gas. They use this specific process as it allows for 

the anesthetic process to be easier for the dog. This 

particular spay stood out to me, because it was the 

largest nine-month puppy I had ever seen. This puppy 

looked about 30 pounds.

Another one of the procedures that I saw 

conducted	was	the	enucleation,	which	is	the	oficial	
word for eye removal. A bulldog had her eye removed 

due to a glaucoma and hemorrhage. She was unable to 

see before the removal. The doctor had recommended 

the dog get her eye removed not only for aesthetic 

purposes, but it would remove some risks that the eye 

would have carried if it had stayed. She explained that 

when she removed the eye, she had to remove the 

eyelid	and	sew	them	together	as	well,	to	ensure	luid	
and infection wouldn’t build up in her eye socket. She 

needed to remove the eyelid for the wound to heal 

because the eyelids themselves do not heal together. 

The doctor is very educated and always does what is 

best for her clients, despite having to work harder. 

The dog ended up healing well due to the doctor’s 

recommendations. Now, she even looks like a cute 

little furry pirate. 

During the doctor’s surgeries, she chooses specific 

sutures carefully to help facilitate the best healing 

process for the pet. Certain sutures are better suited 

for	diferent	pets	and	procedures.	I	was	even	able	to	
help her pull the suture during her procedures which 

was really exciting for me. While the doctor was 

operating, she would tell me about her opinions on 

research,	experiences	with	 school,	 and	even	ofered	
to ask for a research opportunity on my behalf. The 

doctor is very interested in helping both furry animals 

and human animals and I admire her a lot for it. 

Though watching her operate was undoubtedly 

the most interesting experience of the internship, I 

was excited when the doctor pulled me aside to show 

me all of her veterinary momentos from previous 

operations.

Dr. Cardeiro spends some of her free time 

presenting to elementary school students at their 

job fair. Since young kids are often asking where 

the veterinarian is, she inspires other students and 

teaches them about animals and shows some of the 

foreign bugs and objects that she removes from 

pets. Once the bugs are removed, they are placed in 

a formaldehyde solution that kills them on contact. 

She keeps a box filled with common items that pets 

come	in	for	like	tapeworms,	leas,	and	bladder	stones.	
She even keeps extracted teeth, (sometimes she even 

gives them back to the owners). There were also other 

items like foxtails and foreign objects she had found 

in the dog’s ears or body that she extracts while the 

pet is under. She also presented me with a bunch 

of pictures describing her previous large cases and 

explaining how they happened and the pet’s recovery. 

It is evident that her compassion for animals and 

educating students will surely benefit anyone she 

encounters, as it did with me and continues to do 

with her countless happy clients. I felt as I left that 

this was the type of clinic I was going to open: honest 

and caring for the individual pet. This is how a vet 

hospital should be run.

“I could only 
hope to work 

in or create an 
environment that 
reflected the one 

at the clinic.”
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When I arrive at the yoga studio, I am greeted by 

the sweetest laughter and see smiles that make my 

cheeks move slowly up into a smile. 

*Giggles* “ Miss. T!”

“ Good morning Miss Taylor”  she walked in, kicked 

of	her	clear	sparkly	sandals	and	immediately	started	
to play. She wore the color of royalty, purple, every 

time I saw her. She was only 3 years old, yet every 

step she took was graceful and confident. She could 

be considered the next princess. 

 I am not a kid person. I never understood how 

anyone could have such a strong attachment to a 

tiny human until I met my own tiny humans. My tiny 

humans constantly ran: up and down, left and right, 

it was like they never stopped. Their movement and 

joy made me reminisce about my childhood and how 

carefree	my	 life	was.	Every	day	was	diferent,	 some	
kids would be sad, while some would be glad, but 

eventually none of them wanted to leave. 

During my day with them, I found myself 

constantly smiling and laughing. It didn’t even feel 

Hapa Yoga

Teresita Soto

DOWNWARD DOG 
like I was working. It reminded me everyday why I 

was there, it wasn’t a passion; it was a calling. 

I know I want to help people, especially with 

their mental health. It’s painful not to 

have a helping hand to get through tough 

times. I want to help children who need 

that helping hand in their lives. Every 

person in this world deserves a chance at 

life and to be happy. I want to make that 

happen. Thus, being a child psychologist/

psychiatrist is my calling.

