The following S. FL. essays
are arranged first showing
the original draft then the
final draft before final
grammar editing. Please use
these real student essays to
get a better idea of how
creative you can be when
sharing who you really are.
Plan using 2-4wks.
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SAMPLE College App Essays!
Affordable College Solutions!
Mr. Alberto!
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Step 1. Vomit your 1st draft.
Write anything you can think of.!
Step 2. Have someone else
read it and find 3 things that
catch his or her attention.!
Step 3. Build out the 3 items.!
Step 4. After a couple days,
add or subtract info and final
draft it.!
Step 5. Grammar check it.

HARVARD FIRST DRAFT

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.
This student really tried to write a perfect 1st draft to “get it out of the way”

“Pick it up, Jew.”
Were they talking to me?
Then I saw it: two pennies thrown at my feet, accompanied by the laughter of two immature
schoolboys. My best friend Sarai, being her usual cool and content self, looped her arm into mine and
directed me towards the bathroom. But, for what, my eyeliner remained perfectly intact, and I
certainly was not intimidated by those boys’ actions.

!

I’ve always been proud of my heritage: proud of my grandmother, who, at 15, (literally) walked across
the Syrian mountains to escape persecution, my great-uncle, head of the dwindling Syrian Jewish
community in Damascus, Salomon Cameo, a Mexican relative, who works for the United Nations, and on
my mother’s side: physicist and Nobel laureate, I.I. Rabi.
When I was a young girl, I promised my Saba (grandfather), an Auschwitz survivor, I would never buy
Mercedes- Benz products.

!
!
!

And, yet somehow…
It was being friends with Sarai that felt like driving 200mph down I-95.
I watched as she adjusted her hijab in the mirror.
Although Sarai’s a Palestinian Muslim and I’m an Israeli Jew, we are one and the same. Two crazy, cat
lovers, we bond over running, blogging, and designing henna tattoos. We aren’t meant to be friends or
at least that’s what we’ve both been taught. When I see YouTube videos of Palestinians chanting “Hitler
was right,” I think of Sarai and I wonder if she, too, when watching propaganda, thinks of me…

!
!

I cannot have a hardened heart.
Through my unusual friendship with Sarai, I’ve learned about Islamic culture, but most importantly I’ve
learned the importance of learning from different people: people with different backgrounds, talents,
and experiences.

!

Today, aiming to promote coexistence, I host Muslim, Jewish, Middle-eastern get-togethers at my
house, educating my classmates (and maybe even my parents). The friendship has not only opened my
mind and my world up to other cultures and ideas, as I have since attended a Songkran festival at a
Buddhist temple and am attempting to learn Standard Thai, but has forced me to look in the mirror and
reevaluate my personal views and upbringing, and to truly understand the concepts of perspective and
foresight—important skills for any future conscientious doctor or engineer. 392 words
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HARVARD SHREDDED DRAFT

She asked me what I thought of her 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. "

!

Finally, I have time to jot down the thoughts that immediately come to my mind when I
read essays with the eyes of an admissions officer:"

!
“Pick it up, Jew.” Good attention-grabber
!
Were they talking to me?
!

Then I saw it (or them?): two pennies thrown at my feet, accompanied by the laughter of two
immature schoolboys. My best friend Sarai, being her usual cool and content self, looped her
arm into mine and directed me towards the bathroom. (If cool and content, the action to
head to bathroom seems contrary to cool and content? If you were going to add more about
how she felt, perhaps it would work better) But, for what, my eyeliner remained perfectly
intact, and I certainly was not intimidated by those boys’ actions (if you flip the actions, the
intact eyeliner pops - you didn’t cry - you were definitely unfazed; a female reader would
smile reading this line/a male reader might get it)

!

(this paragraph raises more questions than it relates supporting statements; here’s where you
want to create a bond with your reader) I’ve always been proud of my heritage: proud (if you
want to use “proud” again here, use it to commence each intro/ it will emphasize your pride)
of my grandmother, who, at 15, (literally) (do you mean to keep “literally”/ unnecessary kinda shows immaturity) walked across the Syrian mountains to escape persecution (from
whom), my great-uncle (name), head of the dwindling Syrian Jewish community in Damascus,
Salomon Cameo, a Mexican relative, who works for the United Nations (in what capacity), and
on my mother’s side: physicist and Nobel laureate, I.I. Rabi (a Harvard reader would know
Rabi, but the average admissions officer would likely not; first, last is good here; mention his
involvement with MRI).
When I was a young girl, I promised my Saba (grandfather), an Auschwitz survivor, I would
never buy Mercedes- Benz products. (this conveys loyalty, commitment, but possibly also
pride in not buying MBs)

!

And, yet somehow…
It (what is “it” referring to) was being friends with Sarai that felt like driving a [INSERT CAR]
(mentioning specific brand causes distraction from your point) 200mph down I-95 (some
readers might be unaware of I-95 - you might appear geo-centric (but, I don’t know to which
schools you’re applying - if all east coast, then it could work).

!

I watched as she adjusted her hijab in the mirror. (so much can be derived from this image:
did she look at you? did your eyes meet? what was the communication? adjusting conveys
fidgeting nervousness, but I assume she wasn’t nervous because you mentioned she’s usually
cool and content - but was she here? You leave the reader hanging)

!

Although Sarai’s a Palestinian Muslim and I’m an Israeli Jew, we are one and the same (you
follow with how, but, early on, you kinda allude that you are the cooler and more content
between you two). Two crazy, cat lovers, we bond over running, blogging, and designing
henna tattoos. We aren’t meant to be friends or at least that’s what we’ve both been taught.
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When I see (this sounds like you search for these types of videos/ or are you mentioning a
time that you cane across one from an event that took place) YouTube videos of Palestinians
chanting “Hitler was right,” I think of Sarai and I wonder if she, too, when watching (this one
or any) propaganda, thinks of me (reader forced to wonder, too, if you would think of her if
she came across “Mohammed is dead” videos…

!
I cannot have a hardened heart.
!

