
Eye-Opening Experience 
I’ve always known that I’ve wanted to write when I grow up. I’ve always known that I 

will never be stuck in a cubicle for five days a week when I grow up. However, what I didn’t 
know was what I want to be when I grow up.  

When I got into my sophomore year, I had a journalism class with a teacher that changed 
my life. Suffice to say that the class changed my outlook on my talents, focus, and future. My 
teacher is the most inspiring man that I’ve ever met; because of him I found this sense of 
confidence in myself and my writing that I didn’t know existed inside before. Because of him, I 
found the strength to travel 600 miles away from home for two weeks to immerse myself in 
journalism. As Richard Campbell, the chair of Miami’s Department of Media, Journalism & 
Film, said to us, “Writing is like music: you have to practice.” 

Having said this, as classes passed and interviews were conducted, my love for the 
subject grew. I love talking, I love writing, I love asking questions, and I love getting my 
questions answered. Like one of our guests, WCPO.com managing editor Chris Graves, I have a 
curiosity that never seems to be satiated. The people we talked to over the course of the two 
weeks are people who I aspire to be in 10 years.  I want to be the next Claire Wagner (who heads 
Miami’s public relations efforts) or Sarah Sidlow, the editor of Dayton’s weekly alternative 
paper.  

Everyone gave us tips and tricks to success. For example, connections are your best 
friend. “If you really want to impact someone, show up everyday,” said Amelia Carpenter, a 
Miami grad now with Narrative Science. Along with glitz and glamour they shared the downside  
to media and journalism. If I had a dollar for every time I heard "there is no money in 
journalism" throughout the past two weeks, I would have as much money as journalists do. I also 
learned that the struggle of being ignored, avoided, and looked down upon is one thing that 
reporters need to accept and overcome. Nevertheless, I enjoyed getting a glimpse of reality; 
statistics and fluffy persuasion can only get you so far in life.  

The rapidly approaching extinction of newspapers also slapped me across the face over 
the past two weeks. It is absurd to think that when I am an adult there may no longer be news 
printed on paper. However, along with the end of an era follows a new age for the millennials, an 
age of technology and advancements. Each media employee is excited and optimistic about their 
future, giving me hope for mine.  

Any regret or reluctance that I had before I came to Miami has diminished in full force. I 
am ecstatic that I had this opportunity and that I grasped it. Because of this program, I faced my 
future and realized that I am prepared for it. All I need is dedication and persistence.  I will use 
my notes, contacts, and memories from here on out to guide the travel down my path.  

   -- Katy Lee O’Neill 


