
APPLICATION ESSAYS FOR COLLEGE EXAMPLES OF PERSONAL

STATEMENTS

Oct 25, Everyone needs to write a personal statement for their college application. It's the main essay on the Common
Application, and many schools.

In the years that followed, this experience and my regular visits to my allergy specialist inspired me to become
an allergy specialist. The wings were crumpled, the feet mangled. Get over the shock. Through my love of
books and fascination with developing a sesquipedalian lexicon learning big words , I began to expand my
English vocabulary. Yet when I looked through my computer one morning, I realized that "Dive" was gone,
wiped inadvertently during a visit to the Apple store. Even if I never solder again, the lessons I learned from
copper fittings are the lessons that will guide me through life. I became scared of death, eating, and even my
own body. Hsieh, I was a ghost, a statue. I want to explore the art and stories behind the permanent
transformations of personal landscapes. My brain and my body competed. The rising and falling of its small
breast slowed. My frantic actions heightened my senses, mobilized my spirit. I remember one night, a couple
barged into my room while I was sleeping. Every week I accompany him to Carlson Hospital where he
receives treatment for his obsessive compulsive disorder and schizophrenia. While the grass grew back, I built
a soapbox car entirely out of copper and steel strut channel only to find myself claiming last place in the
annual "Soapbox Derby. Through these simple questions, I happened upon much greater lessons regarding
human interaction, diversity, and connectedness. Why was this feeling so familiar, so tangible? As an
academic consultant, I've helped a lot of students write strong personal statements and get accepted into their
dream schools. Plus, due to our association with a medical organization, our presence could be mis-interpreted
as an endorsement of the safety of these procedures. It was awkward. Leaving the familiarity of copper behind
felt like entering a new, entirely foreign world. He was later today than usual. I shared my concerns with my
partner and another student. At first, the non-stop visits from strangers made me nervous, but soon I got used
to them. Bird, human, human, bird. Within seconds, my reflexes kicked in. Interestingly, after studying
foreign languages, I was further intrigued by my native tongue. My friend Min-young and I hid behind a
willow tree, eagerly awaiting our orders. The Hsieh family huddled around the casket. Even though I was
probably only ten at the time, I wanted to find a way to help kids like me. I was overjoyed by the fact that I,
much like the pious hero Aeneas, would be able to carry my father, my past, with me toward my unknown
future, rather than leave him behind, forever stuck in my past, a memory. I also had to follow some rules: No
food in my room, no using the family computer, no lights on after midnight, and no ride unless it was an
emergency.