Through my unusual friendship with Sarai, I’ve learned about Islamic culture, but most
importantly I’ve learned the importance of learning from different people: people with
different backgrounds, talents, and experiences (if your reader has German ancestry, he or
she would wonder if you still feel the same about MBs - remember the reader might get why
you made the promise to your grandfather at a young age, but you’re conveying a sort of
coming-of-age understanding - what is your position now on MBs?)

!

(sorta disconnected direction) Today, aiming to promote coexistence, I host Muslim, Jewish,
Middle-eastern get-togethers at my house, educating my classmates (and maybe even my
parents). The friendship has not only opened my mind and my world up to other cultures and
ideas, as I have since attended a Songkran festival at a Buddhist temple and am attempting to
learn Standard Thai, but has forced me to look in the mirror and reevaluate my personal
views and upbringing, and to truly understand the concepts of perspective and foresight—
important skills for any future conscientious doctor or engineer.

!
!
!
!

786-877-7231

AffordableCollegeSolutions.com

786-877-7231

!
!
!
“Pick it up, Jew.”
!
!

HARVARD FINAL DRAFT
After some tweaking by her, it’s solid

Were they talking to me?
Then I heard them: the dull, muted sounds of two pennies making contact on concrete accompanied by
the laughter of two young schoolboys. My best friend Sarai quickly looped her arm into mine and
directed me towards the bathroom. But, for what? I certainly was not intimidated by the boys’ actions,
and my eyeliner remained perfectly intact.

!

I’ve always been proud of my heritage. At 15, my grandmother walked across the Syrian mountains to
escape persecution from WWII German military; my great-uncle, Albert Brooks, was head of the
dwindling Syrian Jewish community in Damascus the 1940s and 50s; Salomon Mineo, a Mexican relative,
is currently a systems analyst for the United Nations’ IT division; and on my mother’s side, Isidor Isaac
Rabi was a world renown physicist, Nobel laureate, and magnetic resonance imaging (MRI) pioneer. As a
very young girl, I even promised my Baba (grandfather), an Auschwitz survi

!

vor, that I would never buy Mercedes-Benz products because of the company’s involvement in WWII
atrocities. My pride helped me remain even-tempered with most uncomfortable situations while
growing up.

!

I watched as Sarai (patiently or nervously) adjusted her hijab in the bathroom mirror. A quick glance of
our staid reflections betrayed our inner feelings. Our friendship inconveniently disrupts the status quo
like illegally driving at 200mph on a highway. Sarai is a Palestinian Muslim, and I’m an Israeli Jew - but,
we are one and the same. We are simply two crazy, cat lovers who bond over running, blogging, and
designing henna tattoos. We’ve both been taught that we aren’t supposed to be friends. Some even
believe our heritage requires enmity as a forgone conclusion, but I believe a hardened heart cannot
coexist with a conscience.

!

Through my unusual friendship with Sarai, I’ve learned about Islamic culture, but, most importantly,
I’ve learned the importance of experiencing people of different backgrounds and their talents. Hosted
Muslim-Jewish and Middle-eastern get-togethers at my house have educated my classmates and,
perhaps, their parents about friendships that can open the mind and encourage a more understanding
world, even with its seemingly vast esoteric cultures and ideas. My breakthrough occurred at a
Songkran festival held at a local Buddhist temple. An immersion into a celebrated world of a different
culture forced me to closely look into my mirror and reevaluate personal views and upbringing. Did I
truly own my personal perspective and foresight, or were they borrowed?

!

When I saw a YouTube video of Palestinians chanting “Hitler was right,” I thought of Sarai and
wondered if she, too, when encountering propaganda, thought of me. She’d certainly know that I
would entirely dismiss those misdirected actions as I would the sound of pennies striking the ground I
walk on. As a form of direct action to invalidate those of hate through anger, I prefer the selected
absence of my voice as a disruptive rebuttal to render moot the jeers of antagonists or even those of
an automobile manufacturer associated with historically egregious actions. I have the choice of either
accepting perceived worthlessness or nurturing my inherent value. I now know that ignorance begs for
education, but shared anger only renders both sides of an issue worthless. 542 words
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NYU FIRST DRAFT

Some students have a background, identity, interest, or talent that is so meaningful they believe
their application would be incomplete without it. If this sounds like you, then please share your
story.

!!
!!
!

She wanted me to see if her essay sounded too “generic”

“Class, this is Marlena, and she will be joining the class for the rest of the year”!
Then I saw them, a pair of eyes staring back at me; a boy who looked liked me, same olive color skin,
dark chocolate hair, and glare of innocence in his eyes. He was familiar, yet he was strange. He was not
like me, he was like them. I looked around, trying to find something I can hold on to, something that could
keep up. I keep staring at the expressionless faces that stared right back at me. A strange feeling began
to settle in, I was unwanted, ignored, an alien, an immigrant…!

!

Everyone should know where they belong, I know I did. I was a girl that knew how to dream, but what
happens when the dream becomes a reality? As a 7 year l knew better to dream than to face reality.
Growing up was hard, especially without my mother and father to guide me. My Father was never around,
he has always been a stranger in my life. My mother left me with my grandparents, she did this in order to
provide me with a better life. She moved to the “la tierra don de los sueños se hacen realidad” to look for
better opportunities. As an undocumented immigrant she had to work the unwanted jobs. !
Growing up was a struggle, people would stare at because I didn't have my parents. Which personally it
didn't bother me, I knew I had to stay true to myself and embrace the reality. !

