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[bookmark: _GoBack]If there’s one thing in this universe that could describe me, it would be a jigsaw puzzle game that had random overlapping pieces, but somehow made it work. 
I’m Korean. My parents moved to Argentina young, and I was born in the capital Buenos Aires. We moved to Mexico for a year, then to America. I hadn’t a single memory of my time outside America. I was raised here, and in essence, I am 100% American.

Unfortunately, my parents didn’t bother to continue my daily dose of Korean and Spanish, so I lost them. I’m only fluent in English, which is irksome, but I’m working to attain trilinguality. 
As a child, I was incredibly shy and strange. My lord and savior was Roald Dahl. The third grade was when I really started to come out my shell, and it was also when I discovered my passion for writing. Since then, I have literally stayed the same. I mean, I’ve matured and now care about other stuff like sleeping, politics, and sleeping. But down to the core, I haven’t changed much at all. I still have a rampant imagination that could get me to spring tears in front of the bathroom mirror. I still have the same thinking process where I reason every existential question out until I’m satisfied. And I still have this inexplicable urge to expose myself open to the world, to share everything I have in my brain and to express my thoughts.
Only difference is that I’ve gotten pudgier really. Once a food-hating skeleton, now a chocolate addict that needs help.

I was always into writing, art, films, history. Technology and science is great and all, but long before our STEM research, we were drawing stickmen on walls. Creativity boils in our blood, and I truly believe that the best of us have the most artistic minds. Only issue is, one usually needs a lot of connections to succeed in the arts, something I severely lack in.

For a while, I thought my life was a smooth sail. My family went through many hardships, most prominently a financial banking crisis, but I was young and children don’t really care about that stuff. My mother always managed to make it feel like we were living in luxury out of what we had. I’ve held onto this carefree notion for a long time. Even after my mother’s death last year, I still hold onto some of it. What else could I do? This event shifted my values into a desire to travel the world, and see what it has to offer. Of course, this requires money, a fact I’m pointedly ignoring at the moment. Now that the lesson of life’s unpredictability has been taught, I’ll just roll with it and see what happens.
