THE BROKEN TOY

by Aabid Jamshed

My parents had invited almost everybody. 

One of my cousins brought a toy helicopter which was broken at some point that day.  He assumed it had been me, and from the moment he found out it was broken, started yelling his head off and lashing out with his fists.  "What the heck is your problem?!  I hate you!"  He threw bouncy balls, books, pens, pencils, markers, and anything else of my belongings that he could get his hands on.  He smashed my toys and broke a hanger.  Once he ran out of things to throw, he began hitting me again.  Amazingly enough, I had managed not to strangle him to death through the last few minutes, but now he was beginning to annoy me.  I picked him up and held him a few feet off the ground.  He continued to pound my stomach.  I let go, let him fall, turned my back, and went for the door.  As I was turning the handle, I felt a sharp and painful jab in my spine, instantly turned around, and caught him in the ribs with a backhand.  He dropped to the floor and immediately began groaning.  Not that I cared.  It was then that I saw what he hit my back with ---- a razor-edged spear.  I brought my right hand to the area in my back that stung and brought it back bloody.  I  was staring at it when I felt the same pain I had felt on my back and looked down.  My leg was steadily dripping blood.  I was enraged.  I took my bed sheets, wrapped my cousin in them, tied a jump rope around him, and went to get two bandanges --- one for my back and another for my leg.  I sat on my bed and put them in place.  I let him think about what he had done for about five minutes in which he just stayed still.  Then, when I sat next to him and began to talk, he went completely mad.  He began trying to get out of the sheets.  For about five seconds he went on, until I jumped on him to hold him still.  He still struggled. 

"If you don't calm yourself down, I'm never going to let you go," I said calmly but firmly through clenched teeth.  He stopped squirming.  I untied the knots, put the sheets back on the bed, and let him go.

Later, I approached him to apologize, but then restrained myself.  "Why should I go apologize to him?  I didn't do anything.  I'll wait for him to apologize," I thought to myself.  When he was about to go home and he still hadn't apologized, I thought, "The sooner the better", and went to say sorry.

I learned that it's best to say sorry (even if you don't cause the problem), control your anger, and not let Satan get the best of you.
