
Anecdote College Essay Example 

I have always loved riding in cars. After a long day in first grade, I used to fall asleep to the engine 

purring in my mother's Honda Odyssey, even though it was only a 5-minute drive home. As I grew, 

and graduated into the shotgun seat, it became natural and enjoyable to look out the window. 

Seeing my world passing by through that smudged glass, I would daydream what I could do with 

it. 

In elementary school, I already knew my career path: I was going to be Emperor of the World. 

While I sat in the car and watched the miles pass by, I developed the plan for my empire. I reasoned 

that, for the world to run smoothly, it would have to look presentable. I would assign people, aptly 

named Fixer-Uppers, to fix everything that needed fixing. That old man down the street with 

chipping paint on his house would have a fresh coat in no time. The boy who accidentally tossed 

his Frisbee onto the roof of the school would get it back. The big pothole on Elm Street that my 

mother managed to hit every single day on the way to school would be filled-in. It made perfect 

sense! All the people that didn't have a job could be Fixer-Uppers. I was like a ten-year-old FDR. 

Seven years down the road, I still take a second glance at the sidewalk cracks and think of my 

Fixer-Uppers, but now I'm doing so from the driver's seat. As much as I would enjoy it, I now 

accept that I won't become Emperor of the World, and that the Fixer-Uppers will have to remain 

in my car ride imaginings. Or do they? I always pictured a Fixer-Upper as a smiling man in an 

orange T-Shirt. Maybe instead, a Fixer-Upper could be a tall girl with a deep love for Yankee 

Candles. Maybe it could be me. 

Bridget the Fixer-Upper will be slightly different than the imaginary one who paints houses and 

fetches Frisbees. I was lucky enough to discover what I am passionate about when I was a freshman 

in high school. A self-admitted Phys. Ed. addict, I volunteered to help out with the Adapted PE 

class. On my first day, I learned that it was for developmentally-disabled students. To be honest, I 

was really nervous. I hadn't had too much interaction with special needs students before, and wasn't 

sure how to handle myself around them. Long story short, I got hooked. Three years have passed 

helping out in APE and eventually becoming a teacher in the Applied Behavior Analysis summer 

program. I love working with the students and watching them progress. 

When senior year arrived, college meetings began, and my counselor asked me what I wanted to 

do for a career, I didn't say Emperor of the World. Instead, I told him I wanted to become a board-

certified behavior analyst. A BCBA helps develop learning plans for students with autism and 

other disabilities. Basically, I would get to do what I love for the rest of my life. He laughed and 

told me that it was a nice change that a seventeen-year-old knew so specifically what she wanted 

to do. I smiled, thanked him, and left. But it occurred to me that, while my desired occupation was 

decided, my true goal in life was still to become a Fixer-Upper. So, maybe I'll be like Sue Storm 

and her alter-ego, the Invisible Woman. I'll do one thing during the day, then spend my off-hours 

helping people where I can. Instead of flying like Sue, though, I'll opt for a nice performance 

automobile. My childhood self would appreciate that. 

 