!

My family has always been part of my life, they have always been there for me. !
Every Christmas my life was filled with joy and happiness, especially the Christmas of 2007. That was
the year I was finally able to visit my mom in the other side. I can remember the day like it was yesterday.
My grandma dragged me out of the airplane, I was so fascinated with the mystery of the flying machine. I
remembered looking backed to what was once known for me as the impossible. I remember my mother’s
caring eyes staring right at me as I observed “la tierra de los sueños”!

!

As weeks passed, it was time for me to go back to my native country. I knew I was not welcomed here,
but my mom made me stay. As a 7 year old, the sudden change was frustrating. I struggled adapting to
the civilized life of what was known to be America. The culture, language, and environment is completely
different to what I was accustomed to.!
My first day of school was terrifying, it was a challenge for me to communicate with people, and to
understand them. Most kids looked at me strangely, they did not understand me. I was identified as an
alien. For them my citizenship did not matter, I was still the immigrant. I was still considered “different.”
Coming from a big family and friends made it harder for me to understand the isolation that I felt just
being here with my mom. I knew I had it harder than the other kids, I had to strive harder to achieve
greatness . My language barrier did not stop me, I worked harder and achieved success in advanced
level classes. Thinking back, I would've never thought a girl from a small country in South America could
achieve what I have achieved today. Many immigrants have face the same struggles that I have faced as
a first generation immigrant. Many people might of judged me but that's what makes me unique. I now
know I can conquer the hardships that may cross my path. My background and my identity has shaped
who I am today, and I'm proud for staying to true to my nationality as an Ecuadorian and reaching what
for me seemed the impossible, a citizen of the United States of America.
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After some digging in the NYU site, she tweaked and wound up with a solid essay

Notes from NYU site:

!

At the School of Engineering, academics are focused on cultivating students’ research, thinking and
problem-solving skills so that they can be members of such teams. Our rigorous coursework is built on
the fundamentals; hands-on projects promote active learning. Freedom to experiment with new solutions
and unconventional approaches allows students to enter their profession or go on to an advanced degree
program with confidence and unmatched experience.
The Silver School of Social Work educates future leaders with the analytic and human relations skills
necessary to create positive change in the domains of education, healthcare, human rights, policy, law,
human services, and other fields. Through direct engagement with the most pressing social problems in
today's complex urban environments, social work combines service, research, and scholarship to
advance the cause of social justice and promote the ideals of a humane society.

!
!

NYU FINAL DRAFT

“Class? This is Marlena, and she will be joining us for the rest of the year…”
Then I saw them. A pair of eyes staring back at me. He looked liked me - same olive colored skin, dark
chocolate hair, and innocent glare in his eyes. He certainly was familiar, yet so strange. He wasn’t like
me; he was like them. I looked around for someone to could hold on to, someone to hold me up. I tried
but kept encountering expressionless faces staring back. A foreboding settled in me. I was unwanted,
ignored, an alien, an immigrant.

!
!

“She’s from Equador and hardly speaks any English.”
My grandma would say that everyone should know where they belong. At 7 years of age, I knew I did. I
felt people stared at me because my parents were always “working” or because my “mother” looked too
old. However, the stares didn't bother me; even at 7 I knew my truth and embraced its reality. My mother
left me with my grandma in order to one day provide a better life in what our neighbors would call “la tierra
donde los sueños se hacen realidad” - the hope of a better opportunity. But those dreams came with
“unwanted” jobs, some of which she still refuses to share with me. I knew how to dream, but unlike my
mom, I never expected to realize mine. I belonged with my grandmother helping her pick vegetables at
the small market, remove dust from the floor, clothes-pin washed clothing, and laugh along during short
stories at bedtime. The “tierra” where my mom was seemed so far away.

!

It was Christmas 2007 when my grandma dragged me out of the airplane. I was so fascinated with the
mystery of the impossible flying machine I’d seen high up in the coulds when I played with friends in
Equador. Only this time, I stepped off of one, and it had magical folding tray-tables! When the new
outdoor air hit my senses, I saw my mother’s familiar caring eyes staring right back at mine. There I saw
her “la tierra de los sueños” - her dream had just come true.

!

The American life - its culture, language, and environment was completely different from what I was
accustomed to in Equador, but now its mine. From my terrifying first day of school in America to giggling
with friends over SAT questions, from “awaiting citizenship” to proudly saying “citizen”, from overcoming
the language barrier to completing my college application alongside my mom, I’ve learned to overcome
fears and realize dreams by embracing challenges. I long to share my views and ambitions with those at
NYU who are as curious as I am to persue, discover, examine, and engage in the ideals of a humane
society, particularly those that involve pressing environmental concerns. When I recently looked into the
eyes of some of your faculty, I noticed direction and experience - foundations upon which I plan to help
build our future. 494 words

786-877-7231

AffordableCollegeSolutions.com

786-877-7231

This student vomited but couldn’t help trying to make it “perfect”
GEORGETOWN FIRST DRAFT

!
!!

As Georgetown is a diverse community, the Admissions Committee would like to know more about you!
in your own words. Please submit a brief essay, either personal or creative, which you feel best describes you

Everyone can recall that one child who would always cry when his/her parents dropped him/her
off somewhere. Every event, whether it be each morning at summer camp or almost every morning at
school until first grade, a flood of tears and a storm of screams were sure to follow the arrival of this child.
Well, that child was me. The counselors, teachers, and even the principal had a special seat for me next
to their desks until I would calm down. Kids my age were scary creatures that I did not want to meet
without hiding behind my mother’s leg. My parents, in my adolescent mind, were super heroes and
without them I wasn’t Cristina, the shining star, which I later found out for myself is false in every way
through my personal growth as a young woman.

