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For teens from broken 
homes, or those grieving 
someone, the season is a 
reminder of what's missing. 
Not what's merry. You see, 
December is marketed as 
joy. 

Lights everywhere. Meat 
on the menu. Relatives you 
haven't seen since Primary 
Five suddenly 'calling you 
"my child." 

But for many teens, 
the festive season isn't 
happiness, it's stress. It's 
interrogation. • 

It's pretending you're fine 
while your data bundle 
dies at 2AM. mid-scroll, 
your WhatsApp status 
is a recycled "Season's 
greetings", and your mind 
is louder than New Year's 
fireworks in the sky. 

LIFE IS A SCAM). 

December comes with 
rules nobody voted for: 
smile, dress well, take 
photos, don't embarrass 
the family. 

Meanwhile,lnstagram 
is busy showing teens on 
boat cruises, beaches, at 
concerts, or holding iced 

drinks with captions like 
"grateful:' You're at home, 
watching TV with a remote 
that only works when you 
slap it twice and bite the 
batteries. 

"Every time I open 
Instagram, someone is 
living soft," says Patricia 
Abel, 16, Kitintale. "1 start 
feeling like my life is 
boring. I pretend I'm okay, 

, but inside I feel left out." 
Social media turns 

Christmas into a 

competition ... who 
travelled, who went for 
brunch, who glowed up, 
who looks happiest. And if 
you're not winning, you're 
losing quietly. 
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Holidays mean visitors. 
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Lots ofthem. Aunties. 
Uncles. Cousins who 
eat your snacks and ask 
personal questions. 

"My house is always full;' 
says Samson Kalema, 17, 
Mbarara. "But no one asks 
how I'm really doing. They 
just say, 'You've grown: I 
spend most of the day in 
my room' because I feel 
invisible." 

December noise doesn't 
always mean December 
warmth. 
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