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College Admission Sample Essay #1

I wake up every morning to its rich scent. My parents cannot start the day with out it. I often wait in line and pay $3.85 to buy it. The senior lodge at my school is littered with empty Starbucks cups containing only the remnants of skim lattes and mocha frapuccinos. Coffee is a staple of American life that many take for granted, but few take the time to think about how they get it. 

In the rural village of Cadillo in the Dominican Republic, the people’s livelihood depends on coffee. Rows of green coffee plants line steep hills and scatter the countryside. The people there pick and sell the coffee beans but receive little profit for their hard work. 

During the week I spent in Cadillo, I witnessed the poverty these coffee farmers endure. Their homes are small and dark, furnished with only a few wooden chairs, a table and a few beds. There is no electricity in Cadillo and I especially remember the emptiness of the village at night, when I could only vaguely see the faces I illuminated with my flashlight. I can still see the shiny metal bowl in which they used to bathe, and Jose, a neighbor who was missing several teeth because like most people in Cadillo, he lacks a toothbrush. 

These images still burn in my mind, but it was the people of Cadillo more than anything who opened my eyes to the importance of social justice. Before I met them it was just a concept I heard about a few times a year at church when a missionary would come to speak about the poor people in Africa or South America and explain why it was our duty to help them. These people were far removed. A small fraction of my weekly allowance, once a year, and I could remove them from my mind. After living for a week with a family in Cadillo, however, I understood for the first time that it was real people leading these lives. 

The family I stayed with there took me in as part of their family and gave me a taste of their life. I remember my Dominican father, Barilla’s face as he played guitar and how he laughed kindly when I struggled to play the chords he had taught me. I could feel the warmth and sincerity of my Dominican mother, Marsela, when she sat and talked with me about my home and family after a long day of work. And I will always remember how much fun I had playing catch or blowing bubbles with their two children, Jendi and Andisco. 

I will not forget the images I saw or the people I encountered. They made me realize that my work does not end with the school I helped build, the holes I helped dig, or the roads I helped widen. They showed me that there are real, wonderful people being treated unjustly and that I cannot sit back and let that happen. I cannot be silent when I know that people are getting rich off the coffee Barilla receives so little for. It is my responsibility to be active, to teach what I have learned, to fight injustices in my community and the world. 

I am not sure if I will ever visit Cadillo again but I do know that I can continue what I started there. I can tell people what I saw and spread awareness about injustice in the world. I can volunteer in my own community to help make changes at home and fundraise to aid third world countries. And tomorrow, after I wake up to the smell of fresh coffee, I can make a difference. 
College Admission Sample Essay #2

All eyes were focused on me. This was it. The tension had been building up to this point, and I knew there was no way out. I had gotten myself into this predicament, and I was the only one that could get myself out of it. There was nobody to turn to, for they were all waiting for my final move. I had never felt so alone, so isolated. 

I thumbed through my cards for the fourth consecutive time, and I could still not decide which one to throw. I glanced up from my cards and caught a glimpse of each player. I immediately felt the intensity of my brother's eyes glaring at me from across the table. He did not provide me with the support and reassurance I was looking for from my partner. I shifted my eyes to the right. My mother, having just discarded a five of clubs and seeing that it was of no use to me, was sipping coffee with a carefree grin of relief. Then I peered directly at the most intimidating canasta player I have ever encountered. Great Grandma Rose was calmly humming a tuneless tune which added to her enigma. As this crafty eighty-eight year old lady squinted at her cards through her bifocals, I knew that time was running out; I had to make my decision. The most obvious choice was to discard the king of spades for which I had no use, but I was afraid that she was waiting for this card. My alternative was to break up my meld and throw the six of clubs, a card which I felt somewhat safe in throwing. 

In the midst of my despair, great grandma delivered the final blow. She stopped humming and uttered these dreaded words: "It only hurts for a minute." 

