JIHANE'S ANGER ESSAY

            Maybe if I had handled that better, maybe if I had stopped and discussed it with them, it would have been better (I now think later).  It was a beautiful sunny day, perfect for me and my non-Muslim side of the family to get together for my great-grandmother's birthday.  How old she was I can't remember.  This happened when I was much younger than I am now, so the small details like our age and how many people were there and what exactly we were doing before it happened are very fuzzy, but the main event is as clear to me as if it happened yesterday and is a re-run of one of those old TV shows. 

            I was playing at my grandmother's house in Tracy with two of my cousins (both older than I am); we were having a wonderful time, talking and laughing.  Sometime during our fun, we were called in for a meal and, as we walked to the house, I saw out of the corner of my eye, my cousin who's only a year older than me move to break a branch of the pomegranate tree.

            "Hey, Jihane!" he calls to me.

            When I rotated myself to face him, he thrust a stick with a black widow on it in my face, moving it back and forth under my nose. 

            "Look!" he commanded.

            Oh, I took a good lock and then I burst forth with a furious yell.  "What's wrong with you?!  Are you stupid?!  That's a black widow!"  (At the time I had just learned that some spiders were poisonous and to stay away from black widows.)  "Are you crazy?!"  I screeched.  "Don't you ever do that to me again!"

            By the time I was done with my rampage, his face was stuck in a mold of fear and horror like one of those Greek statues of a person running from a pack of dogs.  It was the first time in my memory of me losing my temper so furiously.  I was surprised, scared, sorry, angry, empowered, and at that moment, I didn't care if I had hurt his feelings.  I was too angry to care.  After one last glance at him, I turned to stomp off towards the house, but before I left, the last thing I heard was my other cousin who had been silent for the whole ordeal say one short word. 

            "Damn."

            When I stepped in the house, I could see that it was filled with happy people celebrating another blessed year for my great-grandmother.  The atmosphere was so cheery and bubbly with laughter that it was almost like being surrounded by a creek that flows freely and glistens in the sun.  It was so different that I couln't help being swept up in it all and thank Allah that I had such a wonderful family.  When it finally dawned on me that I was supposed to be angry, I felt nothing but guilt for here my cousin was trying to have fun with me and I had blown a gasket.  It really helps to be surrounded by happy people that make you laugh and smile.  Somehow it's an inner peace.  A mercy from Allah.

            I never got to apologize to him and through all these years it's never gone away; it has been like a large splinter in my side, never seen but always there.  That day I learned that if I wasn't careful, my temper could take over and could really hurt the people I love, but I also learned that having Allah in mind and having a loving, caring, comforting environment is the perfect balance.  Many different people have different ways of coping with their anger.  For some, it's being alone, reading, listening to music.  Or for me, it's having friends and family around and knowing that Allah is there watching over you.  Insha'Allah, one day, my cousin will forgive me for that event and I hope that neither he nor anyone else shall ever feel the guilt and frustration that comes with the breaking of a bond or the losing of a friend. 

            I still haven't mastered my temper as much as I would like to, but, insha'Allah, with Allah's help, I will learn to change from a sharp rough rock to a glittering gem.
