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From a Lanky Spiderman to a Human Rights Activist
As a normal child, one plays and grows up oblivious of the events around him until that one momentous occasion. All my childhood until I was 13, I had known that doctors were like angels and hospitals were the best places where one goes while dreaded and returns home very healthy. This was my belief because my parents worked as medics for the district hospital. More than I can remember, my childhood was filled by extreme playful groups both in and out of school. It was obvious that when I was missing at our house, the next indication of my existence would be at Gordon’s. My relationship with Gordon and two of his maternal cousins was too involving to stay alone at home with my unminding older brothers. Many playgroups with Gordon shaped choices of preschools to attend and which school societies to join. Ours was the kind of childhood friendships that readily bound two families. At the time, when I was around ten years old, I recall Gordon’s mum making a joking statement that “You can as well marry our daughter when you get your driver’s license.”  I was the subject of this joke, for there was no better friend than I was.
It is said that certain statements which are made unconsciously shape the unforeseen truth about eventualities. Soon after our graduation to grade five, Gordon and I took the initiative of defending the younger children from bullying simply after watching an animated Spiderman film. Although we practiced climbing cliffs and jumping off tree-trunks and breaking a few limbs in preparation for the duty along the way, our initiative was ethically well-driven or it seemed like so. Imagine two lanky looking fifth graders with one short in height, definitely not me, disguised in striped red and black clothing simulating Spiderman’s movements all at the same time.  Weeks later, we realized that the discerning looks that we were often given were not because anybody understood our call but because two “Spiderman” never existed at the same time. At least, if one could have been the villain Spiderman, then a correlation would have been easily formed. This new technique helped improve my personal confidence for Gordon was the kind of a child who neither cared for slimmer details nor consequences. He had ingrained bravery. Our strategy initially saved a few female classmates who we liked before spiraling to a challenge that every young child aspired to try out. We were like cool Karate Kids.
The whole purpose of childhood vigilante characterized by emulating Spiderman’s comics became an intrinsic burning desire when I had to stand against actual physical bullying in junior secondary school.  This came after having had two transfers from previous schools in attempt to escape bullying. On the third attempt to escape bullying at the third school, my father stood his ground that I had to stand up before others to claim my rightful place and to exist as a liberated person. Not only were these insights helpful at that age, but they also birthed an absolute purpose in me.  The insights created a purpose of being a social adjudicator for a just society. My fathers’ words did not just make me form friendships with my bullies but even enabled me to appreciate the horrifying background differences my predators had. Most of them had quarrelsome families, had absent parents with some doing time in jails while others were substance abusers. They thus channeled their anger on weaklings like I was during my childhood.
Finally, in line with my current work and in relation to my childhood bullying experiences, I have learned that parents need to do more to help their children grow up into non-violent personalities. Parents need to be present in their children’s lives in order for the child to grow into reasonable adults. In many cases, parental neglect necessitates a child’s developmental imbalance and psychotic reactions through violence. Teaching a child positive beliefs such doctors being angels shape a positive view in life other than being absent at all times from a child. Furthermore, when I look back in time during those days of bullying and defending oneself through all tactics, I become satisfied with my present nature of work. Fighting for justice and standing up against targeted group violence and police brutality channeled at minority groups make me feel the need to lead civil protestation against bad governance and policies that only inflict pain on people. If I had known that the childhood incidences of bullying would make me a human rights activist, then I would do more as a child than just wearing crooked Spiderman’s inspiring clothing.