She could not have dug a knife any deeper. My brother's eyes were flaring with tension, I had complete control over his fate, and I knew our team unity was riding on the outcome of my decision. I therefore decided to play defensively and throw the six of clubs. No sooner had my discard settled on top of the pile than my great grandmother's hand darted out to snatch up the stack of cards and my brother simultaneously belted out a scream. "The six of clubs? How could you throw the six of clubs!" 

I wanted to ask him if the king of spades would have been any better, but I knew a rebuttal was useless. I knew he would get over it soon enough, and like Grandma Rose says, "It only hurts for a minute!" 

After my great grandma laid down her meld and sorted her cards, the game continued (and so did her humming). Although we lost that particular hand, my brother and I miraculously came back to snatch victory from the jaws of defeat. As we reveled in our triumph (my brother had now forgiven me for discarding the six of clubs), I could not resist directing my newly acquired quote at our opponents, who were mulling over their defeat. "Well, I have only one thing to say." My smile was so big that I could feel my cheeks stretching. "It only hurts for a minute." 

Although my great grandmother had no intention of being profound, this quote actually embodies an important concept. Many people spend so much time worrying about the infinite possibilities that may result from any decision they make that they actually never make a decision at all. Although it is necessary to weigh the options and consider various viewpoints, excessive deliberation can often be detrimental. From personal experience, I have found it is usually better to think about the choices and come to a firm decision rather than to prolong the problem and perhaps create a new one by avoiding a commitment one way or the other. The best course of action is to make the wisest choice possible with the available information and then to make the most out of your initial decision. Even if in retrospect you see a better alternative, you can always pursue a new direction based on what you have learned through this experience. Surprisingly, what may at first appear to be failure may often spark an unforeseen success. I have learned not to let undue hesitation hinder my ability to take advantage of opportunities. After all, as my great grandmother so eloquently remarked during those heated canasta games, "It only hurts for a minute!"
College Admission Sample Essay #3

I want to learn to take risks. I want to change my attitude about taking chances. Assessing my academic and extracurricular achievements, I am proud of my accomplishments. I see myself as an open-minded, goal-oriented person who achieves and succeeds through hard work and determination. How much of that success is a result of staying on comfortable ground? 

I began wondering about the range of my abilities when I attended Northwestern University's Theater Arts Program last summer. The theme of the institute, announced by the director, was: "Dare to fail gloriously." This idea encouraged participants to take bold risks on the stage. Over time I applied this philosophy to my acting and my life. I began the Northwestern program as a quasi-accomplished actress with a hunger to absorb all I could about acting. I emerged not only a well-rounded thespian, but also a more secure person with a new outlook. I knew that there was something about my life that I wanted to change and could change. Now, as I approach college, I am committed to continuing successes and occasional glorious failures. 

The first day at Northwestern I was asked to choose among three subjects in technical theater, ranking them in order of preference. Set Design was my first choice, followed by Costumes, and finally Stage Lighting. Much to my dismay, I was assigned to the lighting crew. Though disappointed, I tried to stay open-minded. I knew nothing about lighting, but followed the slogan which kept repeating in my head: "Dare to fail…." 

By the third lighting session, I had discovered a new passion: I was eager to learn everything I could about lights. Having always been a performer who enjoyed the limelight, I had never realized the skill required to create it properly. In my free time I climbed the catwalks, memorized cues, circuited lamps, or changed gels. My competence was recognized when I was selected head light board operator for the final production of the summer. 

If the choice to study lighting had not been made for me, I would have missed an enriching opportunity. The experience taught me to take more risks, rather than to follow the most certain path to success. The exposure made me realize how limited my perspective had been in approaching new situations. The choice that was made for me, undesirable as it seemed at the outset, taught me to embrace new experiences and ideas. 

I believe that "the past is prologue." In college I will take more risks, convinced that the potential rewards outweigh my fear of failure. I have stopped trying to select a major, and am committed to studying in many academic disciplines before deciding on a field of concentration. 

Accepting the possibility of failure is a new concept for me. While I have had recognition for academics, performing arts, community service, and athletic achievements, perhaps I have missed some enriching experiences because my certainty of success was doubtful. I will not avoid such opportunities in the future since I am changing my philosophy of life: I am learning to take risks.
College Admission Sample Essay #4

PROMPT: In a maximum of 500 words, please describe a setback that you have faced.  How did you resolve it?  How did the outcome affect you?  If something similar happened in the future, how would you react?

