
Sample Personal Statements from Kamiak Graduates 

Coalition Essay Prompt (Personal Statement): 650 words 
Tell a story from your life, describing an experience that either demonstrates your character or helped to shape 

it. 
 

It’s been over 10 years since my grandpa passed away from a glioblastoma brain tumor. Some of my earliest 

memories are of me sitting on his lap in his beloved Honda S2000 while he taught me how to shift gears. His 

little red car would whisk us away under the desert night sky, while he would tell stories of black holes and 

constellations. 
 

The years passed and that little red car that once had such spirit, sat abandoned in my grandparents’ garage, 

collecting dust. Grandma did not want to part with the car initially as it reminded her of their past time together. 

Yet, she never drove the car and over the years, the S2000 fell into disrepair. My dad, who is a car fanatic, 

could not bring himself to rescue the car from its purgatory since it was a staunch reminder of losing his father. 

But I hoped that someday, driving grandpa’s car again would bring back fond memories for grandma, help my 

dad heal from his grief, and give me a physical connection to my grandpa.  

 

As soon as I got my learner’s permit, I volunteered to drive grandma to Arizona. On this trip, I planted the idea 

of restoring the S2000. Knowing it wasn’t currently running, I cleared out the space around the car and detailed 

the interior. Grandma seemed pleased I had taken such an interest and began reminiscing about how much fun 

they used to have driving with the top down. Remembering how this car made her and grandpa smile, I knew 

she was warming to the idea that it was time to bring life back to the S2000. 

 

I began researching and reading everything I could get my hands on about the car. I rummaged through my 

dad’s extensive collection of car magazines, watched old YouTube videos, and read reviews online. My dad 

was starting to notice my newfound passion and, after realizing how devoted I was to restoring the S2000, 

wanted to help out.   

 

On our return visit to see grandma, dad and I set out to get the car started for the first time in seven years. After 

my online classes, I would meander my way to the garage and would find my dad admiring the car. He looked 

like a little kid, jittering, excited to drive it again. We would spend our afternoons at auto shops and evenings 

working on the car. Meanwhile, grandma was enjoying watching dad and I fix the S2000, remembering how 

much joy grandpa had sharing the car with my dad.  

 

After several days, it was time to see if our effort would pay off. Dad hopped into the driver seat, inserted the 

keys, and slowly pushed the start button. We looked at each other nervously, crossing our fingers. Then the 

nostalgic roar of the F20C engine filled the garage. As I lifted my head for a sign of approval, I was greeted 

with a beaming smile from dad. Suddenly, the pressure of dead ends, thousands of miles, and months of waiting 

was lifted from my shoulders. That smile was all I needed to confirm my efforts.  

 

We drove the car all day, regardless of the flat-spotted tires. My dad told me stories about grandpa and the car, 

just like my grandpa did when I sat in the passenger seat 10 years prior. Dad had begun healing from the loss of 

his father. My grandma was comforted, seeing the spirit of the car live on with the next generation. And I was 

rewarded hearing stories about my grandpa that were previously locked behind the vault of grief. 
 

A connection to the past can be difficult and painful. But through the restoration of the S2000, we were able to 

properly grieve the loss of my grandpa. And now every time I sit behind the wheel and drive the little red car, I 

smile knowing my grandpa would approve. 
 

 



Second Example of a Personal Statement from another Kamiak Graduate 

Adrenaline was still coursing through our veins three weeks after winning the premier soccer state 

championship. Still giddy with excitement, we departed for Regionals in Utah. Our coach wanted us to watch 

the playoffs between the United States Women’s National team and China as inspiration for our upcoming 

games. Sixteen girls crammed around the small television screen, watching intently as every swift movement, 

dodge, and advancing ball brought the professional athletes closer to their goal. Just after kickoff, my teammate 

chuckled while pointing to the screen, “The entire Asian team has short hair and small eyes. They’re basically a 

bunch of men!” Laughter erupted throughout the room. Once the comment finally dawned on my teammates 

and they sensed my discomfort, their voice quieted to an oppressive silence. My cheeks grew hot as heads 

turned and eyes bored into me—I felt as if the offensive stereotype was plastered across my forehead. I was—in 

fact—the only member of an ethnic minority on the team, but I had always felt equal in all aspects to each of 

the players. Sadly, in that moment, I realized my race had set me apart from everyone else, and I felt a rush of 

resentment towards my Korean roots. 

As soon as I returned home from the week-long trip, I gazed at the mirrored reflection of my yellow undertones 

with disgust. Eager to escape my predicament, I flipped through countless magazine covers featuring models 

with fair skin, blonde hair, and blue eyes. Sitting alone on my bedroom floor, hot tears of envy rolled down my 

face. Why did I have to be Asian? Feeling the surge of anger flow through my body, I violently opened my 

closet and stripped pieces of clothing from a Korean market off of the hangers and into a dejected pile on the 

floor. I discarded all mementos of my heritage and updated my wardrobe to emulate the so-called “American 

style.” It began with a pair of Nike Air Force 1 and ended with the latest style of ripped jeans. I decided to 

abandon my association with a country I had never visited, assimilating into what I believed was purely 

Western culture.  

