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Hi Jane! 
 
Thank you for sharing your personal statement with me. I love your newfound bravery and the 
realization that you no longer want to entertain limiting beliefs about your abilities. However, 
as you’ll see from my marginal comments, I think the essay would benefit from more context 
around what inspired you to audition for the musical as well as exploring the ways in which you 
have “assumed center-stage” in other areas of your life – including as a woman in STEM. Most 
of the second half of the essay can be cut in favor of this new material. I would also like to see 
you add colorful and memorable details that root the reader in the moment. What costume 
were you wearing when you stepped on stage, and what was the show? How were you 
specifically not brave as a child – were you afraid of roller coasters or did you avoid public 
speaking? I have left you comments that walk you through each paragraph and outlined a path 
forward to work with me on reimagining this current essay (brainstorming, drafting, revising, 
and polishing). Thank you again for sharing your writing! 
 
Best, 
Becca 
 
Revision: 
 
 The entire auditorium was quiet, you could have heard a pin drop. The opening chords 
began, and I knew it was  my cue. I took a deep breath and entered stage right with shaky 
knees. Though the lights were blinding, I could feel the vibrations of a full house. I knew my 
family, friends, peers, and enemies alike were all watching. I opened my mouth to sing and like 
cockroaches skittering when the lights turn on, my nerves disappeared. 
 
 
 I never thought of myself as a performer growing up. I was the smart kid; I did well in 
math and science, and I liked doing puzzles with my stepdad on the weekends. I hated being 
the center of attention, and didn’t speak to my brother for a week when he asked the waiters 
at our local restaurant to sing Happy Birthday to me as a prank. That’s why everyone was so 
surprised when I auditioned for the school musical junior year.  
 
 
 Auditioning was the scariest thing I’ve ever done. I had to be vulnerable and sing in front 
of my peers, but it paid off, because I was cast in the musical. Though my role was small, I was 
the first to appear on stage, and so I had the responsibility of starting off the show on a high 
note. My parents were proud of me, and waited for me after the show with a bouquet of 
flowers. My mom even confided in me that she had wanted to audition for her school play in 
high school, but was too scared. 
 
 
 I haven’t always been brave, in fact, when I was a child, I wasn’t brave at all. But now, I 
am the kind of woman who takes charge of her own destiny. Auditioning for the school musical 
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was my first step toward living the kind of life I want to live, one in which I don’t entertain 
limiting beliefs about who I am and what I can do. 
  
  
  I aspire to be a leader in STEM who welcomes the spotlight  I can’t wait to start this new 
chapter of my life as the kind of young woman who walks the walk. 
 
 
Original: 
 
 The entire auditorium was quiet, you could have heard a pen drop. The opening chords 
began, and I knew it was my time, my queue. I took a deep breath and entered stage right with 
shaky knees. Though the lights were blinding, I could feel the vibrations of a full house. I knew 
my family, friends, peers, and enemies alike were all watching. I opened my mouth to sing and 
like cockroaches skittering when the lights turn on, my nerves disappeared. 
 I never thought of myself as a performer growing up. I was the smart kid, I did well in 
math and science, and I liked doing puzzles with my stepdad on the weekends. I hated being 
the center of attention, and didn’t speak to my brother for a week when he asked the waiters 
at our local restaurant to sing Happy Birthday to me as a prank. That’s why everyone was so 
surprised when I auditioned for the school musical junior year.  
 Auditioning was the scariest thing I’ve ever done. I had to be vulnerable and sing in front 
of my peers, but it paid off, because I was cast in the musical. Though my role was small, I was 
the first to appear on stage, and so I had the responsibility of starting off the show on a high 
note. My parents were proud of me, and waited for me after the show with a bouquet of 
flowers. My mom even confided in me that she had wanted to audition for her school play in 
high school, but was too scared. 
 I haven’t always been brave, in fact, when I was a child, I wasn’t brave at all. But now 
that I look toward college and adulthood, I know I have to start walking the walk and talking the 
talk of the kind of woman who takes charge of her own destiny.  
 When my friend, Chloe, told me she was a feminist in sixth grade, I didn’t know what the 
word meant. She explained to me that even though feminism had come a long way, it still 
needed to be enforced, because girls are more likely then boys to develop eating disorders 
because of the harmful images in media, and women still aren’t paid as much as men in the 
same jobs. Chloe opened my eyes, and made me want to be the kind of woman who is a leader 
and role model for other women, like Greta Thunberg, the climate activist, or Beyoncé, who 
recently became the artist to have won the most Grammys ever.  
 Auditioning for the school musical was my first step toward living the kind of life I want 
to live, one where I don’t care what other people think, and I don’t entertain limiting beliefs 
about who I am and what I can do. 
 Since I was in the school musical, my younger sister has started taking piano lessons, 
which shows me that I have already made a small difference in a young girl’s life, and I want to 
keep doing that. This is why I would like to be a woman in STEM. I know that women are 
underrepresented and it’s not always a welcoming space for us, but I know I can lead and 
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succeed even when my knees are shaking and the lights are blinding. I can’t wait to start this 
new chapter of my life as the kind of young woman who walks the walk. 
 
 
 