!

Although I was a timid little girl, my mind did not lack the slightest bit of creativity in my grand

escapes. The second I would figure out that I would be dropped off somewhere to “have fun,” the wheels
in my juvenile brain started turning. My lungs would prepare for my deafening shrieks and my eyes were
set to cry once the car door was open. I had my act down pact, if I do say so myself. “Stomach aches”
were specifically reserved for those horrid summer camp activities such as kickball or field day, yet school
experiences differed. I actually loved, and still do love, the concept of learning; therefore school is
considered a happy place. The hardest battle each morning was just entering the door of my classroom,
but once I took that step, my day was full of adventures I couldn’t wait to tell my family.

!

In my opinion, the most difficult part of a new experience is taking the first step. The first step is
similar to jumping off a diving board into the pool. Sometimes being up there, that person needs a little
push to realize it isn’t so scary after all. The push I was given gradually opened a door to a whole new
world to me. This new world of high school held an array of new experiences from traveling to the nation’s
capitol to serving as the sole school representative at a leadership conference. All these encounters
presented me with the wakeup call I needed. My fear of not being good enough was erroneous. I wasn’t
prepared for the power I held within to develop into my own person; a strong young woman who could
take the leap and soar above the clouds. I flourished with the opportunities at hand, and I just couldn’t
deny the journey of something new.

!

In retrospect, these new experiences, although originally frightening, helped me break out of my
cocoon of comfort. Once broken, there was nothing holding me back because I had learned so much by
standing on my own two feet. I was given two feet for a reason; this reason was to run and climb and, at
times, fall. My falls didn’t define the rest of the journey but rather built my character. So, who am I? I am a
young woman growing through new experiences while looking at my past experiences. I am my past
failures and successes. I am my present knowledge, and my future goals. I am Kristina. 557 words

!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
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After some re-arrangments and tightening up, she nailed it

!
!

!

GEORGETOWN FINAL DRAFT

“Calm down. Calm down. It’s okay.”
No matter where it was - summer camp, kindergarten, or first grade - a flood of tears and a storm of
screams would soon follow my daily arrival. My dramatic display would occur so often that teachers,
counselors, and even principals had a special seat for me right next to their desks to help me calm down.
I’d developed a routine: notice the anxious anticipation on everyone’s faces, sense my mother’s exit after
drop-off, and then panic. In my adolescent mind, my parents were superheroes who possessed protective
legs that would keep the scary-looking kids at bay until I was peeled away one arm at a time. Without my
parents, I felt alone and no longer their “estrellita,” or shining star; I was no longer Cristina.

!

Although I seemed timid, my mind raced to create grand escape plans. After having failed many attempts
to derail drop-offs with deafening shrieks and hours of driveling, I would sabotage activites like kickball or
field day through Academy Award-winning stomach aches, hoping to find my way back to my parents. But
as each day passed, my determination ebbed and my curiosity grew through learning. I couldn’t wait to
share new adventures and discoveries with my family. I could now hear the bees buzzing around the
flower beds at camp, smell the sticky white glue used in art class, and taste the graham crackers during
snack time.

!
!

But I could still hear that voice telling me to calm down.
The most difficult part of a new experience for me was taking my first step. The first step for me is similar
to jumping off a diving board and into a pool. Sometimes being up there, I need a little push to realize it
isn’t so scary after all. The push I was given gradually opened a door to a whole new world to me. High
school held an array of new experiences from traveling to the nation’s capitol to serving as the sole
school representative at a Young Latina Leadership Conference in Baltimore, Maryland. All of these
encounters presented me with the wakeup call I needed. My fear of not being good enough was
erroneous. I wasn’t prepared for the power I held within to develop into my own person, a strong young
woman who could leap and soar above winds.

!

I flourish when given opportunities because I just can’t deny the journey in something new. I do admit to
falling, my falls don’t define the rest of my journey. Rather, they build my character. So, who am I? I am a
young woman who loves to grow through new experiences while sharing my past experiences. I am my
past failures and successes. I am my present knowledge, my current ambition, and my future goals. I am
Kristina. 484 words

!
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UF FIRST DRAFT

A mom meant well but got (a little too) involved in her son’s essay

We often hear the phrase “the good life.” In fact, the University of Florida’s common course required of all
undergraduate students is titled “What is the Good Life?. The concept of “the good life” can be interpreted in
many different ways depending upon the experiences, values and aspirations of each individual.
In a concise narrative, describe your notion of “the good life.” How will your undergraduate experience at the
University of Florida prepare you to live “the good life”?"

There are many interpretations of a good life. Having meaningful relationships, living
each day to the fullest and appreciating my family and friends to me is the definition of a good
life. These are the essentials I have lived by and feel I would achieve through my undergraduate
experience at the University of Florida.!
!
Eight years ago I went through the most traumatic experience in my young life. My
grandmother who lived with me and my family for years was not at home, which was not
common. I thought “what happened?”, “where is she?” Daily we played games and enjoyed
long talks and just being together. I knew something was terribly wrong. She suddenly had
taken ill and had been transported to the hospital. Hours felt like days. Finally my parents came
home and told me what was happening. My grandmother was diagnosed with bone cancer and
was in extreme pain. The prognoses was bad, she had only a few months to live. She was
never coming home but even worse she was in pain. I called her every day and we spoke about
the day’s events and even watched television together over the phone. I went to visit her in the
hospital a few times a week. We played cards and had dinner together. She was eventually
transferred to a nursing home. What I witnessed there saddened me. Elderly people in
wheelchairs were just sitting in the hallways with the saddest expressions on their faces. Where
were their families? I knew then that I would not let that happen to my grandmother. I continued
visiting as I did when she was in the hospital. I made the most of every moment with her. I made
sure to let her know how much I truly appreciated her and valued each day and the time we had
left. The last day of school that year was the last day of her life. My father brought me to the
nursing home. My grandmother was just lying there, she had not moved all day. She was barely
alive, and my family would not leave her during her final hours. I bent over and kissed her and
told her how much I loved her. When I turned to leave all of a sudden she sat up, opened her
eyes and waived to me. I waved back and blew her a kiss. Moments later she passed away. !
!
As I reflect back on my relationship with my grandmother I remember her telling me what
she felt constituted a good life. She always said “Dylan, life is short with limited opportunities,
make sure you pursue your dreams and never settle for second best”. My dream has always
been to follow in my uncle and cousin’s footsteps and become a Florida Gator. I know being
with friends who are currently enrolled at UF, living each day to the fullest and appreciating the
new relationships I form will prepare me to live what I consider a good life. 499 words
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UF FINAL DRAFT

