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Although you technically didn’t read the first essay we turned in, if you happened to scan it, you might have noticed the first thing I mentioned was my fervent passion for reading. I grew up in a household of readers, and had started reading on my own by second grade. Although I went through a decline in my reading habits around the start of high-school, I’ve steadily been reading more and more, and now I’m back at the point where I even have trouble falling sleep if I don’t read before. In general I’m a fan of fiction, but I also greatly enjoy reading literature about physiology, psychology, and the beginnings of organized religion. I recently read When God Was a Woman, which gave a lot of insightful information about earlier religions that worshiped female entities, and the mystery that surrounded their seemingly other-worldly beauty, intelligence, and child birthing capabilities. People of the time engaged in the act of sex simply because of animalistic instincts, and when the child was actually born, they viewed it as an unexplainable act of god. The connection that males were actually somewhat responsible for the birth of the child was not made until later. At that point, religions that actually looked at sex for what it is; a natural, healthy, and spiritually significant experience, began to take shape in different parts of the world. These religions were dusted under the proverbial rug of time, and many people go on through life without even knowing that they existed. Anyways, I know reading will always be a major part of my life


In turn, I also write occasionally in my spare time. I do most of my writing as a form of catharsis, to just get everything out on paper and cleanse myself of all the negative energy that is milling around in my subconscious. Whether it comes out in traditional wording, or as a jumbled mass of non-sensical rambling, it always seems to achieve the same goal, a feeling of renewal. I generally like to write my pieces by stream of conciousness, and as a result, my essays end up being more like a sassy editorial column from the local newspaper than anything the MLA would be proud of. I have the most difficulty writing traditional essays, because frankly they bore me to death. My personal opinion is that I’m able to write an essay the way I like, and still have it either meet or exceed the goal of an essay that has guidelines and rules up the wazoo. 


I generally don’t enjoy being the main speaker in social situations. I tend to lean more on the side of witty subtlety, rather than the “say everything and anything in a very loud and intrusive voice,” approach. But, when it’s time to step up to the plate and talk in front of a crowd about a subject, I rarely ever back down. The only time I struggle with public speaking is when I’m speaking about subject that I could care less about. Those situations force me to plan out a step by step presentation, which is a weak point for me. I generally can not do it, period. But, put me up in front of a class with a subject I’m passionate about, and you have yourself a mildly entertaining speech, (I hope). I spoke at my 8th grade graduation, and that was probably the biggest crowd I’ve spoken to.


Because I tend to stay back in conversations, it gives me time to listen to everything around me and process what is going on. I’d rate myself as an excellent listener, only because I find excitement in noting the little subtleties of speech, and deciphering the subconcious connotations people make in every day conversation. Often times when my friends are talking amongst themselves I’ll start laughing at seemingly random times, when in reality I picked up on something that made me laugh, or made some kind of connection with some event or idea that I experienced in the past. It’s not the easiest thing to explain when they ask “what’s so funny?”

