Name

Funny, this thing we call life.  Most people try so hard to establish 
their own identity.  But, I got to thinking about something tonight.

As a child we have no individual identity.  We are known by our 
parents.  That is so and so's child.  Or that is the Jones' boy.  
Hardly a first name ever mentioned, except by family members.  We are 
branches of those that created us.

As an adolescent we still have no individual identity.  We are known 
by the people we hang out with.  We have acquired a name now, 
however, that name is usually something along the lines of, the 
jocks, or preps, or nerds, or goths, or whatever clique you associate 
with.

As adults is where we begin to become our own self.  Not known by the 
job title we have, or the people we associate with.  You become known 
by the name you were given at birth.  People call you by this name, a 
simple word that makes us who we are.  First name and last name.  Yet 
sometimes this is not enough to escape the clutches of confusion.  
People share first and last names occasionally.  Yet, we are an 
individual.  Someone who has been through the obscurity of belonging 
to another, belonging to a clique, and emerged as the person you see 
in the mirror.

Your name is all you have, what you are known by, and what proceeds 
you.  Use those words, your name, wisely.  For they are how others 
will know you for the rest of your time.  Whether you admit it or 
not, you care what people say.  Two words that conjure up images of 
encounters past, and future.  Becoming an individual person is a 
life's work, can you look back and say you are proud of the name you 
bear, once you realize who you are?


In Darkness and Dreams, 
Surripio_Somnia
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