
Summer College Admissions Assignment 
 

You will receive credit for this summer assignment for submitting a well-planned Essay.  The 
due date is August 1st.  20% will be deducted if you turn in the essay within the first week of 
school. 

 
Part 1: The Resume 
 

Please go to Naviance and complete as much as you can under “About Me”, “Resume”. 
 

 Remember use as many Entries as you need.  (One Per Activity) 
 

 Be specific in your descriptions and make sure you give examples of the activities you were 
involved in.   

X - Instead of saying Blood drive 2010-present 
 

 Blood Drive 2010-present (We Planed, Recruited, and executed 3 blood drives each 
year.  As a Junior I was president and worked directly with the Red Cross to make sure 
everything was in place for the canteen. 
 

 Remember this will be reviewed by teachers who write your recommendations and you can 
upload it onto most college applications to make the easier. 
 

 
Part 2: The College Essay 
Please take a couple of minutes to read through the following pages of essay tips and then on a 
separate document write and submit through this form: http://bit.ly/2018Essay  
 

 I will read the essay from the perspective of a college admissions officer and your English 
teacher will read the essay for standard revisions. 
 

 Remember: The more people that read the essay, the better it becomes.  This includes you. 
 

 This is the prompt from the commonapp for 2017-2018.  If you have an essay for a college that 
is not on the commonapp, please use it instead.   

 

Instructions: The essay demonstrates your ability to write clearly and concisely on a selected topic 
and helps you distinguish yourself in your own voice. What do you want the readers of your 
application to know about you apart from courses, grades, and test scores? Choose the option that 
best helps you answer that question and write an essay of no more than 650 words, using the prompt 
to inspire and structure your response. Remember: 650 words is your limit, not your goal. Use the 
full range if you need it, but don't feel obligated to do so. (The application won't accept a response 
shorter than 250 words.)  
 

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.  

 

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?  

 

3. Reflect on a time when you questioned or challenged a belief or idea. What prompted your thinking? 

http://bit.ly/2018Essay


What was the outcome?  

 

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.  

 

5. Discuss an accomplishment, event, or realization that sparked a period of personal growth and a new 

understanding of yourself or others.  

  

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?  

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. 

 

 

Remember to submit your essay before August 1st at: http://bit.ly/2018Essay  

http://bit.ly/2018Essay
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Sample Essay: Swimming 

The sun sleeps as the desolate city streets await the morning rush hour. Driven by an inexplicable compulsion, I 

enter the building along with ten other swimmers, inching my way toward the cold, dark locker room of the 

Esplanada Park Pool. One by one, we slip into our still-damp drag suits and make a mad dash through the chill 

of the morning air, stopping only to grab pull-buoys and kickboards on our way to the pool. Nighttime 

temperatures in coastal California dip into the high forties, but our pool is artificially warmed to seventy-nine 

degrees; the temperature differential propels an eerie column of steam up from the water's surface, producing 

the spooky ambience of a werewolf movie. Next comes the shock. Headfirst immersion into the tepid water 

sends our hearts racing, and we respond with a quick set of warm-up laps. As we finish, our coach emerges 

from the fog. He offers no friendly accolades, just a rigid regimen of sets, intervals, and exhortations. 

Thus starts another workout. 4,500 yards to go, then a quick shower and a five-minute drive to school. Then it's 

back to the pool; the afternoon training schedule features an additional 5,500 yards. Tomorrow, we start over 

again. The objective is to cut our times by another tenth of a second. The end goal is to achieve that tiny, 

unexplainable difference at the end of a race that separates success from failure, greatness from mediocrity. 

Somehow we accept the pitch--otherwise, we'd still be deep in our mattresses, slumbering beneath our blankets. 

In this sport, the antagonist is time. Coaches spend hours in specialized clinics, analyze the latest research on 

training technique, and experiment with workout schedules in an attempt to defeat time. Yet there are no 

shortcuts to winning, and workouts are agonizing. 