From the earliest of my days, I have had a genetic predisposition for failure.  I was born left-handed. Through the years, this has created many problems for me.  First while eating, then in school, and eventually while driving, I have faced innumerable difficulties as a result of my dominant hand.  My handedness has always been quite a setback in my life, but I have learned to overcome it.  

My preference of using my left hand makes eating quite a fiasco.  I incur great difficulties preparing even the simplest of meals.  For example, if I choose to eat soup, I must first deal with opening the can.  While this may be a simple feat for a right-handed person, I can barely gather the strength and coordination the task demands of my right hand.  To crank the can opener again and again expends nearly all my energy.  Once I have prepared the meal, my eating difficulties are far from over.  Perhaps the most obvious left-handed inconvenience stems from where I sit at the table.  Should I sit to the right of a right-handed eater, we will undoubtedly spend the entire meal bumping elbows.  With all this stress, it is a wonder my handedness has not yet driven me to a life of solitary dining.  

School has also been difficult because of my handedness.  During elementary school, every time I wrote, I ended up with marks all over the side of my hand.  I cannot count the hours spent scrubbing pen and marker from my nearly raw hand.  If only I had been right-handed, I could have spent this time riding my bike or playing hopscotch, and thus had a much more enjoyable childhood.  My left-handed disadvantage in school did not disappear as I became older.  In chemistry class last year, the tiny desks unfolded from the right side of the chair.  This setup allowed the right-handed students a comfortable place to rest their elbows while taking notes about quantum mechanics.  My elbow, however, was left dangling in space, forcing me to put effort into holding it up if I wanted to continue writing.  Yet despite this adversity, I have managed to succeed in school.  

When I drive, the setup of the car guarantees increased difficulty for me.  First, I must use my incompetent right hand to turn the key in the ignition.  Should I succeed at this formidable task, I can begin to drive.  Eventually, the silence compels me to turn on the radio.  My untrained right hand gropes hopelessly for the buttons I need while I try to maintain focus on the road.  I trust the day is near when my car will careen into a ditch as a result of an attempt to change the radio station.  How I envy right handed drivers, who surely control their radios with ease.  Luckily, my car has an automatic transmission.  I can only imagine the horror that would befall me if my right hand were responsible for shifting gears.  Obviously, my left-hand dominance severely complicates driving.  

Even though left-handedness affects every aspect of my life, I have managed to lead a fulfilling life.  True, I have had to make adjustments, such as taking the utmost care to choose a seat at the dinner table.  But somehow, I have muddled through and become the person I am today.  The next time something like this happens, probably when I do not grow tall enough to reach the top shelf of my closet, I will react in a very similar way.  I will deal with what I am given and carry on with my life.  

College Admission Sample Essay #5
Family Ties
All eyes were focused on me. This was it. The tension had been building up to this point, and I knew there was no way out. I had gotten myself into this predicament, and I was the only one that could get myself out of it. There was nobody to turn to, for they were all waiting for my final move. I had never felt so alone, so isolated. 

I thumbed through my cards for the fourth consecutive time, and I could still not decide which one to throw. I glanced up from my cards and caught a glimpse of each player. I immediately felt the intensity of my brother's eyes glaring at me from across the table. He did not provide me with the support and reassurance I was looking for from my partner. I shifted my eyes to the right. My mother, having just discarded a five of clubs and seeing that it was of no use to me, was sipping coffee with a carefree grin of relief. Then I peered directly at the most intimidating canasta player I have ever encountered. Great Grandma Rose was calmly humming a tuneless tune which added to her enigma. As this crafty eighty-eight year old lady squinted at her cards through her bifocals, I knew that time was running out; I had to make my decision. The most obvious choice was to discard the king of spades for which I had no use, but I was afraid that she was waiting for this card. My alternative was to break up my meld and throw the six of clubs, a card which I felt somewhat safe in throwing. 