So I talked with son and broke down his own story. Now, it’s his own

Where’s Grandma?"!
We’d run to my house, throw down our books, and dive into what my grandmother called “a special
snack” - a slice of just-baked apple pie, a scoop of extra cheesy mac and cheese, or even spicy minikabobs. The aroma alone made the driest of mouths water. “You kids eat well to get your homework done
well,” she’d remind. As we’d talk about our day and do homework, she’d continue to make that night's
dinner and keep us “on track” before my mom and dad would come home. She’d hug each friend before
saying goodbye. “You take care and see you tomorrow.”!
"Learn what you want to learn and form your own opinions, but don’t forget - you’re no better than the one
standing beside you.”!
After Bar Mitzvah schooling, I attended Hebrew school, which broadened my perspective regarding views
and opinions of other cultures and their religions. At times, my newfound fascination would be challenged
by my Rabbi who would repeatedly state that as Jews “we are the chosen ones.” Unable to fully accept
dogma my questions would sometimes be met by a frown or two, yet we’d eventually forge a mutual
respect for each other.!
“Do you know what the greatest gift is? Sharing your time with someone. Time is gold, so share it.”!
Sharing my time with the Special Olympics opened my eyes to a world distinct from mine. I quickly
became aware of simple tasks I’d taken for granted like shoelace tying or hand holding. Every olympian's
smile and laugh encouraged me to view my world as one filled with possibilities rather than one filled with
hardships.!
Runnin into my house after school one day, alone for a change, I found my parents at home. Strange, I
thought. I knew by their expressions something was wrong. "Grandma has cancer and is in the hospital."
I visited or called daily to update her about my friends and the day’s events. We’d even watch The
Golden Girls while on the phone. Eventually, she was transferred to a nursing home where I saw too
many grandparents with sorrow filled eyes. But not mine - I made sure she knew she was loved and not
alone.!
Although I no longer rumble with anticipation into my house after school with friends in tow, I can still
sense my grandmother’s smile on their faces, the challenges of my beliefs, the disruptions of my self
perception, and the discoveries made while sharing my time with others. Rather than sulk, I've grown to
channel my spirit to further my education and help the less fortunate through my gained wisdom. I
envision being surrounded by ambitious, yet humble, students, and demanding, yet nurturing, professors
each imbued with the spirit of excellence found within UF’s Institute on Aging. I desire to share in the
characteristics that embody the Intitute’s mission satatement, in particular its dedication to the
independence and quality of life of older adults. 490 words
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FSU VOMITTED FIRST DRAFT

!!
Florida State University is more than just a world-class academic institution preparing you for a future
This is what “vomiting” your 1st draft looks like - a rambling, jumbling, funky mess…excellent!

career. We are a caring community of well-rounded individuals who embrace leadership, learning,
service, and global awareness. With this in mind, which of these characteristics appeals most to you, and
why?

!

Leadership, learning, service, and global awareness all appeal most to me because I believe you need all
four of these characteristics to attend the Florida State University. Leadership within students is important
because it individualizes everyone from one another. It shows that they have the authority to reflect
responsibility, intelligence and discipline among others. I am one of two people in my school to be a
member of Student Government for all 3 years. I am First Vice president of my senior class. With that, I
have learned to direct my positive reinforcement among other students to achieve their goals and be
proud of whom they are. Embracing leadership within FSU shows that students can embrace being an
individual and leading others to do abundant things. Learning is a main factor of being academic and
preparing to assist students in a future career. Learning shows that you are able to reflect on the specific
subjects taught to you as well as the characteristics to live your life. You learn something new every day.
Within every problem there is a solution. With that, all things that happen in your life reflect the decisions
you will make later on. Learning what not to do shows you the right thing to do. Learning is needed
amongst FSU because if you don’t learn what you need to know, you can’t move on to be an individual
and live in the real world. I have learned within my life that some things are more important than others as
well as learning my lesson from the wrong things to know to either try again or embrace in better
decisions. Service shows that students care. If the service is within people, animals, the environment, or
more, it reveals that they are willing to lend a hand when something or someone is in need. At the
moment, I have 417 service hours recorded. I was a camp counselor to little kids for 2 summers in a row
and I am a part of an organization called Key club that plans and creates service projects. Service among
the Florida State University is important because it shows that students care not only about their school
work, but to help maintain a good community within the University. Global awareness involves an
appreciation and recognition of the complexity, diversity, and size of the earth conceived as a single entity.
It allows us to perceive the vastness among the world as well as the diversity within people and their
cultures. Students that attend FSU should know one’s ignorance of the world and be ready to pursue the
knowledge needed to overcome it. We all go to the same school. With that, students should be able to
care about their environment and complexity within the University. All four of these characteristics are
needed to attend the Florida State University. One of them doesn’t appeal to me because you need them
all to be a projective student. You need leadership, learning, service, and global awareness to contribute
to being a Seminole because without one, you are lacking self-confidence and ambition to do great things
within the years of attending Florida State University. (527 words I need 500- let me know if I should add
details or delete anything, thank you so much!)!

