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To Coach Struck: You took me in when everything in my life was going wrong. You 

pushed me everyday at practice and everyday in class. Thank you for all that you’ve 
done for me. I wish I would’ve listened to you freshman year and wrestled then, but stuff 
happens.

To Mr. Scott: Thank you for trusting and believing in my as co-Editor-in-Chief of this 
special newspaper. I know that you were worried at times for my absences, but I tried to 
make them up as best as I could in my work. You’ve been an inspiration to me and have 
persuaded me to continue journalism in the next level, too. 

To my Hyphen Staff: Although you have doubted me all year in leading you, I appreci-
ate you guys for never giving up on me. Kyle, we’ve been doing this since freshman year 
in journalism and I couldn’t ask for a better co-Editor-in-Chief. I hope God continues to 
bless you in college. To the rest of you, I am so glad to have met each and every one of 
you. I hope that we all keep in touch for years to come. Bella, Braxton, and Chloe, I trust 
you guys will continue doing the same great work and keep winning awards your senior 
year. 

There are so many people who have been there since the beginning. You all know who 
you are, thank you for being such a huge part of my life. You changed my life for the 
better and have always pushed me to be a better version of myself. 

Last, but not least; SONA, POP and FFC.
Moving from Fremont, Calif. (25 minute drive from San Francisco, an hour with 

traffic) to Jeffersonville, Ind. was a HUGE transition for me. 
I had never heard of Jeff, or Louisville, or even Indiana for that matter. At eight years 

old, I was at a complete loss. Having to make all new friends and learn a different life 
style was tough. I was fortunate enough to make friends quickly at Wilson Elementary, 
ones I am still friends with to this day as seniors. 

My freshman year wasn’t as bad as people make it to be. At least it wasn’t for me. 
Going into high school, I had friends who were upperclassmen. So I feel like had the 

upper hand when it came to high school experiences. Starting on the freshman football 
team helped, too. But the one class I enjoyed that year was Journalism with Mr. Scott. I 
didn’t remember signing up for it in middle school, but thank God for putting me in that 
class. Not only did it open a gateway to something greater, but the naps were very much 
useful.

Sophomore year -- A lot of my friends from my freshman year had graduated the year 
before. So now I had to start associating with people my own grade and age, which I 
didn’t really like at first. It was also my first year on the Hyphen staff. I didn’t really know 
what to expect the first few weeks, and I thought about dropping in since I really didn’t 
know anyone in there. I am so glad I didn’t. I met so many people that I became really 
great friends with. 

Junior year -- Once school started, I was just ready for to get all my academic worries 
out of the way so I could relax my senior year. Unfortunately, junior year would be the 
toughest. 

I was diagnosed with Type 1 diabetes. Both my grandmas have it, and it was passed 
down to me. It was a rare case, since most of the time it is diagnosed at a young age, not 
at 16 years old. Due to being in and out the hospital and doctors, I missed a lot of school 
and it made me miss out on my junior year football season. 

Since I couldn’t play, I turned to a different sport: wrestling. I immediately fell in love 
with the sport.

Not only was I diagnosed with Type 1 diabetes, but family issues happened to surface 
as well. Growing up, both my parents were illegal immigrants. As time went on, and they 
made their living here in the U.S. 

My mom and siblings became citizens through DACA. My dad? Not so much, al-
though he had a work permit allowing him to stay in the country as long as he had a job. 

That is, until Trump.
In April 2017, my dad was detained by ICE as he was renewing his permit at their 

offices. After months of courts and going to lawyers’ offices, there was nothing we could 
do. In July, my dad was deported back to El Salvador with nothing but the clothes on his 
back. 

Now I know there are millions of illegal families in the country. But this was especial-
ly hard for me since I was the only one who had the power to do anything about it, yet 
couldn’t due to “our” president
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Senior year -- Finally, my last year of high school. Even with the past year being as 
hard as it was, especially everything happening so closely together, my goal was to still 
enjoy my last year here. 

I feel like I can now say that I’ve done that. I may not have finished my senior season 
of wrestling as I wanted to, but I wouldn’t have change anything about it. Fortunately, 
it all worked out in the end, as I will be continuing my wrestling and academic career at 
Lassen College in Susanville, Calif. on a full-ride scholarship. I’ve been more than bless-
ed to have such supportive friends, teammates and family members on this decision. 


