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My Identity Manu-al 

Some say you can learn a lot about an individual just by examining his hands. Gypsies and psychic palm-readers seem to think so. Well, let me tell you something! Whoever concocted that adage was probably a narcissus blessed with extravagantly fascinating and beautiful hands. Whoever he was, good for him, I suppose. I, however, have not his luck of the draw. 

I want you to do something for me. Look at the palms of your hands and count the lines. Go ahead, I promise not to look. I am willing to bet you my very own hands that that you will discover a countable number of those supposedly prophesizing creases. But not me: when I, a young woman of only eighteen years, look at my palms, I see the palms of a two-hundred year-old, palms indistinguishable from a once-crumbled piece of paper that has been unsuccessfully straightened. The opposite sides of my hands are the same way, but not with so severe an antiquity. They remind me more of the skin of a baby alligator, that is, fairly scaly but with a few baby’s bottom soft spots still remaining. Excuse me, I seem to have digressed. Where was I? Oh yes, my palms. At this moment, they are sweaty/clammy-ish, as they often are. At other times, however, they are excessively dry and scream to me for moisturizer, which I usually provide for them. 


My hands are neither bony nor chubby, but somewhere in between. They possess a sort of wrinkly texture and closely resemble a face in desperate need of a facelift. My nails are thin and weak and bend easily when I stumble fingertips-first into a solid surface. Small pieces of skin often peel from my arid cuticles, and blond peach fuzz randomly disperses itself about my digits. A pink callous resides in the spot where the inner side and top of my right middle finger intersect. For those of you who believe that the hand tells all, consider the thought that my callous may reveal my overly tight grip of the pen. Maybe you can look even deeper and discover that my death grip results from a high stress level. 


Your stress thesis may be further confirmed when I tell you that I am one of those atrocious knuckle-poppers whom you want to slap in a movie theater for destroying an emotional moment with an obnoxious ka-ka-ka-ka-krack! I apologize, by the way, if you are a victim of such an offense, but unless you’re a fellow or former popper, you cannot possibly fathom the difficulty of abandoning the ritual. I know you may not approve of my habit, but before you draw conclusions about the grotesque appearance of my fingers, I must tell you that I am a knuckle-cracker incognito. Golf ball-size knuckles do not protrude at the midpoint of each tentacle, as is the case with the striking majority of my type, but rather I am a popper of the fist knuckles. As a result, my habit reveals itself only when I clench my fingertips deeply into my palms. Actually, I could advantageously utilize this idiosyncrasy of mine. For instance, if I am to encounter a certain foe and quickly need a means of self-defense, I can briskly create a uniquely hard set of eight punching instruments and ensure my safety. Good for me.


You now possess an exceptional amount of knowledge about my hands. There is nothing I have neglected to tell you. Based upon your knowledge, what do you think? Who am I? Go ahead, analyze me, and when you finish, I will allow you to assess the accuracy of your examination.  You have one minute. Use your time wisely.

*****

one minute later

Here is my identity (as I now know it) in as few words as I can provide. I passionately value art (both visual and performance). I am bold in my actions, persistent in my goals, adamant (sometimes stubborn) in my beliefs. I am petite. While unselfish and compassionate, I am most certainly not a pushover. I can be mean. I am occasionally whimsical and witty when appropriate. On the road, I severely lack a sense of direction and frequently make U-turns. I am a perfectionist and, from time to time, may exhibit anal-retentive qualities.  

What’s the verdict? Not so good? Just as I suspected. You may know my hands, front and back, maybe even better than you know your own hands. I could tell you just as much about my feet. But that knowledge puts you on a path to nowhere if you are looking to discover who I am. I told you my perception of my identity, but I may very well be wrong. If the purpose of life is to soul-search and discover your identity, there is a strong possibility that my life is a failure. Eighteen long years swirl down the drain. Sometimes I think I know who I am, but the very instant I pinpoint my identity (as I did a brief moment ago), I surprise myself (as I am presently doing by contradicting myself). I am a stranger to you, and once again, I have become a stranger to myself. 

