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Who's the Fanatic Now?

Cautiously, I walked into the living room with my drunk high school friends and my Angela, my
girlfriend. We had just gotten home from an up-all-night party. The first thing we noticed was the
embarrassing picture of my drunk father laying on the couch with cans of beers all over the floor. It's

been a while since I've got a chance to sit down with him and talk about things meaningful to me. It's
been like this since we arrived from Pakistan. Now that I mention it, I don't remember the last time the

entire family got on their knees for prayer. My dad is a taxi driver, which means he works at night giving
rides to the people. He doesn't seem to notice me nor my mother. It's like we've never existed.

However the things had just started to get worse. One day as I was coming back from my girlfriend's
house, I saw my dad and a hooker talking to each other. They seemed very attracted to each other. But
of course, he never got time for mom or for me. I was angry. I felt betrayed from my dad. I can't even
imagine how mom would feel if she finds out. I remember going to my room, with tears leaking out my
eyes. I sat on the bed by the window. I locked around my bedroom and I saw everything a guy my age
would possibly want, books, a computer, a guitar, a television, friends, a girlfriend. But I was missing
something way more important than all those plastic-physical belongings. I needed love, attention,
importance. ['ve tried so many times to talk to my papa about how I felt, even to my friends, my girl.
But they didn't seem to notice. I was alone. One day coming from school, I passed by this old, but well

maintained Muslim building. This group of wise-looking elders were talking about the Koran. They

seemed very familiar to me. The mood in the building reminded me to what it was like back in Pakistan
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I decided to stay and learn more about. Next thing I noticed about my personality was that I wasn't the
Same person no more. The same careless, ruthless, reckless teenager than before. This experience had
reshaped my life completely. I started to pray everyday and also being loyal to my new beliefs. I grew a
beard. I detached myself from my belongings and donated to charity as I was taught to help the needy

ones.

Everything was going fine, until, suddenly one day, I discovered my papa sneaking on my door,

watching pray as if it was something strange, something he's never seen before. I didn't mind it, and led

it pass. However, I felt this event as a chance to create a sort of communication with Papa and make

him redeem about his westernized lifestyle of corruption and sins. | was going to start behaving

differently so he could come to me worried about my drastic change and get back as a family as the

time rolled on. The plan I had didn't seem to workout as good as I expected. After the first two fights 1
had with him, I decided to give him up, but remain loyal to my beliefs.Why can he just accept the way of
life I chose to follow? It's not like I was doing drugs, or stealing. I'm not even harming others. He is just

irrational, ignorant, blinded by all the filth he is being surrounded by. That's why he cannot see from my

pened, the straw that broke the camel's back. My dad

point of view. Later in the weekend, it finally
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just gave a big step into the firm and narrow dragon’s throat. As I was heading my way back home from
this chatting group concerning my religion, my dad honk the beep of his taxi so that he could supposedly
"give me a ride home", but it was more than clear that this wasn’t going to go well, especially after
seeing a woman's silhouette in his front seat. As I had inferred, it was the same woman I saw him with

way before. That prostitute. [ was going to be sincere with here. I didn't like her and the things she

does. Her lifestyle is totally against my beliefs. It's a shame to see her with my dad. But she had to open

her filthy, damned mouth. She asked me where had I been as if she had any sort of authority over me. |




angry. She threw herself out and ran away from the car, even

her back. What a fool! iy

My dad didn't mention a word in our way back home. No like I was expecting i

happened. I remember being in my room. My dad downstairs pouring himself dr

me up. I decide not to fight back. He is my dad. He is just a drunk and blind sinner. Every p
me strong enough as to open my eyes, see him directly into his eyes, and with the breath I ]ueﬁ:‘.ﬂ

Who is the fanatic now?"
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