When you are young, they assume you know nothing
They assume you don’t know pain, you act foolishly, without guidance, they think you are just thinking shallowly but don’t they know for our age we think deeper than ever? We worry about upholding their pride in us, we think of keeping that joy they have in us, in our progress in the world we inhabit, in our academics, relationship with other people.
The pressure, the society demands of us is suffocating and we have no choice but to follow, we see our mates who went astray, see the way they are living the life we want to live, free from the society’s standards, they are already tagged as the bad eggs and rotten and hopeless so no one would even look at them if they break another rule, we watch them do what we wish we could do but can’t because we have our family’s honour to uphold, we have this secret urge to run wild, be free but we curb it as hard as we can, the struggle it takes is not noticed, no one see behind the joy and exuberance is a soul struggling with crisis, with forces and unknown feelings sprouting inside and not knowing how to handle it and it seems when we talk we just don’t get understood enough, we are told to go to God sometimes but those times God to us seem abstract and it’s like talking to the air and it’s being taken away with the north wind, aimless and without a destination.
Amidst this struggle, we still do our jobs, which is making our parents and the society happy but deep down we are not happy, there is a restlessness in us, something yearning to be free, there is a hunger for something dark, very dark, something we instinctively know is wrong but we feel it all the same, it is part of the phases of life, so we are told, then the temptations come, they come in different forms and each is harder to resist than the last, we will fight and fight and keep fighting, temptations on one side, living up to expectations on the other, yearnings on another, all these for our young minds to fight and we are still told we don’t know anything, that what we are facing is adulthood and we must never succumb to the hunger, to that passion calling.
They said it brings dishonour, a disgrace, they put in us the fear, they manipulate us into thinking they never fell to the infamous youthful exuberance, when we became wiser and found that to be lie, they came again and told us that they accept that they once succumbed to it and it was just once but they came out of it on time, they give us another paradox saying that destinies differ, a situation one escaped unscathed could be the final destination for another, this thought leaves us perplexed and afraid because we don’t know what our destiny is like and this tactic worked, until, the environment changes, College calls, distanced far from home, on the day of departure, mountains of advices and lessons are drilled into us, lessons that we would try so hard to uphold there, advices we would follow to the letter but the passion, the wildness we held leashed all through growing from adolescent also grew in strength and tries to knock down the lessons, the path that was carefully laid out for us and we are following diligently.
We fight it back down, we wrestle it back into submission and it quietens, hibernates, then something happens, just one moment we decide to taste a little of that life, that moment of weakness makes us lose the grip on that wildness and like a hurricane, it crashes into us and we loose the control, the body takes over, the body is stronger now and won’t give up that easily, at least not without leaving it’s imprint on us and we find that we like the feeling, it feels so good, the pleasure is blinding, somewhere inside a small voice reminds us what we were told at home, tries to remind us the lessons but we are too far gone, we don’t care, we have tasted freedom and it is heady, intoxicating, we will handle the fallout later, that’s what we tell ourselves, let us have this one time, that’s what we tell the voice, one time won’t hurt.
Finally coming down from the high, we are washed with shame, we blame ourselves, hate ourselves, curse ourselves, we hate our own skins, we think about the dishonour we have brought on the family, the shame, we see ourselves as a disgrace as one of the hopeless ones, we can’t speak up for fear of stigmatization because there is nothing to say that justifies us, we have ruined ourselves. Yes, our parents tries to make us feel better by comparing us to others we are better than, others who already had ruined lives, they think this comparison makes us feel better, it boosts our ego and though they won’t say it but they also know our mates who were better than us and we still hear the unspoken disappointment and that makes us sadder than before because the people they compare us with are already condemned by the society, we are not, we are still viewed as the good ones, the righteous ones, the ones who are supposed to beat the temptations and ruins of youthfulness because we have been groomed for it, polished for it, or so they thought. But we know we didn’t and we failed everyone and ourselves and nothing anyone says take away that shame and an even worse shame is that that wildness, that hunger has finally tasted the freedom and wants more and stretches it’s phantom fingers, fingers now powerful because it’s fed, on us and pushes us back to it, it is impossible to fight it now because we believe, if we couldn’t fight it the first time when it was starved, what gives us the winning chance now that we have finally tasted freedom, fed on it, bathed with it?