In the midst of my despair, great grandma delivered the final blow. She stopped humming and uttered these dreaded words: "It only hurts for a minute." 

She could not have dug a knife any deeper. My brother's eyes were flaring with tension, I had complete control over his fate, and I knew our team unity was riding on the outcome of my decision. I therefore decided to play defensively and throw the six of clubs. No sooner had my discard settled on top of the pile than my great grandmother's hand darted out to snatch up the stack of cards and my brother simultaneously belted out a scream. "The six of clubs? How could you throw the six of clubs!" 

I wanted to ask him if the king of spades would have been any better, but I knew a rebuttal was useless. I knew he would get over it soon enough, and like Grandma Rose says, "It only hurts for a minute!" 

After my great grandma laid down her meld and sorted her cards, the game continued (and so did her humming). Although we lost that particular hand, my brother and I miraculously came back to snatch victory from the jaws of defeat. As we reveled in our triumph (my brother had now forgiven me for discarding the six of clubs), I could not resist directing my newly acquired quote at our opponents, who were mulling over their defeat. "Well, I have only one thing to say." My smile was so big that I could feel my cheeks stretching. "It only hurts for a minute." 

Although my great grandmother had no intention of being profound, this quote actually embodies an important concept. Many people spend so much time worrying about the infinite possibilities that may result from any decision they make that they actually never make a decision at all. Although it is necessary to weigh the options and consider various viewpoints, excessive deliberation can often be detrimental. From personal experience, I have found it is usually better to think about the choices and come to a firm decision rather than to prolong the problem and perhaps create a new one by avoiding a commitment one way or the other. The best course of action is to make the wisest choice possible with the available information and then to make the most out of your initial decision. Even if in retrospect you see a better alternative, you can always pursue a new direction based on what you have learned through this experience. Surprisingly, what may at first appear to be failure may often spark an unforeseen success. I have learned not to let undue hesitation hinder my ability to take advantage of opportunities. After all, as my great grandmother so eloquently remarked during those heated canasta games, "It only hurts for a minute!"

College Admission Sample Essay #6
Lessons Learned, Setbacks and Successes
I want to learn to take risks. I want to change my attitude about taking chances. Assessing my academic and extracurricular achievements, I am proud of my accomplishments. I see myself as an open-minded, goal-oriented person who achieves and succeeds through hard work and determination. How much of that success is a result of staying on comfortable ground? 

I began wondering about the range of my abilities when I attended Northwestern University's Theater Arts Program last summer. The theme of the institute, announced by the director, was: "Dare to fail gloriously." This idea encouraged participants to take bold risks on the stage. Over time I applied this philosophy to my acting and my life. I began the Northwestern program as a quasi-accomplished actress with a hunger to absorb all I could about acting. I emerged not only a well-rounded thespian, but also a more secure person with a new outlook. I knew that there was something about my life that I wanted to change and could change. Now, as I approach college, I am committed to continuing successes and occasional glorious failures. 

The first day at Northwestern I was asked to choose among three subjects in technical theater, ranking them in order of preference. Set Design was my first choice, followed by Costumes, and finally Stage Lighting. Much to my dismay, I was assigned to the lighting crew. Though disappointed, I tried to stay open-minded. I knew nothing about lighting, but followed the slogan which kept repeating in my head: "Dare to fail…." 

By the third lighting session, I had discovered a new passion: I was eager to learn everything I could about lights. Having always been a performer who enjoyed the limelight, I had never realized the skill required to create it properly. In my free time I climbed the catwalks, memorized cues, circuited lamps, or changed gels. My competence was recognized when I was selected head light board operator for the final production of the summer. 

If the choice to study lighting had not been made for me, I would have missed an enriching opportunity. The experience taught me to take more risks, rather than to follow the most certain path to success. The exposure made me realize how limited my perspective had been in approaching new situations. The choice that was made for me, undesirable as it seemed at the outset, taught me to embrace new experiences and ideas. 