I took part in my first swimming race when I was ten years old. My parents, fearing injury, directed my athletic 

interests away from ice hockey and into the pool. Three weeks into my new swimming endeavor, I somehow 

persuaded my coach to let me enter the annual age group meet. To his surprise (and mine), I pulled out an "A" 

time. I furthered my achievements by winning "Top 16" awards for various age groups, setting club records, 

and being named National First Team All-American in the 100-Butterfly and Second Team All-American in the 

200-Medley. I have since been elevated to the Senior Championship level, which means the competition now 

includes world-class swimmers. I am aware that making finals will not be easy from here--at this level, success 

is measured by mere tenths of a second. In addition, each new level brings extra requirements such as elevated 

weight training, longer weekend training sessions, and more travel from home. Time with friends is increasingly 

spent in the pursuit of the next swimming objective. 

Sometimes, in the solitude of the laps, my thoughts transition to events in my personal life. This year, my 

grandmother suffered a reoccurrence of cancer, which has spread to her lungs. She had always been driven by 

good spirits and independence, but suddenly my family had to accept the fact that she now faces a limited 

timeline. A few weeks later, on the other side of the Pacific Ocean, my grandfather--who lives in Japan--learned 

he had stomach cancer. He has since undergone successful surgery, but we are aware that a full recovery is not 

guaranteed. When I first learned that they were both struck with cancer, I felt as if my own objective, to cut my 

times by fractions of a second, seemed irrelevant, even ironic, given the urgency of their mutual goals: to 

prolong life itself. Yet we have learned to draw on each other's strengths for support--their fortitude helps me 

overcome my struggles while my swimming achievements provide them with a vicarious sense of victory. 

When I share my latest award or triumph story, they smile with pride, as if they themselves had stood on the 

award stand. I have the impression that I would have to be a grandparent to understand what my medals mean to 

them. 

My grandparents' strength has also shored up my determination to succeed. I have learned that, as in swimming, 

life's successes often come in small increments. Sometimes even the act of showing up at a workout when your 

body and psyche are worn out separates a great result from a failure. The difference between success and failure 

is defined by the ability to overcome strong internal resistance. I know that, by consistently working towards 

my goals--however small they may seem--I can accomplish what I set for myself, both in and beyond the 

swimming pool.  



Sample Essay: Overcoming a Setback 

Like many other boys, I love to swim. Since the age of five, I have spent many summer days in the YMCA 

pool. When I was 13 years old, I desired something more challenging than casual swimming, so I joined the 

high school development team for the Badger Swim Club. 

On the first day, all the team members dived into the water as soon as the coach gave the order. I was the only 

one who jumped in. After a few laps, I was far behind all the others. Although I was trying to catch up, I was 

out of breath. To make things worse, the coach was constantly correcting my technique. From my stroke to my 

flip turn to my dive, nothing I did seemed right to him. 

The entire first week, I was stuck with the coach to work on my diving. He kept repeating that I should dive 

with my head instead of my whole body. While my body and my mind told me, "Quit! Quit!" in my heart, I felt 

that quitting was not the right response. I wanted to become as good a swimmer as my teammates. 

So I continued to practice. Many times I felt as though I had pushed myself to my limit and could not continue. 

My goal of becoming a good swimmer was what kept me repeating, "Practice! Practice! Practice!" Finally, I 

conquered the physical and mental challenge of the sport. After just a couple of months, I swam as well as the 

other team members. When facing a challenge, it is easy to quit. But in order to achieve something, persistence 

and commitment are essential. By being consistent in my efforts, I know success will be likely. 

