Accepted into:

Cornell

Tufts

Lehigh

Skidmore

Northeastern 

Common Application

Personal Essay



“No man is an island, entire of itself; every man is a piece of the continent, a part of the main. . .” Donne’s words are loud as Mr. Bartlett’s voice competes with the inevitable rustle of papers and the slap of closing binders; the symphony of 1:58pm.

I am out the door as soon as the bell tolls. It takes about five minutes to escape town, schoolwork and society.  The car wraps around the tight corners.  Its windows wide open. The cool autumn air rushes in carrying the aroma of apples and corn. “For whom the bell…”  Excited, I forget about it all. The beauty of the mountain dominates the horizon as well as my thoughts. 


Once there, I gather my things and hop the guardrail. At one time, this was a grand carriage trail.  Entangled with branches and fallen trees, the path is now barely visible. I weave my way through, nimbly avoiding the obstacles sprawled out before me. Above, the leaves rebel against the trees with individuality, and paint a fiery mosaic. The beauty, the isolation, the tranquility; I unwind in this sometimes-overlooked bliss. Beneath me, I see a clearing in the valley and scamper down.  A massive boulder stands alone.  Its steep faces jut up from the earth towards the sky. The rock calls to me and the shadow engulfs me as I approach it. A velvet blanket of moss surrounds it.  I sit at its base gazing up in awe, admiring the ancient beast. Its secrets are invisible at first, hidden in its chaotic pattern of scars. The boulder will be my friend as I evade gravity’s pull and scale it.


 The rock is cold and smooth at contact. For me, climbing feels more natural than walking; my body moves fluidly as I transfer my weight from one side to another. Muscles that are not called upon in the everyday fray come to life helping me slap, pull, pinch, push and crimp. As I reach the crux I throw my body towards the lip.  My right hand peels off.  My body plunges back towards the earth. It is not a failure.  I learn from my mistakes. I won’t admit defeat, and submit: I never have. Again and again, my body cascades down, a victim of gravity’s mighty force. I am physically exhausted. My fingers –ripped and bleeding, my forearms –scraped and tired, but now is not the time to lose composure. The physical demand brought upon the body is no greater than the mental one. 


Determination: I concentrate all my energy and I beg my body to give me what I need for one more shot. The beta flows perfectly; a dynamic move and there I am hanging from the lip. Further pulling and pushing beaches my exhausted body on the top. My heart beating, my fingers tingling –what a feeling! Euphoria! Still drowning in the adrenaline, I stand and look out. Up here, I am alone and truly one, yet, I do not feel alone because I am part of it all- one with my surroundings. And here I fall victim to a grand epiphany –that bell tolls for me. 