I believe that "the past is prologue." In college I will take more risks, convinced that the potential rewards outweigh my fear of failure. I have stopped trying to select a major, and am committed to studying in many academic disciplines before deciding on a field of concentration. 

Accepting the possibility of failure is a new concept for me. While I have had recognition for academics, performing arts, community service, and athletic achievements, perhaps I have missed some enriching experiences because my certainty of success was doubtful. I will not avoid such opportunities in the future since I am changing my philosophy of life: I am learning to take risks.
College Admission Sample Essay #7
I tighten my fists and narrow my eyes at the invisible enemy in front of me. The sweat drips from my face and soaks through my crisp white gi. I struggle to breathe as I have been taught - in through the nose and out through the mouth - and bounce to the music, anticipating the instructor’s shout. 

“Move!” 
My body springs into action. Backfist, reverse punch, front ball kick, hook, uppercut, double palm heel to the ribs. On the last strike I kiai with the rest of the students. Our yells fill the room, louder than the traffic outside and louder than the din from the stereo. The sound pounds inside my head. Drawing back, I assume the on-guard position. I am ready. 

Karate has been a part of my life since 1994. My mom had been encouraging me to take up martial arts ever since she realized that my tiny size would make me an easy target, but it wasn’t until seventh grade that I felt physically threatened and decided to sign up for karate classes. Although I no longer feel in danger at school, karate has not gone the way of figure skating, horseback riding, and piano. It has stayed with me and become a part of my identity. I have paid for my brown belt with sweat and occasionally blood, with anxiety before tests, and with hours of exertion and exhaustion. My training has given me the ability to defend myself, a necessity for a four-foot-ten, slightly built woman entering the twenty-first century. 

But karate has left me with more than aerobic and defensive abilities. Because of my physical limitations, defending against an attacker does not come easily to me. I cannot count the number of times I have been unable to evade the plastic knife wielded by my opponent or the number of bruises I have received from fists, feet, and knees. My aversion to failure and reluctance to trying unfamiliar things are obstacles I face in other aspects of my life, obstacles that my experience with karate has helped me to overcome. It has taught me that when you get knocked down, you get up again and keep fighting. Karate has boosted my confidence too. I have sparred with a professional body-builder, and there’s nothing like the rush I get from bringing a 200-pound man to the floor! 

As we kneel and meditate before each class, the teacher instructs us to clear our minds and leave our problems of work, school, and family outside the dojo. At first I don’t think it’s possible to, for an hour, avoid worrying about the freshmen I need to tutor, the science project that isn’t finished, or the 6:45 AM flight I need to catch for this weekend’s debate tournament. But somehow, every time, I forget these concerns. For one hour, I am only a karateka, a warrior. 
College Admission Sample Essay #8
My mama always says, “If the good Lord gives you lemons, cut ‘em in half and put ‘em in your bra where they’ll do you some good.” Rhetorically speaking, I think that’s pretty sound advice. Well, the good Lord gave me my height. All four feet and ten inches of it. Being a seventeen year old who can pass for a preteen does have its downsides. Having to stand on a box to see over the pulpit during my Bat Mitzvah was a bit of a pain. Finding clothes that fit and are not adorned with lace, frills, and dancing bunny rabbits is often a formidable task. Keeping myself from snapping at gas station attendants who repeatedly call me “little girl” takes considerable willpower. Despite these drawbacks, though, I have discovered that being vertically challenged has many advantages. 

Looking young provides financial benefits. Often, I am charged the children’s price at movie theaters and restaurants without even being asked my age. That seems fair; I don’t take up more room or eat more than your average twelve year old anyway. Besides, such discrepancies make up for all the times I have been barred from half the rides at amusement parks because I wasn’t as tall as the mark on the sign. 

Shortness can also have a liberating effect in the romantic arena. Unlike my taller peers, I will never have to worry about a guy being intimidated by my height, nor will I be tempted to slouch to make myself seem a more suitable dance partner. Finding a mate who’s taller than me and one who can carry me across a threshold are also non-issues. When I go out, I won’t be constrained to flats for fear that high heels will cause me to tower over my date. 

