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SAMPLE Reflective Narrative

“I’m really not sure someone with a brain like yours could ever be happy here,” warned Mr. Wilson. "There’s not much challenge to this,” he said of the work in his small factory that assembled electronic components. “You might want to consider something else.” I said I did not, wondering whether he thought a girl could not do the job, even though half his workers were women. Maybe he thought I was too young. He looked at me for a long time, smiled, and said, “OK. You’ve got it. See you at seven Monday morning.” At that point, I wouldn’t have guessed that this job would teach me lessons I hadn’t learned in school.

The job was both easy and hard. The easy part was putting all the little pieces

together. The little round gadget fit right on top of the whatchamacallit. It was no

problem. The hard part was making myself show up every day. Twice I called in sick.

Once I overslept and showed up after ten o’clock. Mr. Wilson himself filled in for me

and said nothing. He just looked at me with that smile. I had little in common with the

other workers, many of whom had families and even grandkids. When I saw them

chatting with each other or with Mr. Wilson, I felt like an outsider. I was bored.

As the summer passed, though, I adapted to the environment. Having my own

money was fantastic, and I opened my first savings account. I knew several people

with college degrees who were making less than I was. I even began to think about

not going to college. “Things are looking good here,” I thought.

That’s why I was so upset when Mr. Wilson let me go. After all, I had become

an excellent employee. I challenged his decision. “You’re right,” he said, “about being

good; you really are. I gotta downsize, though, and you’re the last hired, so it’s you.

I’m not sorry,” he said. Once again, he smiled the same patient smile. “You can do

more than this,” he added. “You’re going to want more out of life than a paycheck. Go

to college. Or find a job that makes you use your head. Then come tell me about what

you learn.”

Mr. Wilson was right, of course. As I wrote my college application essays, I often thought about what Mr. Wilson had said. I wonder how many people begin their

reference lists with an employer who got rid of them. Sometimes the things you learn

from other people are what you least expect.
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