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Dream Deferred:
My Path to the lvy of the Midwest
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Questbridge is
an organization
designed to assist
students from
non-traditional,
low-income
households with
college applications
to universities that
may otherwise
seem unattanable.
They partner
with 45 schools
nationwide,
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including Ivy
Leagues and top-
rated liberal arts
colleges. Two

main programs are
offered, the College
Prep Scholars,

and the National
College Match.

I was first
selected as a
College Prep
Scholar in April
of 2021. I was
provided with
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materials and given
the opportunity to
speak to admissions
counselors to

help me build the
strongest applicant
profile.

Summer of 2021,
the National
College Match
application opened.
It felt like my last
chance at making
that little girl
proud.
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Finally, in the
fall, I found out
I was a finalist.
I would get the
opportunity to rank
my top choices of
the given partners,
with the potential
of receiving a full
ride scholarship.
For a month,
I obsessively
checked my email,
hoping for some
sign of good news.
When
December
1 rolled
around,
Iwas
informed
that I had
not been
selected to
attend one
of the six
schools I
had ranked.
I was
devastated,
but I
refused to
let anyone
see. |
thought if I
told enough
people that
I was okay
with it, that
I still had
a chance,
I would
believe it
myself.

I began
looking
into schools
with less
name
recognition,
but great

schools

regardless, and
crossed my fingers
for good financial
aid.

Then
Washington
University, a small,
research institution
in St. Louis and the
school that I ranked
2nd, sent me an
email encouraging
me to move my
application to Early
Decision.

Eager to have
another chance,

I responded
immediately, a
decision that would
change the course
of future for the
better.

Which brings
me back to that
cold February day.
5 o’clock hit and I
refreshed the page
religiously until
the fateful words,
“Status Update”
appeared on my
screen. I was
nearly too shaky to
navigate the mouse,
then in an instance
that is now a blur,
CONGRATU-
LATIONS was big,
bright, and bold on
the top of the web
page.

In a matter
of seconds
every dream
had come true.