If I want to go into sports, I don’t have to be seven feet tall to be in demand. My slight build would make me an excellent jockey. As a coxswain, too, my size would be an attribute. Controlling a boat and shouting orders to the rowers has a rather appealing sound. 

There are also professions where smallness would be a virtue. I’m thinking espionage. Incognito, I would be invincible. Who would suspect a cute little girl with pigtails of being an international spy? No one would think to search my lunchbox for stolen documents. My size would also make me well suited to work with children, perhaps as a pediatrician or a children’s rights lawyer. I might be better able to secure cooperation and trust from my patients or clients because of my non-threatening stature. My ability to fit into small places would also be beneficial if I were a firefighter or a member of a rescue squad. 

As you can see, there are many advantages to being under five feet tall. Don’t feel sorry for me because I can’t reach the cereal box on the top shelf at the grocery store. Instead, be glad I know how to use my lemons. 

College Admission Sample Essay #9
The biggest shelf in my living room is stocked with upwards of two hundred boxes of band aids. Not just standard issue beige Johnson & Johnson, either - we’ve got silver glittery ones, glow in the dark ones, neon pink spongy ones, and waterproof ones, in every imaginable shape and size. Visitors to my apartment approach the shelf with cautious curiosity - they want to ask, but they’re afraid it’s personal, a medical thing. Does my family just get hurt a lot? “What are all those band aids... for?” the brave ones ask tentatively, and then recoil slightly, as if almost afraid of the answer. 

I shrug. “My mom uses them for her artwork,” I say casually, as though band aid art is something everyone’s mother does. When this is met with a blank stare, I show them my favorite piece, which uses band aids of the neon pink spongy variety and strange black gauzy tape, along with some oversized safety pins stuck through tiny plastic babies. Suddenly, there are more important questions than band aid related ones: “Where on earth,” asks the astonished visitor, “did she find those babies?” 

My mother has been doing weird artwork for my entire life, and when I was younger, I found myself explaining it a lot. There was a project revolving around jars of animal fat with action figures posed inside that proved especially difficult to justify. My mom saves everything - shoe polish, corn silk, the lint from our dryer - and every time she starts a new project, it’s like she is inventing a new medium. Frequent visitors consider it a given that there will always be some strange, alternative material laying around our apartment. Some even bring stuff to contribute: “Yeah, so like, I was gonna throw this out, but I thought your mom might like it...” 

Only recently have I begun to appreciate the effect that growing up around my mother and her artwork has had on me as an artist. When I was younger, I got caught up in the explanations - I was always trying to “normalize” her art, to make it seem like something all mothers did. But as soon as I stopped explaining and started really looking, I noticed something: my mother was making some really unique and amazing stuff. Though we don’t share a medium - she does collage and sculpture; I write, draw cartoons, and play music - for me, my mother has redefined everything about art: what I consider art, what I consider cool, how utterly unimportant it is to be considered “normal” and how vital it is to experiment, stretch boundaries, and view everything in life as material. I’ve always considered myself a creative person, but my mother has caused me to really think about what that means, and that, in turn, has changed both how and what I create. 

A case in point: one of the best poems I wrote last year is a sonnet called “Additional Topics in Trigonometry.” This poem was crafted out of atypical material (the verbal equivalent, perhaps, of band aids and plastic babies) and my writing process was not what it usually is. I wasn’t even trying to write a poem--I was just sitting at my desk, struggling with my math homework, trying to figure out the relationship between polar and rectangular form, and all of a sudden I started noticing all these great words. Limaçon. Leminscate. Cartioid. Cartesian Plane. They were all right there in my textbook, chapter nine, a chapter entitled “Additional Topics in Trigonometry.” 

In the Poetry class I was taking that term, we had just finished a unit on form and rhythm. Polar, Leminscate, Cartesian Plane--hey, that was pentameter!--and though I had no idea what a Leminscate actually was, it sure did sound cool. I gave up on the math homework and wrote a sonnet about Precalculus, leafing excitedly through my textbook for inspiration. Since that poem, I have started seeing the potential poem in everything, from math homework to the S.A.T.s, and I imagine this is how my mother sees the world--every scrap, every toy, every jar, every band aid--it’s all just a collage waiting to happen. 

