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Who Am I? Assignment 

Who Am I? 

Today, I am late to class. I am over-caffeinated because I needed to refine my coffee 

making skills. I am new here, I am sweaty. I am still not sure if I can make it all the way to 3pm 

before I get really hungry. I am having so many fun thoughts about my identity, I am in autism 

purgatory, I am fairly antisocial, I am debating whether to go to SDI tonight, or do homework, or 

watch documentaries, which I suppose is homework now. Does college rule or is it really hard? I 

am not sure. I am absolutely not from here, and a part of me misses the rush of my family home 

back in Colorado. I am anxious, that’s for sure, and usually hungry (either that or completely 

apathetic). I am sensitive, which makes the world harder to live in. I want to sleep in but I know 

I couldn’t. I can’t tell if I want the weekend to come or if I want more of my film class. I wish I 

could swim right now, I want to scream underwater and laugh at myself as I listen to Game 

Grumps remixes. I suppose I am baby. I am a bit of a mess, but I can hold it together decently 

well, which is reassuring. I am forgetful. The reason I was late was because I left my wallet in my 

room and had to go all the way back up to the 10th floor to grab it. I am trying my best, and I 

really should have showered today. I am adjusting to my brand new life, with all of the 

wonderful bits and all of the challenges. I am about to turn 19, which honestly means nothing. I 

am not a girl. I am certain of that, but not much more. I transferred into a different class because 

I can’t handle a quiet professor surrounded by a blanket of whispers and giggles without wanting 

to scream. I am O, like the letter. 