With that thought, we weaken and succumb to it, with the little strength we have, we mentally divide our personality, one for home and society, the other, dominated by that feeling for the outside world with our peers, in other words, one for the day, one for the night, balancing it takes some time and adaptation but we get the balance and we believe we have finally discovered a secret solution, our egos are having a field day because we know something out parents don’t know, or so we think, we are not told that that feeling is false and untrue, that that feeling is as old as time, we are shielded, treated like we know nothing, protected overly much, we have tasted another freedom , with this action of ours. We are viewed as innocents to the world of the seniors and aged because we project that image to them and when we are far from the elderly, senior and especially our parents, we shred that skin and take on another, a skin of power in the darker form, sweet and intoxicating and very  inquisitive, we grow curious to how far we can go, how far we can reach with this insane power we have, another hunger resurfaces, this time it’s different it wants something more, an better action, something more exciting and intriguing and dark and pushes us further and further into destruction, if we were on a low grade drug use, we want to try something higher, feel among the peers, that small voice that is always with us also tries to reason with us and let us know we are going too far, pushing too fast, we are going to fall hard at this rate but we can’t listen, it’s all so good and the fun is heady, the small voice belongs to the day with the facade we put when facing the older side of the world. Sex, drugs, alcohol, we try them all in various ways and with different variant, the feeling is so good, the satisfaction we gain is way over the top, exalting and to our knowledge, heavenly.
After a time, the excitement wears out, we are left with shells and addiction, we find out that it was hard to stop before, it is now pure impossible to do it, it has become a surviving factor of our lives, we are still keeping the good child facade with parents, we see and analyse the difference in the two personalities we have now and finally see the joy and peace that came with adhering to the rules of our parents and the society at large, we realize the joy we enjoyed before we entered the quagmire called life, not to mention the amount of energy it takes to keep both sides apart. Shame can’t even begin what I feel when the realisation hits, I squeeze my eyes for the tears to come but they don’t, I’m in pains but can’t show it because we have another life to live and can’t let both lives clash or everything I’ve built will come crumbling and that would be a big problem, so I’m left to carry the burdens with a smile and a happy cheer, but at night I can’t sleep, the repercussions of all I have done, the consequences and the thoughts of the consequences keep me up, I’m waiting for karma to hit, some will say it’s not karma but an immediate effect of your actions, whichever, it still doesn’t take away the feeling of impending consequences, I’m constantly on the watch to not allow anyone find out of my double life, trying so hard to keep both lives separate as it should be, I want to pull out of the hole I’ve dug myself into but I can’t, it’s impossible.
The hole becomes a home for me, a past that can’t be left alone, I can’t be helped, with resignation I accept my fate and try to live with it, in my good life, I am expected to graduate, get a job, get married, start a family and pass on the tradition like it was passed to me, it’s all planned but my other life? That end is unhappiness, fear, paranoia, depression, insanity and in the worst case, death. I know I can’t have all the good things of my good life, the second life will clash with it someday, the past will catch up with me and ruin that carefully laid plans and it could harm people around me, people I love. I’m told in church that there is redemption even for the hardest sinners but I don’t feel the redemption, the small voice warning then has disappeared, I am left with the conclusion that I am beyond redemption now and must accept my fate and live on. I can’t keep up with the facade anymore, it is wearying, I want to stop but can’t, I want to cry but  the tears refuses to come, I promise myself I will not return to that life, I will start anew but I find myself back there in a short while, it has become a solace, a sanctuary for me, the dark has become a companion and the light a facade. Children look at me and smile, they reach out but in my head I scream at them to run from me, that I’m a monster now, I will ruin them, I have become part of the bad ones now, only difference is it isn’t known to the world yet and that is even harder than being known cause when I am known, I am condemned, I am left  alone but this they don’t know, they still love me beguilingly, and the guilt from that is unbearable, knowing I  don’t worth that love, knowing that that love could change to sorrow in a heartbeat saddens me and depresses me, I want to scream at them to look at me and see the sins, see the filth, I don’t worth them, why can’t you all just see that? You are adults, you pride yourselves in being perceptive and you can’t see me screaming, you can’t hear my cries, why..? Some days, it’s very easy to bear, while on others, when I see people genuinely happy with each other and laughing, I get reminded of something I can never have, the path I chose is a lonely one, lonely and narrow and I must bear it alone but with this little story I hope I relate to you, the older ones believe we know nothing cause we are young but we do, we know a lot in our own growing way and that knowledge is good, don’t be ashamed to make it known, at least making it known makes it easy to get corrected, don’t keep that hunger, that year for knowledge quiet, it will only ruin on the long run...

