"A picture is worth a thousand words" as the adage goes. Attach a photograph (either online or hard copy with the paper application) no larger than 5 x 7 inches that represents something important to you, and explain its significance.

The most important motto for me is "be yourself".

I'm Yali Miao, a Chinese boy, average height, average weight. I grew up in the university in which my parents are working. The university is a community full of knowledge and kindness. I can play in the streets along by poplars and peach blossoms without worrying about cars rushing by. I can walk to my classmates' houses minutes away. We cut down and cook bamboo shoots, caught frogs and cicadas. Everyone I met was kind to me. They were always ready to help others.

The university is not my hometown. My grandparents and a lot of relatives live in the countryside, a village at the south bank of the Yangtze River. My family members have been farmers for generations until my parents became the first ones to receive the opportunity to attend a university. This was particularly impressive because at that time few people were permitted entrance at the college level. Every year I return to my ancestral home for Spring Festival, I see so many poor people who have never left the village their entire life. I feel privileged. I'm so lucky because of my parents but I should never forget my hometown, my homeland, where most of the population is made up of poor farmers.www.liuxue.la

My greatest interest is natural science. In the 9th grade when I first had chemistry class, I began to love it in the very first lesson. Once, after I looked into my school's chemistry storage room, an overwhelming feeling of excitement took hold of me upon seeing so many small bottles of multi-colored solution neatly placed inside the cabinets. Then I couldn't help myself so I climbed through the window into the storage room. I always dreamed about these moments everyday until I had my own lab. It was like a fantasy to me. Inside the lab, I conducted any interesting experiment as I want. I not only turned my finger brown accidentally with potassium permanganate, but also produced chlorine for the first time. I couldn't believe it at first until I smelt the annoying odor which made me feel uncomfortable all day. However, I was more proud of the theories I discovered in physics including (1/u+1/v=1/f) the equation of the imaging of the lens, the perfect concave mirror being not a part of the sphere but the paraboloid, etc. You can't imagine how excited I was when I finished the calculation of the reflection of the light ray on the paraboloid and proved the textbook wrong. In the 11th grade when I was in Nanjing University, I joined a sophomore research team (about 8 people, all students) which was studying the Brazil Nut Effect. This experience showed me a lively image of what I could do at the university level. Meanwhile, I realized the lack of university funds in China and this is one of the reasons why I want to study in the US.

"Li" is the name that was given to me by my father. It means to be independent. It was my father's hope and I tried in every way to be like that. I first cooked lunch when I was 9. I first took a train alone when I was 15. I love to go to a new place, meet strange people and make friends with them. I love to hold maps and take walks though every street of any city, fascinated by the neon light as well as impressed by the ancient lanes and the stony paths. I love the whole DIY idea and always take care of things by myself. I'm a man with a mission. I have made big decisions all by myself. My life is filled with aims and accomplishments. Although there are times that I fail, I am never regretful because I know I've tried my best. I'm proud of my aim-plan-efficiency theory. We can have a plan if only with an aim; we can have efficiency if only with a plan. I love challenges and I'm always confident about what I'm doing. That's why I took part in a competition mostly of 12th grade guys when I was in the 11th grade. That's why I could stand the loneliness living by myself for over a month at Nanjing University before all of my teammates had arrived. That's why even after being admitted into Tsinghua and Peking University, I am still applying to Stanford from a country where barely any applicants were admitted. I know what I'm doing and I always will.

Sample 2：航模model airplanes
Essay范文点评与分析：Taking flight with model airplanes

In the age of Xboxes and iPods, there is a certain charm in an essay about rubber-band-powered airplanes made out of balsa wood. A quixotic topic such as this is the perfect way to catch the eye of an admissions officer, especially when you have invested as much time and effort in the planes as author Brian Inouye. Brian is also an athlete, but in his words, he "quickly ruled out the clichéd 'learning from losing' or 'making the big play' sports stories." Says Brian, "Although my premise paralleled one of the overdone sports stories, I thought it was interesting that I learned the same lesson in something not involving athletics whatsoever."