The greatest gift in my life was hearing 

the laughter and giggles of children who 

love yoga and love to play. I created such 

close bonds with them. I was with them 

for so long that when I would leave it was 

hard to say goodbye. I watched them grow 

from being anxious leaving their moms’ 

side to being able to stay strong everytime 

they said goodbye. 

I can truly say these children have changed my 

life. They create light and happiness with just a smile 

that can make anyone feel so warm and happy inside. 

Sure, they can be a handful, but that’s the wonderful 

part of life. It’s not always easy, but as long as you 

try, you will get there on your own time. I want kids 

to know that it’s okay to cry, it’s okay to whine, it’s 

okay to not be fine, and it’s okay to be in their own 

mind. Always remember, you are still a child at heart, 

so live a carefree life with the ones who love you by 

your side. I’ll miss their smiles and hugs, good vibes 

and loving eyes, but most importantly, I’ll miss the 

way they made me feel inside.

My love for children truly made me into a better 

person, for myself and for others. Before going into 

this internship, I wasn’t very confident with myself. I 

thought I wasn’t going to meet my expectations. 

As days went by, I reminisced about all the good 

times I had and at the end of it all, I realized that 

school didn’t prepare me for a job. I did. Finding kids’ 

passions in life is what schools should be teaching. If 

we are able to find our passions, we not only make a 

diference	in	others’	lives,	we	change	our	own.	
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A figure moves beyond the locked glass door. I wave 

my hands frantically, trying to attract their attention, 

to no avail. They are too focused on their task, and 

walk away, oblivious to the intern at the door. I sigh, 

checking the time. It’s 8:43. Fear had caused me to 

leave 10 minutes earlier than intended. When did I 

even arrive? What if they don’t let me in? What if I am 

late?	I	arrived	early,	would	the	efort	count?
“ Pardon me ma’am.”  The voice caused me to jump. 

A small woman had opened the door, poking her head 

out. “ The library is closed until 9:30,”  she tells me. 

I open my mouth to reply, when another voice 

cuts	me	of.	“ Oh,	you’re	the	intern,	aren’t	you?” 	I	nod.	
“ Let her in.”  The door closes, and after 

a brief exchange, the woman opens the 

door for me, looking rather skeptical. I 

walk in and meet the person who has 

come to my aid. She is a tall, thin woman 

with light brown hair pulled into a 

loose ponytail. She says something to 

me, throwing names and faces at me. 

Gabby, Mario, Ellen, Char, Patricia … I 

lose track of who is who. I simply nod 

and greet each person, a sense of dread 

washing over me. If I can’t remember 

a name, how was I supposed to learn 

anything else?

I am taught how the library runs; 

where returned books go after they are 

checked in, where they go if they are 

for kids or adults, where they go if they 

are transferred, how to correctly shelve 

books, more and more information. I 

try to keep it, to remember it, but most 

lows	away,	 like	catching	water	with	a	
colander. Impossible.

---

Rows and rows of books. The wheel 

of the book cart squeaks in rhythm 

with each rotation. I lean forward and read the spines 

San Diego Public Library

Anya Stewart

NON-FICTION
of the books lined neatly on their shelves, descending 

in numerical order. I read on until I find the spot I 

am looking for. A little gap is left, the phantom of 

the previous occupant of the shelf. It annoys me 

when patrons don’t bother to adjust the shelf, so the 

books can be shelved snuggly and not falling over on 

themselves, but I don’t mind in this case. The book fits 

in perfectly, like the final piece in a puzzle snapping 

into place. I look at the next book on the cart, and 

turn my gaze to the shelves again, looking for where 

the next puzzle piece goes.

When I was little, I was taught that the library 

was a quiet place. Now, I doubt that lesson is even 

taught. As soon as the clock struck 2:30, I saw the first 

of them. I thought nothing of it. It was common for 

Curie Elementary students to walk to the library after 
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school to do homework. Many kids did when I went 

there. But these were not those kinds of children. 

They blasted through the door, grim determination in 

their eyes as they jostled and elbowed their way to the 

computers. When the kids’ computers filled up, they 

moved to the adult ones. And when those filled up, 

they moved to the reference ones. Yells and screams 

filled the air as the kids told their friends about what 

was on their screen. The quieter kids filed in later, but 

I am skeptical that even they did work. They filled the 

tables, the chairs, the aisles; everywhere a body could 

fit, they were there. They studied, they chatted, they 

looked at their phones, laptops, tablets. They did just 

about everything. But the books remained untouched.