!

Running for officer elections in my school I believe has changed me because it showed me that you can't
get everything you want and you have to be independent, responsible and a leader who knows what they
are putting themselves into. My sophomore year I ran against the most popular girl in my class to be the
3rd Vice President of SGA because I am very creative and this officer position plans homecoming which I
thought I would make fantastic. I believed that I could win and campaigned because I believed in myself.
The girl that I ran against had many tricks up her sleeve and even made up a lie to get me disqualified. I
proved that the lie wasn't true and got back in the game but even though in the end I still didn't win, I knew
I tried and I could try again the next year. The next year I ran to be a senior class officer. I wanted to be
first Vice President because that officer plans the prom and I thought wow, prom is much better then to
plan homecoming. I believed that I could take on two officer positions in SGA and senior class so after I
actually won the senior class election, I ran again to be 3rd Vice President for SGA. Sadly, I ran against
another girl that happened to also be pretty popular but I truly believed that I could win and take on
planning homecoming and prom. In the end, the other girl did win the SGA election. All in all, I learned
that you cant get Everything you want. To this day I am a proud member of SGA and one of two students
that have participated in all 3 years and continue to elaborate my ideas into bringing plantation high
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school a place of joy and spirit. Even though I didn't win the SGA elections, being 1st Vice President of
senior class was one of the best things that has ever happened to me. It showed me that I am
independent and a leader to my fellow peers. I learned that I can use my creativity and imagination to
create senior events and plan a prom for seniors to remember for the rest of their lives.!

!

Learning is a main factor of being academic and preparing to assist students in a future career. It shows
that you are able to reflect on the specific subjects taught to you as well as the characteristics to live your
life. You learn something new every day. Within every problem there is a solution. With that, all things that
happen in your life reflect the decisions you will make later on. Learning what not to do shows you the
right thing to do. Learning is needed amongst FSU because if you don’t learn what you need to know, you
can’t move on to be an individual and live in the real world. I have learned within my life that some things
are more important than others as well as learning my lesson from the wrong things to know to either try
again or embrace in better decisions. !

!

Something I have learned in my life that has changed me was when my mom was diagnosed with cancer
due to cigarette smoking. I have grown up my whole life with my mom being an addictive cigarette
smoker. I would try to get her to stop all my life because I knew all the bad benefits she could consume
from doing it. Also, I was afraid of the second hand smoke affecting me and my life. On a random day
during my junior year of high school, my mom told me that she was diagnosed. I didn’t know how to react
other than to just be there for her. Within her sickness, she had to go through many tests. With that, I saw
my mom look at her life everyday like it could be her last. I saw her regret in every cigarette she had ever
smoked. I realized about all the good times I had ever had with my mom. She and I have a really close
relationship and I know that she is always there for me no matter what. Within every bad thing she had
ever done, I knew that she was still my mom and no one could ever take her place in my life. Within my
mom’s test results, it was a necessity to get the tumor removed in surgery. I didn’t know whether to be
excited or scared because there are the disadvantages in surgery. I have never known anyone in my life
to have a surgery so I was scared that in a given moment my mom could either be okay, or I could have
to live my life without my mom by my side. The day that she went into her surgery I had to go to school
so my last goodbye was the night before when I went to bed. I had to wait all day wondering and thinking
of every bad thing that could happen. In my heart I knew that my mom would be okay. !

!

When the surgery was over, I was notified that my mom was completely fine and I burst into tears of
happiness. I Went to the hospital that night and saw my mom in a different perception. Even though I
didn’t know if she was completely cancer free yet, I was relieved to know that my mom went through with
her surgery. I stayed with her every day and night that she was still in the hospital because even though
the surgery was supposed to help, she could barely move an arm when she was done. All her pain and
suffering made me feel so bad for what she had to go through. About a week later she was able to
completely walk and finally come home. I had to help her a lot with the basic necessities of living but it
was my complete pleasure knowing everything she had ever done for me. !

!

In the weeks to come, the test results came in and we were notified that my mom was cancer free.
Continuing to this day, my mom has agreed to never smoke a cigarette again and she hasn’t since. I
couldn’t be any happier to know that she was okay. Within everything that happened, I learned that even
though you may love something, the something you love may be bad for you and could lead you into one
of the last days of your life. There is a good and bad in everything. I learned that my mom is very
important to me and I don’t know how I could live without her. To think that everything in life was okay and
the next moment your mom is diagnosed with cancer is life changing. This experience has changed my
life because it showed me that there are good and bad things that happen in life. You never know when
something bad is going to happen and you always have to be ready to overcome the challenges that
come your way during your lifetime. (818 words)!

!
!

1747 words
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She and I talked about the stuff that stood out. After a couple more drafts, magic happens

!

FSU FINAL DRAFT

“You’ve come a long way, baby.” I can clearly remember but not quite understand those words printed in
bold white letters across my mother’s favorite baby blue t-shirt. As a young girl she’d coach me,
“Sometimes, you have to let people know how you feel without having to say anything.” It didn’t matter if
we were at the grocery store, post office, or school parking lot. In every stride of her gait, lift, and draw of
her hand, she evoked a sense of confidence that I wished to embrace. As a young girl, I idolized her.!

!

