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Coming To Age
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Institution.
Date.




Coming to age is a phrase which implies “the most memorable experiences in man’s life since he was born, together with the time he recognizes the truth concerning his existence, i.e., why do I exist?”  These words were altered with a lot of reality and facts.  It is evident that majority of human beings live a life which is not theirs for a long time until it is too late to rectify obvious mistakes and realizing the truth. Following the phrase, coming to age, it is quite difficult to know more about my life, unless I go deep into memories and describe the little that I can recall about my past life experience, that tells the truth mainly. 
I was born in Texas, America 1992. I was natured under strict Christian family and absolute religious rules that governed my daily endeavors. My parents were devoted servants of God. As such, my dad was a priest while mum was a nun which strengthened my background by scheduling my daily activities in every day of the week. While unfolding up, my Sundays were formulated to attend Sunday school teachings. Similarly, at home things were not better than this, I had no choice to learn and memorize bible verses at the tender age of 6 years. My mother spent a lot of her time teaching me on how to pray as well as conducting meaningful prayer. I was always required to be a cooperative and time conscious kid; failure to which it was denied to attend the kids out a day or even no fun on the bouncing castles. I required to commit myself. Moreover, I had no chances to go out alone. Thus, I had to grow in such a manner.  
Majority of my age mates utilized all their free time having fun and playing to one another while on my side; I was confined to the schedule. I was assigned only 50 minutes for play after, and the other time-shared between bible study and analyzing religious books in the family library. I practiced this until I completed the eighth grade of my studies when I got determined, and I could not take it any longer. I developed a feeling that this life was not meant for me. I just purposed to live in respect of my parent’s commands. I had no way out, I was frightened, and I could not take any decision against these practices. At some point, I started experiencing complete objection from most people, and they would even organize for thorough molesting once I met them by any chance. Things grew tougher day after day until when I decided enough is enough; I had to break the yoke.
 Immediately after joining high school studies, I befriended a group of young talented materialistic singers who suddenly won my attention. It was my first time ever to listen to such music, they arrested my attention. The music sounded appealing to my hears. After a while I got inspired, trained with them and latter poised my songs. I compiled all my creations in a notebook and preserved it in a manner that my parents will never have access to it. I became so obsessed that I began sneaking from home to perform rapping in various shows. I did not want to reason about what action my father and mother will take in case they found me out. When I attended the event for the first time, I felt nice since my desires were accomplished. 
At one time, I came to realize significance of obedience. As mother went out washing my clothes, she traced my fantastic notebook. Suddenly, everything turned rough. She could rarely believe her religious kid could afford this dirty culture. With eager and bitterness, she summoned me, but I had the courage to face her out of determination. It tried to explain to her that my life could never fit the life she wanted me to cope with; possibly, every individual has his strengths and weaknesses and secular was my strength. Though my parents were strong and devoted Christians, it did not mean that I had to follow their steps accordingly. Later on, I found that my parents were wrong in their perceptions by deciding on what they thought it was best for their kid. The early years of my childhood were ultimately spent performing events which I could not fit at all. Simply because I was young by then, I had to accept until when I realized the difference between differences. My secondary school life became a new shining to me. I gained power to venture in new activities to better my life. My life of conviction was abruptly transformed for betterment.

















Part 2.
 (
Majority of human beings live a life which is not theirs for a long time until it is too late to rectify evident mistakes
.
)Below is a graphic representation of the flow of the story following inspiration by Satrapi’s Graphic Novel (
thought bubbles
).



 (
I was 
nurtured
 under strict Christian family and comprehensive religious rules that governed my daily endeavors. My parents were devoted servants of God.
)



 (
                       
 I started experiencing complete objection from most people and they would even 
      
organize for thorough m
olesting once I met them by
chance. Things grew tougher day after day until when I decided enough is enough, I had to break the yoke.
)




 (
E
verything turned rough. She could rarely believe her religious kid could afford this dirty culture
.
)
 (
I became so obsessed that I began sneaking from home to perform rapping in various shows.
)

[bookmark: _GoBack]
