
Application Essay Example (Common App): You are Mexican? 

It’s tough being pale.  

Anyone who is pale understands the challenges of constructing fashion choices due to the 

inevitability of being washed out, your skin is more susceptible to being burned by the sun, and 

the camera flash is your worst enemy. Ironically, the most shocking aspect of my paleness is that I 

am not entirely white.  

Almost everyone I meet is stunned by this fact. I frequently tend to have the same 

conversation, almost as if it were scripted: 

“Where is your mom from? I love her accent.” 

“Oh, she’s from Mexico.” 

“Really? So, are you Mexican? You don’t look Mexican.” 

“Yeah, my dad’s American, so I’m only half.” 

“Wow! I would never have guessed. Do you speak Spanish?” 

“No.” 

Unfortunately, this repetitive interaction negatively impacted how I viewed myself during 

my childhood. Due to the recurring and surprised reactions resulting from my frequent “scripted 

conversations,” I felt I was not “Mexican enough” because of my paler skin. When visiting my 

maternal side of the family in Monterrey, Mexico, my mother would give her relatives things we 

no longer used because of their lower standard of living. Therefore, I associated being poor with 

the entire country of Mexico. I purposely removed myself from anything affiliated with Mexican 

culture or the Spanish language, favoring the comfortable American lifestyle to which I was 

accustomed. Any attempt by my mom to teach me Mexican traditions or customs was met with 

fiery resistance. I did not “appear” Mexican, so I had no incentive to be “Mexican”.  



In middle school, my perspective changed thanks to a new Spanish teacher. Although she 

was not Hispanic, she did missionary work for an extended time in Honduras. She spoke perfectly 

articulated Spanish and passionately immersed herself in Central American culture. Her example 

compelled me to re-examine my views of my heritage. It was time to discard my self-imposed 

categorical limitations and educate myself on the culture and language my mom attempted to 

teach me years ago.  

When visiting Mexico City this past summer, I immersed myself in Mexican history, 

practiced conversational Spanish, and studied their pop culture. I quickly ascertained that 

Mexicans are remarkably diverse. There was no need to insert myself into a specific American 

classification when nothing prevented me from incorporating both unique cultures into my 

identity. I soon realized how fortunate I was to have a dual heritage and the chance to learn from 

both. I am Jocelyn Johnstone--someone whose self-identity is vastly more complex than my 

parents’ nationalities.  

Switching from an isolated perspective to a growth mindset, I now continually engage in 

self-exploration while allowing my curiosity to further expand my academic knowledge in various 

disciplines. I am still exploring how my dual heritage can enhance my potential, and I am eternally 

grateful for my mother’s persistence in teaching me about her culture. I wish I had “grown up” 

earlier when I was a child and not resisted my mom, but I learned an invaluable lesson about 

“thinking outside the box.” Although I am not entirely settled on my future aspirations, I am 

utterly confident in my identity: fifty percent American, fifty percent Mexican, one hundred 

percent (student’s name) . . . and one hundred percent pale. 