Since this is my senior year, I have a heavy workload consisting of taking classes, leading clubs, working, and 

volunteering. When I feel overwhelmed, I remember my struggles in the swimming pool. For example, last 

week I had an AP chemistry and a humanities AC test on the same day. As I was deciding which subject to 

approach, my phone rang. My boss asked me to update some information immediately for a conference coming 

up in the following week. I wanted to say, "No, I have too many things to do!" Then I asked myself why I took 

the job in the first place. I believe it is important to be responsible as an employee, so I decided to postpone my 

homework for a bit and finish updating the website. One hour later, I had reviewed all of the chapters of 

chemistry for the exam and taken a practice quiz. Because I was too sleepy to study, I went to bed. However, I 

cannot stand the thought of a bad grade, so I set my alarm clock to 5:00 a.m. and woke up to finish reviewing 

humanities. 

Weaknesses, setbacks and failures are a part of life. However, due to my experience swimming, I now know 

how to overcome these imperfections, not be dictated by them. 

  



Sample Essay:  Stanford University, Class of 2006 

As you reflect on life thus far, what has someone said, written, or expressed in some 

fashion that is especially meaningful to you. Why? 

According to Mother Teresa, “If you judge someone, you have no time to love them.” I first saw this quote 

when it was posted on my sixth-grade classroom wall, and I hated it. Rather, I hated Mother Teresa’s intention, 

but I knew that the quote’s veracity was inarguable. I felt that it was better to judge people so as not to have to 

love them, because some people don’t deserve a chance. Judgments are shields, and mine was impenetrable.  

Laura was my dad’s first girlfriend after my parents’ divorce. The first three years of our relationship were 

characterized solely by my hatred toward her, manifested in my hurting her, each moment hurting myself twice 

as much. From the moment I laid eyes on her, she was the object of my unabated hatred, not because of 

anything she had ever done, but because of everything she represented. I judged her to be a heartless, soulless, 

two-dimensional figure: she was a representation of my loneliness and pain. I left whenever she entered a room, 

I slammed car doors in her face. Over those three years, I took pride in the fact that I had not spoken a word to 

her or made eye contact with her. I treated Laura with such resentment and anger because my hate was my 

protection, my shield. I, accustomed to viewing her as the embodiment of my pain, was afraid to let go of the 

anger and hate, afraid to love the person who allowed me to hold onto my anger, afraid that if I gave her a 

chance, I might love her. 

For those three years, Laura didn’t hate me; she understood me. She understood my anger and my confusion, 

and Laura put her faith in me, although she had every reason not to. To her, I was essentially a good person, just 

confused and scared; trying to do her best, but just not able to get a hold of herself. She saw me as I wished I 

could see myself. 

None of this became clear to me overnight. Instead, over the next two years, the one-dimensional image of her 

in my mind began to take the shape of a person. As I let go of my hatred, I gave her a chance. She became a 

woman who, like me, loves Ally McBeal and drinks a lot of coffee; who, unlike me, buys things advertised on 

infomercials. 

Three weeks ago, I saw that same Mother Teresa quote again, but this time I smiled. Laura never gave up on 

me, and the chance she gave me to like her was a chance that changed my life. Because of this, I know the value 

of a chance, of having faith in a person, of seeing others as they wish they could see themselves. I’m glad I have 

a lot of time left, because I definitely have a lot of chances left to give, a lot of people left to love. 

  



Sample Essay:  Duke University, Class of 2005 

Topic of your choice. Me(s): A One-Act Play 

(Several of me occupy themselves around my bedroom. Logical me sits attentively in my desk chair. 

Lighthearted me hangs upside-down, off the back of my recliner. Existentialist me leans against my door, 

eyebrows raised. Stressed me, Independent me, and Artistic me are also present.) 

Stressed: So, come on, what’s this meeting about? 

Logical: (Taking a deep breath) Well, it’s time we come together. It’s time we create “Jeremy.” 

Lighthearted: (Furrowing his brow, but smiling) What? Is this “Captain Planet,” where all the characters join 

fists and out bursts the superhero? 

Logical: No, this meeting is an opportunity to evaluate where we are in life, like a State of the Union Address. 

