
1 
 

Journal Week 3  
 

This week I settled more into my duties as an intern. My job mainly consists of handling 
and filing all incoming correspondence. That includes both constituent letters and department 
letters, which can come in via digital, fax, and paper format. It might sound a bit monotonous, 
but it’s not in the very least. Being able to work with the correspondence has opened my eyes to 
a lot of issues of which I was not aware. One issue that I read about frequently that surprised 
me is the legal sale of dog and cat meat. I was completely blown away that this was a legitimate 
issue. It was one of those “wait a minute-- what?” moments for me. There was a lot of 
correspondence on this issue, enough to make me question just how big of a problem it is, to 
have so many people be concerned enough about sanitary practices and animal rights to 
actually take the time to write a letter about it.  

There is so much knowledge to be absorbed from constituent letters alone. It really gives 
you a close up on the clear political divisions we see every day in the news between Democrats 
and Republicans. Not only that, but it also helps to understand the reasoning behind both 
parties’ opposition, and even gives you a bit of an insight as to why the constituents of each 
party are unwilling to compromise. Both have valid concerns, although some of the opinions are 
narrower minded than others, and sometimes some of the opinions seem to have been shaped 
by misconstrued statistics or by false reports made by the media. 

On the other hand, one thing that really frustrates me about constituent letters is my 
inability to do anything about them. Some people are desperately asking for help for their 
causes, concerns, and organizations but sadly many times they are sending their pleas to the 
wrong district. Since they are not part of the district our hands are pretty much tied. A lot of 
people don’t realize that letters from constituents outside the district aren’t taken into account, 
because Congress members are only responsible for the residents of their district. This means 
that people who send their petitions to multiple congress people are pretty much wasting their 
time. As I’ve learned, the best thing to do is to garner awareness about the issue you are trying 
to promote in your own district so that enough people start calling and mailing in to show that 
the issue is of great concern to many. People don’t realize how much power their opinions have; 
there is power in numbers, and every single piece of mail and phone call is recorded and taken 
into account by their Representatives. When enough people express their desire for change, 
Representatives can then act to reflect on the collective concerns of their district.  

Alright, so I’ll take a break on serious matters and talk about something terribly 
embarrassing that happened to me this week. As I’ve mentioned before, I am completely 
terrified of phone calls. I feel that I am steadily getting better at answering them, but once in a 
while I mess up royally. Another thing that I’ve mentioned before is about the ongoing 
competition to see who can answer phone calls the fastest in my office. The other interns are 
typically much faster than I am, so many of the times I find myself answering an empty call 
because it has already been answered by someone else. This particular time however, I actually 
answered, and I was so astounded that I forgot my greeting. At the confused “Hello?” coming 
from the other side, I panicked and answered with the first thing that came to mind, which was 
“Good afternoon, Congressman Grijalva speaking.” As soon as the greeting left my mouth my 
face flushed tomato red at my mess up, and what’s worse my supervisor was standing right 
beside me. I wanted to crawl into a hole and die, just by looking at my supervisor’s “What the?” 
expression. The rest of the call went on decently, and luckily my supervisor was understanding 
of my predicament and just laughed it off when I apologized after I had hung up.  

The rest of the week went by pretty smoothly. I had the chance to meet and escort this 
year’s winner for the district’s annual art competition, and she and her sister were great. I had a 
lot of fun talking to people from back home, escorting them around between buildings and chit-
chatting in my beloved Spanish. Just like that, Friday came around, and once again we had 
CHCI programming. This Friday’s programming really gave me some food for thought. We had 
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a panel on immigration, and at the end we were gifted shirts that read either “I stand with 
Immigrants” or “I am an Immigrant”. These two short phrase kind of put me in a bind because I 
wasn’t sure with what label I identified with.  

I was born here in the United States, and all of my education took place here, along with 
my friends, my job, and my future life. But at the same time, a lot of my life has been based 
around México. My family went through an economic struggle back during the recession of 
2008, and as a consequence we had to move to México for a while. For me that was not a huge 
change, as we already were visiting my grandma on the Mexican side of the border every day, 
so actually moving to México wasn’t hard at all. The only thing was that I had to wake up a lot 
earlier to get in line to cross the border to get to school on time and during the work season we 
would stay at my aunt’s house on the US side.  

This back and forth between countries and cultures isn’t uncommon for us who live in 
border towns. At some point, we become somewhat of a neutral ground for both countries, and 
we stop being Mexican or American. We live the struggle of the unwanted Mexican immigrant 
despite most of us having papers. Yet at the same time we live being strongly influenced by the 
American culture and individualistic prerogative, despite being unwilling to give up on our 
traditions and family values. Borderlands are a third culture in between.  

But the point of this discussion is not to define the borderlands, but rather my label. Do I 
stand with immigrants as is my right by birth as a legal citizen free to practice my freedom of 
speech? Or am I considered an immigrant due to my experience of living back and forth of both 
countries, coming from a community who lives on their knees due to systematic discrimination? 
You’d think that my answer would be the latter option (which at the end it was), but labeling 
myself as an immigrant I feel like I give legitimacy to those who ask us “Where are you 
from?”  Where am I from? I’m from Arizona, I live right on the border. 

Regardless of how much I love México and the time that I lived there, at the end of the 
day, my Mexican and non-Mexican friends live in the US, my education is in the US, part of my 
family is in the US, and my career will be US based for the most part, so it is not anyone’s right 
to assume where I am from just for the language I speak, the occasional accent that slips out, or 
because of the color of my skin. Therefore, I made up my mind and decided that while my life is 
that of an American, my experience is that of an immigrant, so chose the shirt that read “I am an 
immigrant.” 
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Holocaust Museum: 
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The victims  
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