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Anger

I couldn’t believe them. They took my whistle! I decided to do something drastic; I wanted to show them taking my whistle was not OK. And so I opened the car door, stepped out, and took determined steps down the street, never looking back. Anger flooded my head, but as I walked towards the hill marking my home from afar, I was no longer quite so angry. In fact, I couldn’t even remember why I had gotten so upset about a plastic whistle anyway. I hopped happily through the streets always watching where the hill was, and stopped at Safeway for a bag of Skittles after joyfully discovering a dollar in my pocket. After about an hour of walking I finally arrived home. I later discovered my mother had been terrified, the whole time searching the city’s streets for an 8 year old girl who had never ventured off alone before. After I arrived home, my grandmother called my mother informing her of my safe arrival.

My escapade as young girl is one of the few instances of myself in anger that I can remember in detail. The truth is I know I get angry, but I never remember why. I’ve come to realize shouting and extreme irritation can be easy, but patience is more rewarding. When I’m upset, not only can I not think clearly and act rashly enough to walk into possibly perilous situations, I also hurt those around me. That day I brought pain to my mother as she anxiously went through the same streets over and over again to no avail with no sign of me. Other times I’ve been angry, I’ve been contrary, criticizing everyone around me. I expect them all to be perfect and am un-accepting of the smallest mistakes, and yet I expect for them to be tolerant of myself when I am in those moods. I expect attention and sympathy even thought I treat everyone else shamefully. And after every single rage, once I have cooled down, I always regret my actions, and realize the situation could have been handled much more effectively, because no good ever comes from my anger.    

I’ve observed others in tempers, and I’ve experiences of my own for managing anger. Usually I overreact, so patience is key, but at the same time, the initial source of the fury can be a genuine problem. After settling my emotions enough, I rationally and calmly realize what was bothering me and talk to the person about what I don’t appreciate him doing so that there isn’t future conflict. I have removed many irritations through cool discussion.

But being calm enough to speak sensibly can be difficult, and so looking back, I recall I am soothed by taking showers and sitting in on the hill in my backyard watching the nature. I remember. I hope I always remember. If ever I am bothered, I hope I will be patient. But if I do become angry and unpleasant, I should wash my face, and maybe even read Quran or pray. I should definitely try to remove myself from the company of others while I’m unsociable. Then it is important to try to address the issue logically so that there is no bitterness, pain, fright like my mother felt the day I left her, or regret, but pleasure for all.