By middle school, I’d been bombarded with information related to the hazardous effects of smoking and
second-hand smoke. Emphysema, heart disease, lung cancer, and carbon monoxide were negative
words that could in no way be associated with someone in whom I loved so much. My mom was healthier
than most parents; however, the tiny print of our Surgeon General echoed, “Quitting Smoking Now
Greatly Reduces Risks to Your Health.” Rather than feel helpless, I felt compelled to say and do
something. We’d talk or argue, and sometimes I’d pour water into a pack or throw it into the trash. In our
futile chess-play, I’d discover something greater than the risks to her health or mine. My mom was human;
she had an addiction.!

!

Rather than be discouraged or feel self-pity, I channeled my energy to help others and embraced active
participation in high school. No longer would I sit back and allow circumstance to dictate my drive and
emotion. In what seemed like a breath in time, I became first vice president of my senior class, an active
member Key Club, and one of only two students to be recognized as a member of my school’s Student
Government Association for three consecutive years. With 400+ logged hours of community service, I
was also a camp counselor for elementary school aged children for two summers. Unaware of the impact
that my mom had had on me, my actions reflected a genuine care for my peers and their enrichment.!

!

Last fall, my mom was diagnosed with cancer as a result of cigarette smoking. As malignant as her tumor
was, she and I had a strong bond and expected a good fight. Each family member had a role with which
to see this through. My mom’s stoicism never wavered and strengthened us during her surgery, but I was
scared. The event was real and emotionally palpable.!

!

Our choices determine our evolving roles in a caring community. Learning with the right attitude and
direction means I don’t need mantra-covered shirts to show that I am drive, emotion, and direction. By
caring to lead, serve, and let others be aware of choice fosters a caring community, whether that
community is my mom and dad seeing me graduate this spring, my fellow students seeing me endure a
crisis, or my future professors advancing my thinking. Learning, leadership, service, and global
awareness are each integral to a caring community. 503 words
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Obviously not vomit, but she had a really deep topic to share

!

FSU FIRST DRAFT

Most younger children always have someone they look up to, maybe a superhero or a famous person,
someone alive, someone dead, a role model; Mine happened to be my dad. My dad was my favorite
person in the world, almost every time I was with him it was impossible not to have a smile on my face. I
had nothing really to complain about in my life, everything seemed in place and as good as it can get; or
at least that’s what I thought… It was soon enough that I found out that my favorite person in the world,
turned out to be the person i resented the most. My perfect dad turned out to be having a relationship with
someone other than my mom and it didn’t feel like he just cheated on her, for some reason it felt like i got
cheated on, like my whole world got shredded into pieces, and like everything was a lie. During the
beginning of my High School years I never really hung out with any friends and I guess you could say i
suffered through some type of depression. I always thought that the world was trying to get back at me,
like i deserved it, some kind of karma; it always went back to me blaming myself. Everything changed for
me when I came across this quote from Harry Emerson Fosdick “Self-pity gets you nowhere. One must
have the adventurous daring to accept oneself as a bundle of possibilities and undertake the most
interesting game in the world: making the most of one’s best.” It was like this quote spoke to me in ways
that nothing else had before, I then realized that there is no reason suffering over something that
happened in the past, life has its own way of working out and I should just thrive to be the best I could be
in the present and future. !

!

I now consider myself to be a optimistic and hopeful person. I would never want anyone to go through the
pain and self doubt that I went through. It was a hard time doing good in school but i’m somehow getting
through it all, and would like to continue going through it at FSU. I might not know what I want to pursue
as my career option,but I have a two options of either becoming a doctor that treats autistic children
because I love the company of children, they’re so innocent and don’t even know what the world has to
offer them and having a mental disorder shouldn’t tamper with that. Another one of my options is
becoming a lawyer and help people speak for themselves and defend themselves in a way that i was
never able to do for my emotions and myself in general, and i wouldn’t like to do either of these anywhere
other than at FSU. With the beautiful campus and all the resources, I believe your school gives me the
opportunity to help me figure out what I want to pursue a career in and to give back to the community by
helping others. 522 words
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FSU FINAL DRAFT

Notice how she layered so much more info and yet produced a twist regarding her dad

“What good are you? Please tell me. What good are you?”!
Most younger children have someone they look up to - a parent, a superhero, a famous person, someone
dead, someone alive, yet, a role model. Although I’ve never seen myself as a role model, I come away
with a sense of fulfillment whenever I volunteer to tutor young children in reading or math. I believe that
when children are in need of help in a subject, which for me can be as simple as solving word problems
or fixing dangling modifiers, they are often overwhelmed in school and desperate for understanding. I can
identify with their gnawing fear and intimidation, so I proceed with empathy and a goal. Along our way, I
might find the “thing” that makes a 6th grader driven to fail. Some might deal with a language barrier in
class or perhaps a lack of homework help at home. For one young student, it was a disruption in her
family life.!

!

I’d met this student several times. She was usually energetic, inquisitive, and eager to learn; however,
there was a time when she seemed very depressed. Gone was her smile and positive attitude. I paused
on a math question and asked if she was ok. Looking into my eyes, her mouth opened, but there was no
sound. Tears welled. “I’m ok... The answer is one over two.”!

!

A couple of years later, she thanked me for helping her and being someone she could look up to. “But
how?” I asked, wondering how I actually helped her.!

!

“There’s something about you. Like your heart’s been broken too. Just having you around when things
were really bad helped me. Thank you so much.”!

!

She was right. I’d been cheated on by someone I’d cared for and believed in. My love for him was
paramount. He was the smile on my face and my best friend. I could never complain about him. I felt
loved and was in love. And so was my mom. During and after middle school, I faced challenges and felt
that the world had lied to me. From hearing a teacher announce it was time to make father’s day cards to
having my cousin be a substitute dad during a surprise father-daughter dance ceremony, the fact was my
dad was no longer around.!