申请Stanford University的Essay范文 by Brian Inouye

Every first Thursday of each month I always look around the Van Muren Hall gymnasium looking at the sixty- and seventy-year-old men and wonder what I am doing there with them. They have lived through world-shaping events like World War II, the Korean War, and the Vietnam War, yet I sit there and interact with them as if there were no differences at all. The reason? We simply share a similar hobby. For the last four years, I've built rubber-band-powered balsa airplanes alongside many of these old timers. It began in eighth grade, when I was randomly selected to be the model airplane builder for my Science Olympiad team for the event known as The Wright Stuff. In this event a competitor builds a tissue-covered, balsa plane to achieve a "best flight time." I was quite hesitant at the outset due to my lack of knowledge about the subject, but decided to forge ahead in order to help my team. In a stroke of good fortune, I stumbled over a phone number at a nearby hobby shop for the captain of the local flying club. After a simple call and meeting, I started working with my mentor, Chris Borland, a retired man of about sixty years of age.

I have never been a very dexterous person. When I was younger I engaged in sports activities and played with action figures, forever imagining new adventures. I never played with Legos or blocks like many other children which might have enhanced hand-eye coordination and fine motor skills. Plane building requires many minute changes of details that only calm, nimble, and patient hands can make. None of which I have. Numerous times I broke a plane by sanding too roughly or glued my fingers together while really trying to glue two pieces of wood. Most of these events ended with my driving an X-ACTO knife into my building board and a shout of expletives. Not until recently could I claim that I can adeptly use my hands. I have needed to take my time to build planes, gluing the pieces ever so precisely and making everything perfect. At first I was frustrated with myself since my mentor would finish a plane in four hours and it would take me twice as long, but he had also been building planes since he was a child.www.liuxue.la After realizing this, I became more accepting of the time and patience needed to build planes and began to allot a greater amount of time for building. Instead of doing fast, shoddy jobs, I sacrificed my regular basketball television viewing time and replaced it with spending more time building planes and perfecting my techniques. I also endured long nights to finish planes the same day I started, hoping to limit the variables such as humidity that could skew the structure while having to concentrate even more because of my fatigue.

This last year I spent more than fifty hours constructing four working planes for the regional, state, and national Science Olympiad competitions. I say "working" because I constructed many more planes, however only four were perfect enough for the competition; the others were abandoned. Through all this work, I almost gave up after the regional competition due to a horrific showing. My two best planes simply did not take off the ground as the balsa wheels got stuck in the carpeted floor of the Grand Ballroom at California State University at Sacramento. Finally, after my second failed flight I took the plane, sat down, and cried. I hated my plane. I hated myself for failing both my team and myself.

In retrospect it was this failure and embarrassment that became my motivation for the rest of the year. Constantly remembering that rare emotional breakdown and failure of my airplane to even lift off the ground, I was fueled to do better. I pledged myself that I would not fail again! I spent days and nights building planes, scrapping them if there was even a minor flaw. Finally, I rebuilt a plane, tested it, and took it to the national competition. My life, my self worth, and my pride were all tied up in this mixture of balsa wood and tissue paper. Upon arriving at the competition site I froze in fear when I noticed the carpeted surface that covered the center of the Ohio State University indoor track. Trembling, I tried to focus,remembering what my mentor said before I left Sacramento. "Just have fun." Recalling those three simple words cleared my head of doubt and fear and also cleansed my soul as I then casually strolled out onto the carpeted area and flew my plane. It stayed up for four minutes and nineteen seconds, twice as long as any of my planes have ever flown! I was elated and felt vindicated when I placed sixth in the national competition and was awarded a bronze medal.

Tackling this odd, anachronistic hobby has changed my life in many ways beyond doing well in the national competition. Studying and receiving good grades have always come fairly easily for me and it wasn't until this challenge that I learned to persevere and at the same time be patient and calm under pressure. My hands never seemed skillful enough and my luck never seemed to be there at the right time. I had to overcome many failures, but in the end,everything came together.

Brian Inouye attends Stanford University.