My mother has taught me how to think outside the box, color outside the lines, however you want to put it - she’s shown me how to stick band aids on a piece of glass and blow people away. That idea is transferable to any medium, to any facet of creative life: band aids can be words, they can be pictures, they can be eighth notes in a solo. A visitor comes into my living room, asks cautiously, “What are all those band aids... for?” I know the answer now. 

No, we don’t just get hurt a lot. 

It’s art. 

College Admission Sample Essay #10
Words are the building blocks of thought. Words label, communicate, describe, explain, recount, instruct, and perform countless other tasks. The most crucial descriptive words in my life, though, are my nicknames. 

A nickname is not merely a proper noun—it functions best when it is also adjective, a concise characterization of a person given to them by the nick-namer. My given name, Laura, means a “wreath of laurel leaves.” That has nothing to do with my personality, because my parents did not have the benefit of a fully developed persona when deciding what to name me. My nicknames, however, have far more to say about me. 

For example, as my circle of friends includes two “Laura”s, I have been dubbed “Sharpie,” which was at first a distortion of my last name (Shapiro). This is not merely a means of differentiation. While the suffix “ie” tends to convey closeness and affection, “sharp” can refer to wit, expertise (as in “sharp-shooter”), and astuteness. The underlying suggestion, however, is Sharpie™ brand markers, which are permanent, versatile, and come in a variety of whimsical colors and styles. 

I like to think that I share those characteristics with my namesake pen. I am permanent in my loyalties, both in personal and community relations: besides being a loyal friend, I am also committed to my political beliefs and volunteer online to alleviate the anguish of being born half a year too late to vote in November. I am versatile in my interests and activities: my dream future involves practicing no less than six professions at once, including novelist, film director, professor of linguistics, sketch comic, stage manageress, and political pundit. And, of course, I am whimsical in my behaviors, in a deliberate attempt to get people to laugh. 

Another example of an appropriate nickname comes from my mother, who lovingly calls me “Lambie.” She started this custom when I was an infant after singing me the show tune lullaby called “Little Lamb” (from Gypsy), but now agrees that it was more descriptive than she had originally anticipated. In fact, my middle name, Rachel, actually does mean lamb, though my parents claim to have been ignorant of that at the time. My parents describe me as “sweet, sensitive, cautious, shy, and soft.” I concur, as I am sensitive to and perceptive of others’ emotions and thoughts, cautious about the effects of my actions, and shy around new people.

In the end, the nick-namer with the clearest understanding of my self was, inevitably, me. At the tender age of nine I chose “bookcat” as my cyberspace handle, thinking “I like both books and cats a lot.” I still do like both books and cats, but at the time I did not understand how much my love for the former would describe my essence. I have carried a book in my pocket since I could read, and will frequently reread them. Books, in the end, are artfully-put-together collections of words—compelling, provocative, captivating, informative, empowering. The words in a book impart knowledge and create experience; they deserve to be well chosen. 

Wherever my life may take me I know that I want to make the world safe for word-lovers. I aim to select my words with precision; I hope to one day be a writer myself. But first—can anyone think of a good pen name?

College Admission Sample Essay #11
In summer 2003, my aunt suggested I deliver babies. That was what volunteering at her small town hospital in Bharatpur, Nepal meant to me anyway. The more she insisted, the more frustrated I became, fearing what I felt would be another one of my parents’ ways for me to build character. My aunt, on the other hand, was determined to show me otherwise and literally dragged me to her work on a rickshaw. Throughout the ride, I did not hold back my aggravation. After all, what did I know about small time hospitals? 

Nevertheless, I had certain expectations of the well-known hospital before entering. I pictured succeeding red-bricked buildings with tidy carpeted rooms and people arriving in cars for minor checkups. I imagined how in each room a doctor with a white lab coat and a stethoscope around his/her neck would be consulting individual patients. 

