
Identity 

Passions and obligations are packaged within the life of every individual, including 

my own. I wondered if I should invest time on what I truly enjoyed doing, or what I was 

expected to accomplish. This thought began its course through the winding paths of my brain. 

As I progressed through my obligations, I gradually dissevered from my passion. Both 

refused to live in harmony, and I asked myself the question: “Will I pursue what makes me 

happy, or will I pursue what is practical?” 

When I was eleven, I had a dream, a brilliant, life-changing dream. I kept my dream a 

secret in fear of others mocking what I loved. As I approached high school, the dream 

withered away, leaving behind remnants of practicality and reason. I lost a passion in the 

midst of responsibility, but I still heard the dream, whispering my name and planting old 

memories in my subconscious. I followed the sound and wandered through the dark tunnels 

to take back the dream that was once mine. Throughout my childhood years of picking up 

passions and dropping them at the sight of obligation, I finally knew that this passion was the 

one for me. 

 An abundance of hobbies filled my childhood, and these interests caused me to switch 

through passions and leave each one at the reminder of practicality. At age three, I fantasized 

about being a doctor. I invited all of my friends from my grandmother’s neighborhood to 

come over and play doctor and patient with me. I listened to their heartbeats with a plastic 

stethoscope, documented their temperatures on small piece of torn-up notebook paper, and 

diagnosed them with the common cold. The make-believe soon grew tedious from playing 

each day, and after a year, the medical field ceased to fascinate me. 

 Ever since I owned a toy piano, music had always taken a generous part in my life. I 

wrote my own songs, memorized lyrics, and assembled harmonious tunes that I hoped to 

perform when I was older. I showcased my abilities to my family regularly. Because of the 



constant encouragement, in the first grade I finally signed up for a talent show at my school. I 

nervously stood on the stage of the chapel, and I closed my eyes to sing. The audience 

clapped along as I sang straight from my heart, but when I reached the bridge, I stopped to 

open my eyes, for I missed a vital step: the lyrics of the bridge. My first talent show left a 

scar in my memory and concluded my desire to become a singer.   

 Several years later, I found a new passion for myself as I sat in the kitchen, diligently 

working on my homework. One day, I asked my father where he learned how to make beef 

sinigang, which is a type of sour, pungent beef stew. He replied, saying that my grandmother 

taught him, and he offered to teach me as well. I took up the opportunity and mastered my 

first dish aside from a bowl of cereal. While watching cooking shows on television, I 

followed the recipes accordingly and dreamed to have my own restaurant, but when I told my 

family about my dream, they laughed at me, mocked me, and told me, “You’re not going to 

get any money out of that, sweetie! Choose something more realistic.” 

 I believed the words spoken to me, and I held them in my hands as the voices grew 

louder and louder; the criticism filled my ears. I tried new activities and nothing settled, but 

at the age of eleven, I received my first camera and carried it with me everywhere to film 

short videos of my surroundings without considering the possibility of this hobby turning into 

a passion. Searching through the internet, I discovered various editing techniques and learned 

how to create my own short films. I filmed videos for school projects and family events, 

uploaded my content online, and heard positive feedback from my family and friends. When 

I held a camera, I held the world; I realized that I wanted to make films for the rest of my life, 

but hearing the voices of laughter and mockery in my head prevented me from pursuing my 

passion. 

Responsibility always seemed to get in the way of my passion. As I walk towards the 

end of the tunnel, big, bold, black words labeled: HIGH SCHOOL caught my attention. I 



started doing homework immediately: writing papers, and studying for countless amount of 

hours. I would work ahead each day so I could have more time to keep working ahead. I 

honored my commitments and followed the rules to keep my life in order, and after each and 

every achievement, I wrote new goals in my brain. 

My obligations built a reputation for who I was: no longer Valerie but a number on a 

report card, a number on a test score, a number on a class rank list. I seldom heard my own 

name but rather a number echoed amongst my peers. The result of hard work through the 

years evolved into breath-taking artwork, and the look of satisfaction on my authorities’ faces 

became a beautiful painting, which I framed and placed on the walls of my room. I was 

finally doing something that brought happiness to those around me, but I felt like a living 

corpse. 

Because my authorities advised me to search for a pragmatic passion, I considered 

business as one of my career options for most of my high school years. I valued a rational, 

stable outcome over doing the things I enjoyed. I contemplated taking after my mother in 

accounting or even owning my own company, but the concept of monotonous work and quiet 

buildings seemed colorless to me. I wanted to do something greater, something I loved, but I 

perceived that giving myself to practicality would deliver the best outcome, promising a 

secure amount of earnings.  

My expectations deceived me into thinking I was free under the bondage of 

responsibility. Filmmaking will always be engraved into my identity, but as the workload and 

great burdens of school began to pile up, I removed my passions from my time and my mind. 

Obligations became my priority because deep within my brain, I knew that if I chose to put 

off my obligations, I would lose respect and order, and I would never receive an opportunity 

to improve in my passions. Obligations came first, but beneath the cacophony of thunderous 

requirements, I grasped onto the faint whisper of pursuing my passion. 



A few weeks ago, the whisper emerged into a deafening shout. I discovered myself, 

searching through my old short films; I reminisced on the moments I genuinely enjoyed: the 

directing behind the lens, the hunt and comparisons between different cameras, the thrill of 

uploading a video, the quality time spent editing, the memories I used to collect, and the 

stories I used to tell. I realized what I lost, so I chased after the sound, and I wound up back at 

the tunnel, searching for my old dreams. Tracing my old footsteps in the dark, I found what I 

lost and picked up my passion once more. 

I realized that I was more than just a number on a report card, a number on a test 

score, a number on a class rank list. I finally found a dream that I truly loved, and I knew the 

travel would be challenging and disappointing, but I no longer fear failure. I will fall down, 

but the decision is mine to stay down or to get back up and persevere. I will continue to strive 

through my obligation but will never leave my passion in the darkness like I once did. 

Filmmaking is engraved into my identity, and I will tune out the laughter and mockery until 

they become mute. 