Ironically, my parents proposed a family trip to South Korea after noticing my shift in behavior. Shocked by 

their impulsive decision, I desperately begged not to go. The taste of Korean comfort foods did not please my 

palate, and I never learned how to speak the language. Despite my fervent resistance, we boarded the plane. 

After what felt like forever, we finally arrived at our destination, marking the first time I was visiting my 

parents’ homeland. After making it to the subway, a sea of black hair flowed around me. Strangers flashed a 

smile without judging the way I looked or acted. Strangely, the piquant aroma of fish cake and Tteokbokki made 

my mouth water. Lush fields in the Korean countryside blended into the vibrant sunset. Was this my 

homecoming? I felt a sense of acceptance that I had yearned for but never experienced, as if I broke out of the 

shackles holding me back from realizing the truth about my identity.  

Four years ago, I was ashamed of the differences that separated me from my peers. Now, my Korean 

hanboks hang in their rightful place within my closet. At first, acceptance was my ultimate goal; however, after 

gaining insight to the element of my life that I once resented—my ethnicity—it became a defining factor of my 

cultural identity. Overcoming ignorance and coming to terms with one’s cultural identity is no easy feat, but 

anyone who seeks the feeling of belonging to a group can find closure. I am aware that I am no longer 

American, and that I am no longer Korean. I am equally both.  



"We were friends back in kindergarten; you were the diabetic friend." 

I hadn't seen Simon for nearly 13 years; we were six when we last saw each other, during our 

kindergarten class's recess. In truth, I didn’t even recognize him before he opened his mouth.  

Three weeks ago, as I was eating lunch he spotted me out of a crowd and reintroduced himself. 

It's always a bit painful to hear that you are the "diabetic" anything. His remark wasn't meant to 

be offensive, but to be remembered only for a struggle you never chose is an uncomfortable 

experience. Unfamiliar however, was the note of purpose in his voice. "We have something in 

common now. I'm diabetic too."     

Without another word, I understood the meaning of being "the diabetic friend," because I 

already knew exactly the silent complications (and the obnoxious insulin pump alarms!) that 

burden carries. Every minute of pain and sickness, of anger and confusion, of weight and 

longing, and of all the sensations which can never be fully described, were, for that instant, 

shared. 

I want to change this moment. 

I welcomed the acknowledgement that our struggle was not singular, that I could be known in 

that esoteric way, and that I could gift that empathy to someone else. In reflection, however, one 

understands that it is a quiet desperation that gives way to these moments. I use "desperation" 

quite deliberately, with the knowledge that desperation without hope is despair.  

For me, stem cells represent that liberating hope. Stem cells are versatile enough to treat, if not 

cure, most chronic illnesses we face today, including diabetes. There have also been promising 

results in treating those who have suffered from chemotherapy’s side effects, ischemic strokes, 

arthritis, paraplegia, and a multitude of other complications. And, irrespective of personal 

investment, stem cells are fascinating. I have always loved biology, especially genealogy, and 

stem cells remain a puzzle deeply intertwined with all levels of a scientific inquiry which has yet 

to be solved.  

All beings that advance past unicellularity, from fungi to flora, are composed nearly entirely of 

stem cells which have undergone differentiation to access only specific portions of genetic code. 

I cannot help but find the idea of visible life being cut from one immensely complicated cloth 

both poetic and beautiful. That man might learn to stitch from this knowledge only bolsters my 

curiosity and passion.  

I have strived to pursue that curiosity in my academic life. Since my introduction to stem cell 

research in 8th grade, I have continued to find ways to look further into the field. Whenever 

possible, I select classes that allow me to learn more about how to analyze genetic structure 

and environmental factors that influence it, such as forensics, which applies that field in a new 

and unique way for me. Further, I am a participant in forums related to current stem research 

and closely follow new studies that propose various treatments via stem cells. My Google profile 

has learned to deliver articles on new developments, knowing I’m sure to investigate. Further, I 

am curious about and engage in discussions on the ethics and politics of stem cell research and 
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the complications thereof. The singular cell, when potentiated, becomes something different and 

useful, is a connection to hope.  

I have heard “five more years until the cure” every year for the thirteen years I have been 

diabetic. I want to finally make this mantra a reality, and for more than just myself. My dream, 

however ambitious, is to develop our understanding of stem cells to a point where we could 

grow new organs and limbs in their entirety, which would allow medicine to advance far beyond 

its current capabilities in treating those desperate without hope, and to give someone like myself 

a deadline on when those moments of bleak understanding will be replaced by opportunities to 

express more than solidarity in our pain. 
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