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Packet A: “Taylor” 

PERSONAL ESSAY 

Some students have a background or story that is so central to their identity that they believe 

their application would be incomplete without it.  If this sounds like you, then please share your 

story. 

______________________________________________________________________ 

My girlfriend is named Taylor and she is a senior in Katy Texas.  Now most people wouldn’t 

find that interesting or important at all, at least until I tell them about me.  My name is Evan and 

I am a senior in Lumberton Texas.  Lumberton is about two and half to three hours away from 

Katy. my girlfriend and I have what most people would call a long distance relationship. 

Although it’s not that long of a distance compared to say, Colorado, where she used to live.  

Now some might ask how we met and the answer to that is simply this.  In eighth grade, I walked 

into my first period which was office assistant, and saw a gorgeous girl sitting in the assistant 

chair.  I can’t recall the office worker’s name but she introduced us and we simply acknowledged 

each other with a nod and a smile.  I sat down next to her and if I had known at the time that I 

was sitting next to the love of my life, then I probably would’ve been a lot nicer. 

All eighth grade year we talked and joked although I wouldn’t have even called us friends.  That 

was the start to a beautiful friendship that would turn into an amazing relationship.  Ninth grade 

year we had World Geography together and that’s when we really became friends, I friended her 

on Facebook so I guess you could say it was getting serious . . . . . . .  Eventually I worked up 

enough courage to ask for her number and she gave it to me.  We texted each other all summer 

long and hung out once or twice. 

I asked her to be my girlfriend probably 10000000 times over the summer, and some more 

during sophomore year.  Yet she always declined saying she didn’t want to ruin our friendship.  

This, as all guys know is just an excuse if she doesn’t like you as much as you like her.  So I had 

to make her like me more, but there was a wrench in that plan.  Toward the end of sophomore 

year she moved to Colorado, and I had no idea when I would ever see her again. 

Then I figured out how to win her over, when one day we were toying with the idea of me 

visiting her for Christmas.  She really liked the idea and went on and on about stuff we could do, 

and places we could see, and a whole bunch of stuff.  So I decided I would do it.  I saved up the 

money from my job I worked over the summer and visited her for Christmas.  It was awesome 

not just spending time with her, but just Colorado in general was great.  Unfortunately she didn’t 

want a long distance relationship where we’d never see each other except for maybe twice a 

year. 

Later, her dad got a job in Houston.  I told her that I would drive to see her in Houston and we 

started dating.  It’s our four month anniversary as I write this and unfortunately I can’t go see her 

today because I have work.to do at home.  But I do love her and she loves me, and we won’t let a 

measly two and a half hour drive keep us from each other. She is my heart, and I her armor. 



Packet A: “Thanksgiving 

PERSONAL ESSAY 

Some students have a background or story that is so central to their identity that they believe 

their application would be incomplete without it.  If this sounds like you, then please share your 

story. 

_______________________________________________________________________ 

Thanksgiving is my favorite holiday.  I know a lot of people might say that and I suppose most 

of them would choose it because it is a great excuse to gorge oneself; however, Thanksgiving is 

my favorite holiday because it’s one time of year I feel like my cultural family becomes a 

melting pot, both literally and figuratively. 

Sure we have the traditional spread of turkey and cranberry sauce, but we also have matzo ball 

soup (my mom’s secret recipe) and corn bread cakes (just like my dad’s mom used to make).  

My mom’s uncle, the Rabbi, comes over to say the blessing – he used to only come over for the 

big ones, Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur, but for the past few years he’s graced us with his 

presence to make sure we’re doing well by our Jewish roots.  As my dad’s sister and her family 

live nearby, they usually join us and my cousins and I get to hang out.  They used to tease me 

when I was younger – call me Oreo for being mixed or for living in Greenwich and attend a 

fancy girl’s school – but we get along well enough now to listen to music and shoot hoops in the 

driveway.  We have a wishbone tradition where the youngest and oldest members of the family 

have to break the wishbone and say a blessing for the entire Cohen-Moore clan.  Desserts range 

from cheesecake (the bakery next to my parents’ store is a Manhattan chain know for the best 

cheesecake in the city) to apple fritters (another Grandma Moore favorite).  We sit around and 

play speed scrabble for hours, my mom constantly calling out for a rematch as she can’t catch up 

to me or the Rabbi.  Sure, it isn’t the traditional Greenwich “waspy” Thanksgiving, but in my 

book it’s the best day of the year. 

It's interesting – I used to care a lot what other people thought of me and wanted to change 

myself to fit in.  I suppose because my skin was something I couldn’t change, I tapped into the 

parts of me that were less set in stone.  I learned the hard way that I had to be myself, regardless 

of what other people thought.  I guess that’s why I like Thanksgiving so much – because it’s the 

one holiday where I can celebrate the whole me, instead of feeling pulled towards one side of my 

family or the other.  Although Hanukkah isn’t that big of a deal, my mom’s family often fights 

for it to balance out my dad’s family’s love of Christmas.  Innocuous, secular holidays like the 

4th of July or Halloween used to win out when I was younger, but that had more to do with 

fireworks, sparklers, and the ability to change identity for night while begging for candy. 

As I’m only looking at schools that are a fair distance from home, I recognize that this may be 

my last Thanksgiving at home for awhile.  Fortunately this holiday has taught me to celebrate the 

whole me and the diversity I bring to any school or student group – and for the first time my 

mom is letting me help make the matzo ball soup this year, so I can bring a family tradition with 

me no matter where I celebrate Thanksgiving next year. 


