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Have you stood in a crowded room where nobody looks like you? If you are white, have you stood in a room full of black people? Are you an Irish man who has strolled through the streets of Compton? If you are black, have you stood in a room full of white people? Are you an African-American man, who has played a back nine at the local country club? If you are a woman, have you stood in a room full of men? Are you Sandra Day O'Conner or Ruth Ginsberg?
Since I left the reservation, almost every room I enter is filled with people that do not look like me. There are only two million Indians in the country. We could all fit into one medium-sized city. Someone should look into it.
Often, I am most alone in bookstores where I am reading from my work. I look up from the page at white faces. This is frightening. [...]
***
So many people claim to be Indian, speaking of an Indian grandmother, a warrior grandfather. Suppose the United States government announced that all Indians had to return to their reservation. How many of these people would not shove that Indian ancestor back into the closet? 
***
[…] My father is an alcoholic. He used to leave us for weeks at a time to drink with his friends and cousins. I missed him so much I'd cry myself sick.
I could always tell when he was going to leave. He would be tense, quiet, unable to concentrate. He'd flip through magazines and television channels. He'd open the refrigerator door, study its contents, shut the door, and walk away. Five minutes later, he'd be back at the fridge, rearranging items on the shelves. I would follow him from place to place, trying to prevent his escape.
Once, he went into the bathroom, which had no windows, while I sat outside the only door and waited for him. I could not hear him inside. I knocked on the thin wood. I was five years old.
"Are you there?" I asked. "Are you still there?"
Every time he left, I ended up in the emergency room. But I always got well and he always came back. He'd walk in the door without warning. We'd forgive him.
Years later, I am giving a reading at a bookstore in Spokane, Washington. There is a large crowd. I read a story about an Indian father who leaves his family for good. He moves to a city a thousand miles away. Then he dies. It is a sad story. When I finish, a woman in the front row breaks into tears.
"What's wrong?" I ask her.
"I'm so sorry about your father," she says.
"Thank you," I say, "But that's my father sitting right next to you."
The Unauthorized Autobiography of Me, By Sherman Alexie, 2000


1. Introduce the document.
2. Who is the narrator (gender, nationality, origin, occupation, …). Quote the text to support your answer.
3. Choose the most appropriate title for the first paragraph and explain why you did not choose the other titles. 
a. Among one’s own kind 

b. Latent hostility 
c. Estranged from one’s family
d. Feeling different
4. The narrator feels like a sort of survivor. Pick out two expressions in the first paragraph that illustrate this idea.
5. According to Wikipedia, “Today, there are over five million Native Americans in the United States, 78% of whom live outside reservations.” What accounts for the narrator’s claiming that “there are only two million Indians in this country”? Justify your answer by quoting from the text.
6. “How many of these people would not shove that Indian ancestor back into the closet?” (l. 16-17) Explain in your own words what the narrator means here.
7. Explain in your own words what the narrator’s father’s problem was and what impact this problem had on his family.
8. Say if the following sentences are RIGHT or WRONG and justify your answers in your own words. 
a. As a child, the narrator coped quite well with his father’s absence.
b. His dad never left his family for more than a couple of days at a time. 
c. His decision to leave them was always easy to make. 
d. When he was five years old, he was locked up in a windowless room by his dad.
e. His family grew weary of his father’s inconstancy. 
9. Why did the woman in the front row break into tears while the narrator was giving a reading in Spokane? What may explain her confusion?
10. In your opinion, why did Alexie Sherman entitle his essay ‘The unauthorized autobiography of me?’ 
“I don't want to write an autobiography because I would become public property with no privacy left.” To what extent do you agree with the previous statement? Express your point of view (250 words).  