However, the very moment the rickshaw slid through the gate, my naïve conceptions dissolved into disease, disorder, and destitution, the truth of what was in front of me. Hesitating to get out of the rickshaw and stepping into a foreign world that was threatening to suppress my innocence, I closed my eyes. I closed my eyes to the make-shift wooden stretchers carrying frail men and women stomaching their inevitable deaths; I closed my eyes to a young girl with a tattered school uniform and undone ribbons leading a blind woman by the hand; I closed my eyes to the sorry, languishing environment that I did not want to be a part of.  

My astonishment peaked when entering the maternity ward. In what I considered a room fit for two patients, there were fifteen women sprawled in rusting metal-framed beds and sheets on the floor. In the little gaps about the room were green plastic pans where the women would uncomfortably station themselves to urinate and vomit in. I immediately imagined all of these women in nice comfortable beds in their own separate rooms which was the way my mom had given birth to my younger brother in New York. 

The longer I stayed in the hospital, the more I wanted to reach out to these people. Although the hospital had initially been a place I was reluctant to even see, I ended up visiting everyday that week even if merely to speak to the patients. It was because of this day that I finally understood why my aunt refuses better paying jobs abroad. Her strong conviction of returning to her native land and using her education to help her own people has filtered into me. Before this event, I had always planned on living in New York and indulging in its luxuries. Now, however, the prospect of going back to my country and living among a community I can lend a hand to is much more appealing. At the end of the day, I was very thankful that my aunt had pushed me into an experience I now consider a crossroad in my life.
College Admission Sample Essay #12
I wake up every morning to its rich scent. My parents cannot start the day with out it. I often wait in line and pay $3.85 to buy it. The senior lodge at my school is littered with empty Starbucks cups containing only the remnants of skim lattes and mocha frapuccinos. Coffee is a staple of American life that many take for granted, but few take the time to think about how they get it. 

In the rural village of Cadillo in the Dominican Republic, the people’s livelihood depends on coffee. Rows of green coffee plants line steep hills and scatter the countryside. The people there pick and sell the coffee beans but receive little profit for their hard work. 

During the week I spent in Cadillo, I witnessed the poverty these coffee farmers endure. Their homes are small and dark, furnished with only a few wooden chairs, a table and a few beds. There is no electricity in Cadillo and I especially remember the emptiness of the village at night, when I could only vaguely see the faces I illuminated with my flashlight. I can still see the shiny metal bowl in which they used to bathe, and Jose, a neighbor who was missing several teeth because like most people in Cadillo, he lacks a toothbrush. 

These images still burn in my mind, but it was the people of Cadillo more than anything who opened my eyes to the importance of social justice. Before I met them it was just a concept I heard about a few times a year at church when a missionary would come to speak about the poor people in Africa or South America and explain why it was our duty to help them. These people were far removed. A small fraction of my weekly allowance, once a year, and I could remove them from my mind. After living for a week with a family in Cadillo, however, I understood for the first time that it was real people leading these lives. 

The family I stayed with there took me in as part of their family and gave me a taste of their life. I remember my Dominican father, Barilla’s face as he played guitar and how he laughed kindly when I struggled to play the chords he had taught me. I could feel the warmth and sincerity of my Dominican mother, Marsela, when she sat and talked with me about my home and family after a long day of work. And I will always remember how much fun I had playing catch or blowing bubbles with their two children, Jendi and Andisco. 

I will not forget the images I saw or the people I encountered. They made me realize that my work does not end with the school I helped build, the holes I helped dig, or the roads I helped widen. They showed me that there are real, wonderful people being treated unjustly and that I cannot sit back and let that happen. I cannot be silent when I know that people are getting rich off the coffee Barilla receives so little for. It is my responsibility to be active, to teach what I have learned, to fight injustices in my community and the world. 

I am not sure if I will ever visit Cadillo again but I do know that I can continue what I started there. I can tell people what I saw and spread awareness about injustice in the world. I can volunteer in my own community to help make changes at home and fundraise to aid third world countries. And tomorrow, after I wake up to the smell of fresh coffee, I can make a difference. 
