
It was only recently I realized that journalism has been my life and purpose for the past four
years. If you asked students at my school what they knew about me, they would tell you
journalism. It appears as if I live in the media lab. I have for the past four years. I work there, I
eat there, sometimes I even sleep there. It is a safe space for me, a place to be professional but
also a place I could go to cry.

Since freshman year I had wanted to apply for Journalist of the Year. It was simply a fact in my
mind that it would happen. However, when senior year rolled around something had changed; I
was tired and burnt out. I did not have the can-do attitude on which I had always prided myself.
It felt like I had given up on a dream.

This dream was born during seventh grade current events class, when I wrote my first article. It
was the Aleppo evacuation crisis. It was the first time I stepped outside my sheltered small-town
bubble to see that the world was not as golden as I had conjured in my young mind. I took off the
rose-colored glasses that day, and decided it was time to make a change, and that I was going to
be a part of it. I was going to travel the world and report on all the world’s injustices no matter
how much it scared my mom. My teacher put her hand on my head that day and announced to
the class, “We are grooming Liz to be a journalist.” Awww I love this!

Ten months later, that same little girl learned of her father’s terminal cancer. Despite being
deathly ill, my dad took those last few weeks to advise me on all that I would need to know in
the years after he was gone. Most memorable was the day we walked on the windy San Diego
beach, fulfilling his last wish. I pleaded for advice on what to do with my life, and the weary
voice of a dying man said to his youngest daughter, “Follow your dreams. Make it work.”

Six weeks later, I spoke at his funeral and implored everyone in attendance to do exactly what he
had told me. Despite my confidence and eloquence on the subject, I lacked purpose and place.

Then, as if I were not carrying enough, I was thrown into the arms of high school for the first
time.

Unsure and grief stricken, my journalism teacher, Charlie Appleby, changed my life that year. Or
rather he took my changed life and put it back on track. An ambitious child lost in her grief
needed to see the bigger picture again. He did what no one else was able to do. Charlie saw me
for more than my life story. He was a soul that understood mine, so he put me to work. “Liz will
do it,” he would say. And I did.

I learned so many things that first year in the journalism program. I was not allowed to show fear
even when I was terrified. Journalists have to learn on their feet, and that is what I did. You need
someone to live stream graduation? I’ll do it. Someone needs to take pictures at that game? I’ll
do it. You need someone to edit that video? I’ll do it.

I will do it. The most popular phrase in my vocabulary. A phrase which I had learned in
journalism that eventually got me involved in far too many things beyond the walls of the media
room in which I had grown so comfortable. Surely I couldn’t follow my dreams if I didn’t know



what they were—and I was afraid I’d miss out on something important. So, I always say yes. I
never say no.

Yes to speech and debate. Yes to managing football. Yes to student council. Yes to National
Honors Society. Yes to photography.

And every one of them taught me something different.

Speech and Debate taught me confidence. I proved to myself that even when I was scared I could
stand up and speak to people I did not know.

Football taught me patience and it taught me family. It showed me the importance of having
someone’s back and picking people up when they are down. And also to hydrate.

Student council taught me cooperation and teamwork. I had to realize that my way actually is not
always the best.

National Honors Society taught me to be an example to my school and community, and to search
out what I can do for others.

Photography taught me the meaning of life. The value of little moments, ones that do not have to
be fleeting but can be forever captured in time. A married couple’s first kiss. High school
graduates during their last hurrah. A family hug. A child’s laugh. People leave, but pictures
remain. We can keep our memories in photos. That is the meaning of life, remembering the real
moments, the real people.

And journalism started it all. It taught me leadership. It taught me what it means to be persistent
and to work hard. Without it I wouldn’t have made it through high school.

Ultimately, I have said yes to being a photographer, even if it means saying no to being a
journalist. But that’s not quite right either because I didn’t say no to being a journalist. I am one.
I am a Norse Code journalist. I am a photographer and a journalist. But mostly I am still that
little girl on the beach with her dad, clinging to his advice of following her dreams.

My most important yeses and I’ll do its have been in the pursuit of following my dreams. My
dreams taught me that it is not always easy, in fact it is rarely easy, but it is always worth it. If not
for me then at least to heed the words of a loving father, because if it means reaching my dream,
I will do it.


