I love the mundane. My pocket-sized observation notebook is a sort of mundaneness taxonomy.

“The babies are eating crackers,” I scribble down during an interview at Boston’s Logan Airport
with a Haitian migrant father struggling to find housing, his children jumping around behind
him.

For a profile on Boston’s Dominican salons, I note the words the hair salon owner says every
time she answers the phone (“a la orden”) and when she hangs up (“bye, mi amor”).

I think the best stories are born from the ordinary.

What strikes me most about Daniel Pearl’s writing and career is that even in the most difficult
circumstances, in countries ravaged by war and conflict, he looked not for the most outlandish
stories, but the ones we can all see ourselves in.

In one story, he writes about something that could not be more ordinary, with its predictable
melodies and commercialized lyrics: pop music. Except he places it in the context of Iran and
suddenly it becomes a fascinating story about how political hard-liners have co-opted pop music,
reclaiming control over the pace of change in the country.

As his father explains in an article after his son’s death, “he was a journalist: one who gave
readers in the West a picture of the human face behind the news.”

What draws me to foreign correspondence are journalists like Daniel Pearl, who care deeply
about humanity, dedicating their lives to sharing the stories of people so often marginalized by
history.

When challenged to draw attention to a story of global importance in my foreign correspondence
class, I chose to write an article about the social, economic, and political crisis in Haiti.

However, I did not want to write another story centered around violence and pain. Instead, I
wondered how people in Haiti cling on to the ordinary amidt chaos. So, I profiled the owner of a
children’s dance studio near Port-au-Prince about how she fights to teach kids ballet and put on
end-of-the-year parties, when everything around them is falling apart.

During my internship at The Boston Globe this summer, I noticed how Dominican barbershops
and salons had become a staple in the city. | wanted to understand how they came to be so
widespread. So, I spent a week visiting these theaters of everyday life, observing the barbers and
stylists that bantered in a Spanish that moved so fast it sounded like singing.

One salon owner expressed her frustrations that whenever there was news coverage of her
community, it always circled back to violence. The week before, news outlets were sure to report
on the violence that happened near the annual Dominican Festival. What they did not report on
was the year she had spent helping to plan the festival.



I would love to pursue the Daniel Pearl Memorial Journalism Internship, specifically as a
reporting intern at the foreign bureau London, because I believe there is so much more for me to
learn about how to tell compassionate, human stories about our world.



