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AUTOBIOGRAPHY


In the genealogy of my family there has been a long line of Williams of which I may be the last. Because my predicament is such that my kind is endangered, I will record some of the events that have been responsible for the outcome of my personality in this document. Anything that would reflect negatively on my character will be omitted.


Born and raised in Fond du Lac County, I am the second of the three children born to my parents. My older brother is twenty-five and currently resides in St. Cloud, Minnesota. My younger sister is twenty and currently resides with me, in Fond du lac, Wisconsin. 
My siblings are often at odds with each other and I, the wise mediator who does not involve himself in such trivial squabbles, must often quell their disputes. Both harbor volatile tempers, both are stubborn and reluctant to surrender to the other. I, on the other hand, have inherited only the most virtuous of qualities from my dear mother and father.

Most of my days as an elementary student were spent in the Brandon area at Amity school. After third grade I attended the Christian school in Waupun. My extracurricular life has proven to be rather uneventful. This is largely due to my general lack of enthusiasm.

I’ve never been intrigued by sports, hunting, fishing, fist fights, monster trucks, or anything else on the extreme end of masculinity. But don’t jump to conclusions and make inferences about my sexuality quite yet. I am also not an avid gardening, interior design, scrap booking, or cosmetics enthusiast. 

Despite my deficiency in all that is macho I did participate in fifth/sixth grade flag football which yielded some memorable experiences. My greatest moment as a lineman was inflicting two sacks on the opposing team, the second resulting in a safety. 

Like sports, my hunting experience is minimal. I tried to bag me a deer carcass one year and I found the experience to be quite dull. Only one deer came within shooting proximity. I squeezed off about three rounds, missing all three. But I didn’t really want to kill it anyway. Deer are just too damn cute to kill. Consuming their succulent flesh is another matter.

That is the extent of my involvement in hunting and sports. My interests have always been centered around more leisurely activities. Creating things using various mediums appeals to me more than anything else. Creating, for instance, visual concepts with a pencil and paper, music with a variety of instruments, or a story with words. 

Sketching portraits or abstract pieces, writing stories, and making music with my friends satisfies my free time while I contemplate which profession would provide an adequate future for me. Majoring in psychology is sounding better all the time but until I finalize that decision I will keep attending random classes at UW Fond du lac. That is my current situation so it follows that my life story ends here.
