Statement of Purpose
My heart was broken when I was 17.   It happened while I was browsing the Peace Corp website and saw that there were no requirements for becoming a volunteer other than I had to be at least 18 of age and an U.S. citizen.  I wanted to go but I could hardly wait another year.

In summer 2008, I left for Guatemala for nine weeks in the hopes of volunteering in a local hospital.  I don’t know why I assumed the hospital would be anything like the ones in Taiwan.  It didn’t have an emergency room and all the children were kept in beds with high metal bars around them.  The nurses told me a lot of them were disabled orphans who would never leave the hospital but simply shifted to other parts of it when they grow older.  I wanted to cry while I was feeding the children in their beds the first day, but somehow it felt wrong to shed any tear in front of their innocent faces.  Every afternoon in the hospital felt like a new beginning because some kids never seemed to recognize you the next day, or new volunteers would walk in starting their first day and you felt comforted seeing someone experiencing it for the first time exactly the way you did.  You could always tell who were the new volunteers.  They were always the ones with a slightly scared and really confused expression on their faces.  I remember so clearly one Canadian girl I met threw up during her first time in the hospital in the playground outside of the children’s wing.  
I just thought to myself then if the kids are strong enough to struggle without their family or seeing their family only every other few weeks or months, the best thing I can do for them is to give them my love and respect.  I couldn’t talk to the kids really, because most of them can’t talk or be understood due to their illness.  But I knew I could make their day if I talked the nurses into letting me take them out on their wheelchairs.  In the playground we would bond even without having to speak to each other, and I knew we understood each other because when I left, the kid I was taking care of would bang on her bars or started crying in his wheel chair.  All I could do when I left the hospital was keep saying “mañana, mañana,” which means tomorrow in Spanish.  

One of the best things about working in the hospital besides being there for the kids was meeting volunteers from different parts of the world.  I never could feel like I fit in when I was in Taiwan, but when I worked with all the international volunteers in Guatemala, I felt for the first time that I was in my element.    Getting new ideas about life and volunteering in various countries is what I will never be able to do if I hadn’t gone to Guatemala.  

After I came back from Guatemala and started my junior year in college, I started to think a lot about being an English major.  I wondered what my contribution will be to the world if I devote myself to literature which is something I love but I don’t think it will help me change the world the way I want.  Then I realized literature is everything that has made me who I am.  It has been building my humanity all through my life and has enabled me to think logically and critically yet still nourished my creativity.  

But my urge to help is becoming stronger than ever as the world faces new crises.  I know I would have to leave for further overseas studies because NGO management has not yet blossomed in Taiwan.  Nor has Taiwan developed a solid environment for non-governmental organizations to thrive or have enough support within Taiwanese society.  Today we are not only faced with the social problems caused by the falling domestic economy but also the growing population of southeastern Asia immigrants pouring in Taiwan looking for employment.  The economy and immigration have propelled the birth of numerous NGOs in Taiwan, but policy makers have not yet come up with the most efficient solutions for their needs and difficulties.  That is what I wish to explore in graduate school.