Existentialist: Speaking of which, I’ve been meaning to ask all of you: college? Honestly, is it worth it? You . . . 

(gestures toward Logical) you’re writing that philosophy book, which should do well. And look at Artsy over 

there! He’s composing music, making beautiful art; why don’t we see where we can get with that? Not to 

mention the endless possibilities if Lighthearted aims for Saturday Night Live. Think about the number of 

successful people in this world who didn’t go to college! (Logical shakes his head) I mean, let’s be realistic: if 

we go to college, eventually we’ll be required to declare a major. Once we earn a degree, it might be harder to 

pursue our true passions—comedy, music, art . . .  

Logical: Not true. First of all, you failed to mention my fascinations with neurology and psychology, which are 

potential majors at every university. Furthermore, opportunities to study comedy, music, and art are available at 

all colleges too; we just have to go after them. (Sends a reassuring nod toward Artistic) In fact, if anything, 

college will facilitate our involvement in activities like drawing, improvisational comedy, piano, psychological 

experiments, Japanese, ping-pong . . . 

Artistic: Yeah—imagine how much better I’d be at writing music if I took a music-composition course. 

Logical: Exactly. And what about our other educational goals such as becoming fluent in Japanese, learning the 

use of every TI-89 calculator button . . . 

Independent: I agree. Plus, I was thinking of college as a social clean slate. I am looking forward to living on 

my own—away from our overprotective, over-scrutinizing family. No more hesitating to ask girls out! 

Lighthearted: (He has not been paying attention to the discussion) What ever happened to Captain Planet? He 

was like, really popular in 1987 and then . . .  

Stressed: Enough out of you. (Lighthearted makes a mocking face at Stressed) You’re giving me a headache. 

By the way, everyone, we’re not making much progress here, and I’m beginning to feel a stress-pimple coming 

on. (All except Existential gather around Stressed and comfort him) 

Existential: There’s really no reason to be stressed about anything. If you think about how trivial—how 

meaningless—all this worry is, it’s kind of pathetic that your anxiety is about to get us all stuck with a pimple.  

Independent: I don’t know what you’re talking about, Mr. I-Know-Everything-And-It-All-Means-Nothing, but 

mightn’t we as well calm down Stressed? 



Existential: If you consider that your top priority right now. I thought we came here to do something else. 

Stressed: He’s right, I’m fine. Let’s just get back to work, and the problem will heal itself. Where were we? 

Lighthearted: We were searching through the late 80s for Captain Planet’s mysterious disapp . . . (Stressed 

plugs his ears and momentarily steps out of the room; Independent shoves Lighthearted; Logic buries his face in 

his hands; Artistic begins doodling; Existential laughs) 

Existential: We’re a bunch of fools. It amazes me that we all squeezed into the same person. You know, if you 

think about the conversation we just had, it does reveal a lot about “Jeremy.” 

Artistic: (Chewing his pencil) He’s got a point. And I thought of a cool song. So we were productive, after all. 

We should congregate like this more often. We can go places if we stick together. 

All: Yeah, we can. (They all put their right fists together, and there is a sudden burst of light and thunderous 

sound, as in the old “Captain Planet” cartoons, followed by a knocking on the door) 

Parents: Jeremy, are you OK? What’s all that noise? 

Jeremy: Yeah, I’m fine. Just puttin’ myself together. I think I’ve got a good idea for a college application essay . 

. . 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


	Text1: Another Special Warning: Essays from the Internet… 

Don’t Even Think About It
College admissions offices are not naïve. They are aware that you can pay someone to write your essay and that essays are floating around for sale on the Internet. Don’t fool yourself; you certainly won’t fool anybody else. The admissions process has checks and balances, and the essay is part of that system. If there are inconsistencies in your application, if what you say in your essay doesn’t jibe with a recommendation or another part of your application, if the writing is perfect but you’re a B English student, red flags will fly. Write your own essay.



