Running head: PART 2: MY FAMILY NARRATIVE	2
PART 2: MY FAMILY NARRATIVE		2





Part 2: My Family Narrative
Student’s Name
Institutional Affiliations


Part 2: My Family Narrative
I have a family narrative. Growing up as a child in town pushed far from the ocean or any nearby beach was almost congruent with believing that they did not exist. It was only in the movies that I began seeing children forming and molding sandcastles and to my surprise, this was in simply not in the present world.  As time went by, my belief system, just like in Adichie Ngozi’s “Dangers of a Single Story,” describes her own story, mine heightened with more stereotypical anchorage on the belief that my family and I were perhaps second-class citizens. This is the second class in the notion of not doing what others were seemingly doing. My parents were simply occupied with work and frequent travels. They could not spare time to take us to the ocean or any beach-side. Later on, it became clear that the beach was just some considerable miles north of our city. Such a belief inherently prevented me from realizing that the challenge I had as a child was simply based on the economic efforts of my parents. It did not push or prevent the ocean from being where it was.
The sociological issue that came up with my family narrative was the predominant parental absence from their children. Had my parents been around in terms of their presence even a little longer, then I would not have carried on with my narrative for too long. Like Bruce Feiler, in his “The Stories That Bind Us”, when my parents would return from work, it took so little time at the dinner table, and my siblings and I would go our own ways even before the dining was complete. Nobody seemed to mind. Neither did we. It is after graduating from such childhood flaws that various sociological paradigms like family relations and environment appreciation took root in me.
