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I am Sam
I am Sam
Sam I am



Be successful in
THE SECRET CLUB

Come to class because you want to learn.
Learning happens when you’re curious.

Focus on yourself and no one else.

Do your work. Be responsible.

Trust the TEACHER.

Only do what’s right.

Nothing happens if you do not try.



September 1st

Dear Student,

Um.

No. I don’t like that. Let’s try again.

Dear New Person in my Class,

Wow. That is. Horrible.

Dear Child,

My Fellow American,



Greetings!

Howdy Do

“Hello. I Hope This Letter Finds You
Well.”

I hate when letters start like that. My
God.

I’m so confused.
OK.
So let’s do this.
Let me first begin with honesty:

I don’t know how to introduce myself.
After all, you’re still a stranger. We have
never met, and Mama always said that
we should never talk to strangers, right?

Second, I don’t really know myself. In
fact, I haven’t really met myself just yet.
It’s something I’m still figuring out. Every
time I think I know myself, I find myself



discovering something new. And so, no
matter what I tell you now, chances are
that it is going to change. So what’s the
point of telling you from now about a
thing that will be something else before
you’re even finished reading this?

Well, maybe not that fast. But still, you
know?

I wonder if I’m even making sense.

Introductions always puzzled me. When
I was little, every time some guests or
relatives came over, I was told I had to
introduce myself and say “Salam,” which
means “Peace be unto you” in Arabic.
But that was always weird, because it
didn’t feel quite natural. And so, I had to
fake my introductions. That is something
I just do not want to do.

I could, of course, list facts about
myself, my life, my family. But here’s the



thing: it’s not the facts which make me
who I am. Why? Because with any set
of facts, I would be sharing them with
someone else. Birthdays, for example,
seem unique. But actually, I share my
birthday with a hundred million people,
probably. Where was I born? Not any
place unique, since other millions were
born there too. My name seems pretty
special, but it’s true that others have this
name as well. You see? So all this
makes me wonder: what is me?

And that is why I don’t know what to do,
or how to introduce myself to you. Who I
am is something you might have to
search for and discover on your own.
You have to get to know me, more or
less. It takes a lot of time and effort.

So, although I won’t be able to provide
an introduction, maybe I can try to share
what others said about themselves.
Examples from the works of literature



might help to get us started.

Here is one.

Walt Whitman introduced himself
through poetry:

I celebrate myself

How awesome. Do you “celebrate”
yourself?

Frederick Douglass starts it off like this:

I was born in Tuckahoe, near
Hillsborough, and about twelve
miles from Easton, in Talbot
county, Maryland. I have no
accurate knowledge of my age,
never having seen any
authentic record containing
it. By far the larger part of
the slaves know as little of



their ages as horses know of
theirs, and it is the wish of
most masters within my
knowledge to keep their slaves
thus ignorant. I do not
remember to have ever met a
slave who could tell of his
birthday. They seldom come
nearer to it than planting-
time, harvest-time, cherry-
time, spring-time, or fall-
time. A want of information
concerning my own was a source
of unhappiness to me even
during childhood. The white
children could tell their
ages. I could not tell why I
ought to be deprived of the
same privilege. I was not
allowed to make any inquiries
of my master concerning it. He
deemed all such inquiries on
the part of a slave improper
and impertinent, and evidence
of a restless spirit. The



nearest estimate I can give
makes me now between twenty-
seven and twenty-eight years
of age. I come to this, from
hearing my master say, some
time during 1835, I was about
seventeen years old.

Amazing, since in just one paragraph, I
learned a great amount about this man.
A slave! He didn’t know his birthday.
Wow. Imagine if that fact were kept from
you.

Here is one I read some time ago, but
never quite forgot. It’s very cool. Ralph
Waldo Ellison, the great African-
American novelist, begins his scathing
nightmare, called Invisible Man, like this:

I am an invisible man. No, I
am not a spook like those who
haunted Edgar Allan Poe; nor



am I one of your Hollywood-
movie ectoplasms. I am a man
of substance, of flesh and
bone, fiber and liquids—and I
might even be said to possess
a mind. I am invisible,
understand, simply because
people refuse to see me.

That always freaked me out: to be
unseen. To live in such a way that no
one sees or understands, or even cares
you’re there. I only mention Mr. Ellison’s
race because his book’s about that very
thing: being a black man in America.
Being unseen, invisible.

Just wow.

Here is Holden Caulfield’s introduction:

If you really want to hear
about it, the first thing



you’ll probably want to know
is where I was born, and what
my lousy childhood was like,
and how my parents were
occupied and all before they
had me, and all that David
Copperfield kind of crap, but
I don’t feel like going into
it, if you want to know the
truth. In the first place,
that stuff bores me, and in
the second place, my parents
would have two hemorrhages
apiece if I told anything
pretty personal about them.
They’re quite touchy about
anything like that, especially
my father. They’re nice and
all - I’m not saying that -
but they’re also touchy as
hell. Besides, I’m not going
to tell you my whole goddam
autobiography or anything.
I’ll just tell you about this
madman stuff that happened to



me last Christmas just before
I got pretty run-down and had
to come out and take it easy.

That is from a book by Salinger called
The Catcher in the Rye. That’s pretty
good. It’s curious. It makes me want to
know a whole lot more about the
character.

That’s what I mean. Now, that’s an
introduction. That’s unique. That’s
identity beyond the facts. That’s who we
really are.

I am a set of life experiences.

We are what happens, right? Like,
everyone will introduce themselves in
different ways, depending on the sets of
circumstances that formed and shaped
the journey of their life.



So here is what I think I want to do. I
want to read about your journey. What
has happened in your life thus far to
shape the person you have come to be
today?

Talk about the series of events that
made you “You” thus far, if that makes
sense.

You don’t have to tell me everything.
Just write about what makes you
comfortable.

We’ll trade. You tell me yours, I’ll tell you
mine.

Sincerely Yours,

The WORD MAN