---

I stand in the back room, looking around aimlessly. 

My mind begins to run through tasks, but draws a 

blank. I don’t know what to do. What can I do? On 

most days, I would check with my mentor, but today 

she is out in meetings all day. Since one employee 

took paternity leave, she has to cover for his meetings 

as well, so she is gone for at least one day per week. 

Today is that day and I feel as lost as I did when I 

entered through the door the first time. What to do? 

I look at the books to be shelved. They are filled, not 

to	the	point	of	overlowing,	but	definitely	more	than	
usual. That’s a thing I could do. 

Non-fiction, fiction, graphic novels, picture 

books, slowly they disappear as I move back and 

forth, moving between the aisle, placing books back. 

It’s not long before I finish. I stand in the backroom, 

once more. I looked around once again, for something 

more to do. The shelves now stood bare, the only 

indication that I had done anything but be nervous 

in the corner, like I was now. What could I do now? 

Nothing left back here. I walk to the front desk of the 

library. A person is there. They have a stack of books 

to their left, all to be checked in and labeled. After 

taping the patron’s name on a book, they turn to place 

it on a book cart, the top row almost full. 

“ P-pardon me.”  I stutter out. They look up 

from their task, looking partially startled, not even 

realizing I was there. Or it could be because other 

than exchanging pleasantries, I had kept my head 

down and remained almost silent. 

“ Umm, I was wondering if you need any help.”  

“The book fits in 
perfectly, like the 

final piece in a 
puzzle snapping into 

place. I look at the 
next book on the 
cart, and turn my 
gaze to the shelves 
again, looking for 

where the next 
puzzle piece goes.”

They are silent for a moment. Doubt creeps in. What 

if they don’t need help? It sinks its dark fangs into my 

brain, its cold venom darkens my thoughts. What if I 

am bothering them? Should I just  leave them? They 

seem to have everything under control. 

“ Yes. Thank you.”  The response startled me. Up 

until this moment, I was convinced they would say no 

or something of the like, but worse. “ Just take the cart 

the long way around, it won’t fit through the little 

walkway.”  

I nod, still slightly shaken by their response. I 

walk with the cart to the wall of holds. As I shelve 

the books, people come up to me and ask for help; to 

find their hold, if they can look at the ones on the cart 

or where to get their account. And as I answer each 

question,	a	weight	gets	lifted	of	of	my	shoulders,	one	
that I never realized was there until it was gone. But 

the strange thing is, I have no idea what it was.
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The	 ofice	 of	 Pillars	 of	 the	
Community was on Euclid Ave. That 

street can be considered dangerous, I 

was not scared because I live around 

that area. I guess you can say I am used 

to being in that environment. 

Every day, as soon as I walked 

in,	 I	 put	 my	 stuf	 down	 and	 waited	
for my mentor to finish reading her 

emails so that I could get started on 

looking at the cases. The cases were 

all	diferent,	 everything	 from	murder	
cases to drug deals in prison. My job 

was to look for a few things such as 

race, age at incident, and the criminal sentence. I 

was especially looking to see whether the client had 

a gang enhancement added to their record. If they 

did, it added extra years to their sentence. Before this 

internship, I didn’t know that a gang enhancement 

meant that a person is documented by the police as 

a gang member. A person could simply be wearing a 

hoodie of a certain color or be seen walking around an 

area known to have gang activity and the police can 

stop	him	or	her	and	oficially	document	that	person	
as a gang member. 

Unbelievably, the qualifications to be documented 

as a gang member are so low that infants have been 

Pillars of the Community

Aketzali Velasquez

LOSING YEARS IN JAIL

documented as gang members. The courts’ use of 

gang enhancements are criminalizing and are unfair 

because they target gangs. Where are gangs? They are 

most prevalent in low-income communities as that’s 

why they are targeted. The people that happen to 

live in low-income communities are black and brown 

people, as well as poor white people. Having a gang 

enhancement can add up to 10 unnecessary years to 

a sentence.

On days where I wasn’t at the computer looking 

through the past cases, I was at court listening to 

preliminary hearings of current cases. A preliminary 

hearing is where evidence is presented to see if 

there is enough evidence and probable cause to go to 

trial. For example, I watched a hearing for a murder 

case where there were three defendants. Two of the 

defendants were innocent but they had been forced 

to stay in jail for a year just waiting for their hearing. 

