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I used to think that this world was beautiful—that what makes me different
also must make me desirable. I held my head high and would proudly announce
my genetic breakdown, but now I’m hesitant around others. There was a moment
that made me realize I was touchable.

Because I was on my middle school diving team, I spent lots of time at the
pool and in the boys' locker room. After diving practice, the team would take
extra time in the shower, drying off, messing around. The locker room always
smelled as if it had been washed in Axe body spray, the preferred fragrance of
many middle school boys. It was a citrusy smell, with hints of cedar; when it hit
your nose, it made you want to sneeze and gag.

There were three of us on the diving team: Brad, Carter, and me. Brad and
Carter were two years older than I was and liked to use that seniority as a reason
to pick on me. They were overconfident high school losers, and they had the ugli-
est haircuts possible. Bowl cuts. They were trying to rock the 2010 Justin Bieber
haircut five years too late, and it was not working for them. 

Brad, for some reason, felt the need to push his insecurities onto me. He
would attack personal parts of me that I could not change. One time Brad went
too far by going after the color of my skin. I am twenty-five percent black and
seventy-five percent white, although I don’t look much of either. In fact, many
people get confused about my ancestry. In my opinion, race is a construct created
by Europeans to make themselves feel better about enslaving Africans, and it has
very real consequences today. It affects how people see me and how I am per-
ceived. Many people guess that I am from Latin America, southern Italy, or the
Philippines. Brad knew that I was twenty-five percent black and liked to make
fun of me for it. He would talk about how much of a person I would have been
considered, back in history, long ago. But what hurt me the most was when he
attacked my intelligence. He told me I was twenty-five percent stupid because I
was twenty-five percent black. It was the first time in my life when not being
100% white personally affected me. I have heard stories of racial discrimination,
but I never thought it would or could ever happen to me. I have never in my life
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before this point wished to be all white. I used to be proud of the little mix I had.
It gave me beautiful tan skin that would last all year round. It gave me wavy and
curly hair that was fun to arrange in the morning. It all changed when the word
“stupid” came out of Brad’s white, chicken-strip lips. It made me realize this
world was a mess that could touch me.

We sometimes forget to remember the historic events that took place before
the moments that make us feel small. In Beyoncé’s Lemonade, we are shown the
parts of a history that have shaped my own experiences in this world. At the
beginning of the video, we see a modern woman dressed in 18th-century cloth-
ing, looking directly at the camera and the viewer on the other side of it. She’s
letting us know that white people have brought us here and turned us into what
we are today. The past brings us to where we are now, but our present allows us
to decide where we will go in the future. Black people throughout history, espe-
cially American history, have been overlooked and seen as “others.” Black people
are seen as beneath those with white complexions. In her visual album, Beyoncé
is reminding the world of the past and telling black people to embrace who we
are— because the past will impact what we call our futures.

Beyoncé insists that pride is something we need to possess, to enact, and to
sing about: “My daddy Alabama, momma Louisiana / You mix that negro with
that Creole make a Texas bamma /  I like my baby hair, with baby hair and afros
/  I like my negro nose with Jackson Five nostrils / Earned all this money but they
never take the country out me / I got a hot sauce in my bag, swag.” When the
world is telling you to hate yourself, Beyoncé is telling us to embrace ourselves.
In the past, Beyoncé has been ridiculed for her African features. Tabloids and
“fans” have pressured her to change her appearance because she looks “ghetto.”
But who decides what’s “ghetto,” who decides what’s “acceptable,” and who
decides what’s “stupid”? Groups with social dominance get to decide what is
acceptable. In the United States, the group with social dominance is the one of
European descent. Europeans are to blame for many of the racial difficulties that
plague this country. Because of the decisions acted out by European colonization,
will the consequences follow us forever, or will things finally change?

Our neighborhoods have been “desegregated” for years, but when I look at
my neighbors and the school I attend, I’m surrounded by white people. It’s not
because black people have decided to stay separated in low-income areas with
inadequate housing and schooling. It’s because of the years of oppression that
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have forced blacks to be socially and economically stagnant. What’s holding us
back from moving on is our history and the fact that many of us are blind to our
own biases. The majority of people who tell racist jokes or use racist slurs don’t
believe they’re racist people. Many of them won’t even register what they’ve just
done as racist, until you or someone else brings it to their attention. A light needs
to be aimed at the problems that America still has. There may never be a day
when a black person will be seen in the same way as a white person in terms of
social value, but that doesn’t mean that blacks should have to think about the
color of their skin and hate themselves for it. 

Oppression has caused pain for so many individuals. The fact that so many
white people are oblivious to the oppression they’ve created for people of color
says a lot about how we deal with difficult problems. As long as the majority
doesn’t feel threatened, many can pretend racism doesn’t exist. The weight of the
black struggle isn’t caused by black people, but rather by the systems put into
place by white people, organized to keep blacks from social progress. Although
the structures are no longer so blatantly in place as they once were, their lasting
effects still scar this nation—scars that Beyoncé’s Lemonade makes audible, visi-
ble, and deep. Until these wounds from the past finally heal, I, along with many
others, will still be touchable. 
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