Agenda:
College Essays

Socratic Seminar - TOTS

Vocab set #3 (quizlet prepared) _
Please pass in your TOTS

homework assignment at the
end of the class!

Homework: rewrite/re-work your college essay. If you didn't like your
essay on an obstacle, please focus on one you do like, or one
specifically for your school of choice; next class we will peer edit these
essays before | look them over again. Even if you do not need to write
the essay, this is still a good opportunity to practice writing well and
effectively!



If you discuss a problem you have overcome, please
remember to do the following:

-Focus on the positive outcome of the negative situation
-Help the reader to empathize with you by providing
concrete details, or letting us walk in your shoes for a
moment

-Share what you learned form the experience, how it
affected you personally

-Take it more outwardly; it changed you as a person, but
then that change triggered something further in you to
make you react towards the outside world differently. If it
only changed you inwardly, then why should the schools
care? \What are you demonstrating to them?



I had never broken into a car before.

We were in Laredo, having just finished our first day at a Habitat for Humanity work site. The Hotchkiss
volunteers had already left, off to enjoy some Texas BBQ, leaving me behind with the college kids to clean
up. Not until we were stranded did we realize we were locked out of the van.

Someone picked a coat hanger out of the dumpster, handed it to me, and took a few steps back.
“Can you do that thing with a coat hanger to unlock it?”
"Why me?” I thought.

More out of amusement than optimism, I gave it a try. I slid the hanger into the window’s seal like I'd seen
on crime shows, and spent a few minutes jiggling the apparatus around the inside of the frame. Suddenly,
two things simultaneously clicked. One was the lock on the door. (I actually succeeded in springing it.) The
other was the realization that I'd been in this type of situation before. In fact, I'd been born into this type
of situation.

My upbringing has numbed me to unpredictability and chaos. With a family of seven, my home was loud,
messy, and spottily supervised. My siblings arguing, the dog barking, the phone ringing—all meant my
house was functioning normally. My Dad, a retired Navy pilot, was away half the time. When he was home,
he had a parenting style something like a drill sergeant. At the age of nine, I learned how to clear burning
oil from the surface of water. My Dad considered this a critical life skill—you know, in case my aircraft
carrier should ever get torpedoed. “The water’s on fire! Clear a hole!” he shouted, tossing me in the lake
without warning. While I'm still unconvinced about that particular lesson’s practicality, my Dad’s overarching
message is unequivocally true: much of life is unexpected, and you have to deal with the twists and turns.



How to Become an Adult—Michaela

In the US, legal adulthood comes at 18, but it is my understanding that adulthood comes
through responsibility, tears, laughter, and most of all: parenthood. It is effortless to watch
other people’s children grow and flourish, but having my own was a terrifying new world for
which I was ill-prepared. I was not ready for my first, Stanley, but now I cannot envision a
world without him. Today, I am the proud parent of not one, but seven beautiful, boisterous,
carnivorous plants. Within my small family I have four sundews, two Venus flytraps, and one
tropical pitcher plant. Of course they have scientific names, but I only use them when I am
angry and my inner-parent reveals itself. Many might ask, "How does a person become the
parent of seven carnivorous plants?” and I can only answer that with a story, my story.

It was an ordinary Wednesday afternoon when I came home from school only to find a charming
plant that resembled a leafless, dew-splattered fern perched on the counter. With the eloquence
that only a teenager could muster, I asked my mother, "What's that?” She carefully explained that
he was our new carnivorous plant and he was going to be on fruit fly kitchen duty. Over the next
couple of weeks my fascination with him grew, and eventually I adopted him as one of my own.
In all sincerity, I did not begin as the ideal parent. I would give Stanley water to drink if he
looked drier than usual and that was the extent of my nurturing efforts. However, my
complacency did not last. Come winter, around his half birthday, Stanley became afflicted with a
mysterious ailment. His stems curled and his one delicate green frond dried up. After carefully
examining him, I concluded that not only was the lake water I had been using contaminated with
some sort of root-eating larva, but my mother’s African violets had given him aphids. It was then
that I was faced with the harsh reality of the situation: I had a plant that I was absolutely
obsessed with, but knew nothing about.



Shelves One Through Five—Neha

Pushed against the left wall in my room is a curious piece of furniture. Initially, it was a six foot tall and
three foot wide red oak bookcase. Strangely, as the five shelves began to fill with books, the dimensions of
the bookcase slowly evolved into a looking glass. Now, years later, my reflection is almost complete: each
bookshelf cradles the stories of my life.

Shelf One is the base, and rightfully so. It contains my building blocks. Among the bright covers and large
lettered titles lie countless fairy tales, fables, and legends. My Indian heritage mixes with my American
lifestyle as the spines interchange from gifts from my father’s father to Barnes and Noble bought, creating
a cocktail of the morals I grew up on. The heroes in my childhood storybooks were my teachers, driving
me to my own heroic actions of enthusiastic community service, whether it was volunteering at the Parks
and Recreation center or serving at the Special Olympics.

As I grew out of the innocence of Aesop’s Fables, I developed a ravenous hunger for words. I wanted to
read as much as I could, absorbing each book that chanced my way. Shelves Two and Three sag with the
weight of the dialogues that satiated my hunger. Everything ranging from the science fiction of A Wrinkle
in Time to the ridiculous amusement of The Big Friendly Giant to the horrors of Columbine gathers in those
shelves. Here is the embodiment of my curiosity and thirst for knowledge. Here is the explanation for my
desire to do more, learn more, and see more. My parents aided these passions, constantly introducing me
to new cultures and new places. Our travels all over the country and the world taught me the importance
of adaptability and an open mind. With these characteristics, I am always able to communicate to
whomever I speak to, regardless of their language or culture.

Shelf Four is the stinging slap I received from reality in my early teens. No longer could I spend all my
time trying out the delicious foods at this new restaurant or learning from the displays at the rare exhibit.
Now my weekends were filled with daunting math textbooks, designed to help me conquer the beast of
numbers. While Shelf Four holds the memories of slogging through countless hours of math, it also
displays my development of a logical and rational mind. This is where I grew the qualities of being a
strong leader. Now, well versed in the feeling of failure, I am also educated in perseverance and success. I
use these experiences to help those who come my way. I am able to connect with others easily because I
am willing to share the trials I have faced, and the knowledge I have gained from them.



Socratic seminar:

Focus: your quotes and homework as a springboard for discussion.
Use the text to support your ideas and opinions by finding the quote
and using it in your discussion!

-Everyone gets a grade, so everyone needs to speak!
-We will shift so that only half the class will be in the
circle at one time

-If you are in the outter circle observing and listening,
you shoul dbe doing just that! If you are on your
phone or not paying attention, | will deduct points
from your contributions/grade

-If you are talking too much, your grade will be
reduced because you are monopolizing the
conversation. | like it when we play nice and we
encourage others...