I was shocked to understand how unfair this was. 

Even though they were innocent and granted their 

freedom, they lost a year of their life. And they are 

going to have a hard time adjusting back to regular 

life. Going through the cases and going to court made 

me realize that I can be an agent of change. I have 

the power to help others and make my community 

stronger.

“The qualifications to 
be documented as a 

gang member are so low 
that infants have been 
documented as gang 

members.”
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CLASS OF 2021 INTERNSHIPS

• Aaron and Oscar interned at the Living Coast Discovery Center.

• Aketzali and April interned at Pillars of the Community.

• Alejandra interned at The O’Farrell Charter School.

• Alex, Angelina, Brandon G., Joshua W., Dante, Max, Johnathan, and Alberto 

interned at Digital Gym.

• Anaclaudia interned at Baja Studios in Rosarito, BC (Mexico)

• Anakin interned at Tustreams.

• Andres and Lily interned at WiserWay Media.

• Anna interned at Theater for Young Professionals.

• Antonio, Keren, Moses, and Oakley interned at High Tech Middle.

• Anya interned at two libraries in the San Diego Public Library system.

• Arianna, Christina, Iveth, and Jose interned at High Tech Elementary.

• Ava interned at High Tech Elementary Mesa.

• Brandon W. interned at Art Academy of San DIego.

• Caleb and Matthew M. interned at Little Fish Comic Book Studio.

• Christian interned at 3 in 1 Design.

• Courtney and Damon interned at Birch Aquarium.

• Dan interned at SDSU, Forsberg Laboratory.

• Diego interned at Sweet Petite Confections.

• Eliana and McKealy interned at Animal Acupuncture and Rehab Center.

• Elijah interned at Overload Skate Shop.

• Elisha, Jayden, and Julia interned at High Tech High Mesa.

• Emilio, Imari, and Kalea interned at the Nazzareno Vineyard in El Cajon.

• Emily interned at the International Rescue Committee.

• Estrella interned at The Vine Learning Center.

• Ethan C. interned at Catalyst Systems IT.

• Ethan P. interned at Banyan Kitchen & Catering/Chi Chocolat.

• Hailey	interned	at	a	Bernardita	N.	Lizan	Dental	Ofice.
• Hollis interned at Plant With Purpose.

• Jackie and Patricia interned at San Diego Floral Design in Old Town.

• Jacob interned at Flur Metals.

• Jazmine and Savana interned at High Tech Middle Media Arts.

• Jet interned at the Jackie Robinson YMCA.

• John B. interned at FX Dojo.

• John H. and Josue interned at San Diego Model Management in San Diego.

• Jonas	interned	at	Supervisor	Nathan	Fletcher’s	ofice

We are grateful to our mentors and these organizations for hosting us.
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• Joseph interned at Qualcomm.

• Josh M. interned at Rock and Roll San Diego.

• Julianna and Kaya interned at the San Diego Natural History Museum.

• Justin and Lucia interned at the Cat Cafe.

• Katrina interned at Sungarden Terrace in Lemon Grove.

• Keren interned at Pachis Art Studio for Kids and High Tech Middle 

School.

• Kobe interned at Outside the Lens in Liberty Station.

• Leeanye interned at MusicWorx.

• Leonardo interned at Jewish Family Services.

• Lexi interned at the VEBA Resource Center.

• Lydia interned at Rick Engineering Company.

• Maia G. interned at the American Red Cross.

• Mason W. interned at ClayTime Ceramics.

• Matthew D. interned at the La Jolla Institute for Immunology.

• Matthew M. interned at the Japanese Friendship Garden in Balboa Park.

• Michelle interned at Point Loma Veterinary Clinic.

• Miguel A. interned at Self Made Training Facility.

• Morgan M. interned at San Diego Hand Specialist.

• Natasha interned at the SDSU Institute for Public Health.

• Pedro and William interned at the Air and Space Museum in Balboa Park.

• Rai interned at SDSU in Georgia.

• Raj interned at Apex School of Movement San Diego.

• Ryan interned at the Ryan Family YMCA.

• Sabina interned at MOXIE Theatre.

• Sadie interned at the NCANDA Study at UCSD.

• Sydney interned at High Tech High International.

• Teresita interned at Hapa Yoga.

• Tiger interned at De Leon Dynamics.

• Tommy interned at Clayco Solar.

• Valentina interned at the California Innocence Project at The California 

Western School of Law.








