
When I went home on 
November 10, 2017, I 
thought, “I need to 
‘find’ myself.” And 

sure enough, when I 
started looking 

around my house, I 
found pieces of 

myself everywhere…

My driver’s license is a physical 
representation of my identity. 
Although it only scratches the 

surface with a few details, I still 
wouldn’t want to lose it.

My shoes 
accompany me 

wherever I 
go, and each 
pair has its 
own history 

of locations.

My English Bulldog dottie has been 
a very cute part of my life for the 
past seven years. I miss her lots 

when I am at cwru.



I feel that my identity occupies 
locations such as my backyard. When 

I was younger, I spent lots and 
lots of time playing in this place 

that once felt like a gigantic field.

Growing up, I 
spent hours 

stressfully de-
stressing myself 

as I practiced 
for my weekly 
piano lessons.

This is a snapshot of 
my 2017 high school 
yearbook. Looking 

back, my high school 
years were the 

defining years of my 
life so far. During 

this time, I began to 
break through my 
shell of shyness 

and became ready to 
take on the world.

My car keys represent the part of 
myself that loves being mobile. 
One of my favorite pastimes is 

simply driving around with 
friends.