!

In the beginning, I’d hear my mom late at night yell, “What good are you? Please tell me. What good are
you?” At 11 years old, those words perplexed me. Good? Good was an elementary school grade that
begged to be “very good.” How could my dad just be good? Until I could understand his infidelity, I
imagined him telling my mom on the other end of the phone that he was, “Por supuesto. Muy bien!” Of
course.!

!

My mom doesn’t believe in self-pity. Through her example, I’ve learned to push forward and reassess the
meaning of the word perfect. I’ve learned that it’s unfair to expect perfection in anyone; likewise, it’s selfdeception when one believes he or she is perfect. I’ve learned to ask questions and verify, to push and
pull for answers, to lead youth and encourage their leadership, and to be fair and forgiving. I value my
experiences and plan to share and grow them as a Florida State University student. I envision myself
nurturing my character and strength mentioned by your Campus Ambassador during a campus visit, so
that I can lead youth. I understand that one can only be as good as others allow one to be; however, I’m
striving for very good. 598 words
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Good advice from the Coalition Application site:

!

There are many different admissions guidelines for college application essay requirements. Some
schools will treat these general application essays differently in their admissions processes: some
schools won't require an essay at all; other schools will require one of the general essays and
answers to additional school-specific essay or short answer questions. Please consult the
application requirements for each school in which you are interested.

!

In general, we have found that concise, straightforward writing is often the best for college
essays, and that good essays are often 300 to 400 words in length. While there is no perfect
length for an essay, most application readers find college essays are rarely improved when they
are longer than 500 to 550 words, and we strongly recommend you stay within that limit. For
more information on specific application requirements, please consult the website for each
institution to which you are applying, as requirements often vary.

!
!
EXAMPLES OF ESSAY PROMPTS
!
1. When asked for a long and short essay:
!
First-Year Admissions Application!
!

1. 650 or fewer words - Please write an essay that demonstrates your ability to develop and
communicate your thoughts. Some ideas include: a person you admire; a life-changing
experience; or your viewpoint on a particular current event.!

!
2. 100-150 words - Tell us about one of your extracurricular, volunteer or employment activities.!
!
!
2. When asked to choose one prompt:
!
!
- Tell a story from your life, describing an experience that either demonstrates your character or
helped to shape it.!

!

- Describe a time when you made a meaningful contribution to others in which the greater good
was your focus. Discuss the challenges and rewards of making your contribution.!

!

- Has there been a time when you’ve had a long-cherished or accepted belief challenged? How
did you respond? How did the challenge affect your beliefs?!

!

- What is the hardest part of being a teenager now? What’s the best part? What advice would
you give a younger sibling or friend (assuming they would listen to you)?!

!
- Submit an essay on a topic of your choice.
!
!
!
!
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3. Some schools may change their promts from the previous year:

!

We were gratified to learn that 91% of members and 90% of constituents agree or strongly agree that the
current prompts are effective. In addition, the narrative comments we received helped us see areas for
improvement in three of the prompts. Working in close consultation with the counselors and
admission officers on our advisory committees, we revised these prompts in a way that we
believe will help students see expanded opportunities for expressing themselves. Those revisions
appear in italics. You will also notice two new prompts. The first asks students to share examples of their
intellectual curiosity. The second is a return to inviting students to submit an essay on a topic of their
choice, reframed to help students understand that they are welcome to draw inspiration from multiple
sources, not just their own creativity.!

!
!

The word limit on the essay will remain at 650.!
The goal of these revisions is to help all applicants, regardless of background or access to counseling,
see themselves and their stories within the prompts. They are designed to invite unencumbered
discussions of character and community, identity, and aspiration. To this end, we will be creating new
educational resources to help students both understand and approach the opportunities the essay
presents for them.

!
4. When given more than 5 prompts:
!

1. Some students have a background, identity, interest, or talent that is so meaningful they
believe their application would be incomplete without it. If this sounds like you, then please
share your story. [No change]!

!

2. The lessons we take from obstacles we encounter can be fundamental to later success.
Recount a time when you faced a challenge, setback, or failure. How did it affect you, and what
did you learn from the experience? [Revised]!

!

3. Reflect on a time when you questioned or challenged a belief or idea. What prompted your
thinking? What was the outcome? [Revised]!

!

4. Describe a problem you've solved or a problem you'd like to solve. It can be an intellectual
challenge, a research query, an ethical dilemma - anything that is of personal importance, no
matter the scale. Explain its significance to you and what steps you took or could be taken to
identify a solution. [No change]!

!

5. Discuss an accomplishment, event, or realization that sparked a period of personal growth
and a new understanding of yourself or others. [Revised]!

!

6. Describe a topic, idea, or concept you find so engaging that it makes you lose all track of
time. Why does it captivate you? What or who do you turn to when you want to learn more?
[New]!

!

7. Share an essay on any topic of your choice. It can be one you've already written, one that
responds to a different prompt, or one of your own design. [New]

!
!
!
!
!
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!
!
!
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!
Mr. Alberto’s final notes:!
!

VERY HELPFUL BOOK

Remember, your essay has to reveal so much about you but in subtle, creative ways.
You don’t want to hammer the admissions officer reading your essay with a pity-party,
guilt-trip, sob-story, or brag-fest. Let other students make that mistake. Your goal is to
truly share who you are. The admissions officer should hear your voice, feel your
story, and say, “Dang! We need this student on our campus.” !

!

Alan Gelb’s book does a great job of covering in detail the simple steps I mentioned
above and in today’s session. Writing a solid college application essay/personal
statement ain’t hard. Find the book at the library or order one on Amazon (about $8).
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