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Think Before You Leap

            Back when I was about four or five years old, I had a traditional-styled red tricycle that I would always ride in circles in the driveway. Most of the time, I would go into my backyard and find little bugs to run over. The worms had provided sufficient entertainment by oozing out their insides like a tube of toothpaste; ants were out of the question because nothing extraordinary ever popped out of ants in the first place. Potato bugs, on the other hand, were a different story. They would scamper out of the grass and wander all over the small cemented section of the yard. My invincible trike, as I called it at the time, slowly treaded forward, a potato bug scrambled away from the wheel as fast as its limbs would allow. I would bellow out a war cry as I rolled over its shell. Fading my voice out, I listened. CRUNCH. I sighed to the comforting sound they made, despite the horror the fellow insects witnessed. As more of the bugs crawled out from the grass blades, I continued raining my terror upon the miniscule organisms. Little did I know, a storm was heading my way, quite literally. At the time, my older sister, Ramona, had needed potato bugs for a school project. I had just locked the door to the backyard when she came to me asking if I would get some potato bugs for her before a thunderstorm started, since they normally didn’t come out when it rained. Feeling my stomach plummet, my eyes went wide, my palms felt sticky, my knees quivered, and my legs began to itch. My mind went a million miles a minute, realizing that I had just obliterated over 52 of them with my invincible trike. I reached for the door handle, hesitating, unable to grasp onto it properly without my hand sliding from the sweat. Becoming impatient, Ramona pushed me aside and opened the door. I followed her, clambering down the steps, feeling my knees tremble with each movement. I scanned the ground, not spotting any movement of black dots.  I stared blankly at the potato bug graveyard I had graciously left just moments before. Walking to where I was looking, Ramona stopped and stared at the mound. I couldn’t hear anything; my face felt like the sun, my breathing stopped. Her voice was soft as she asked me if I had killed them. My shoulders twitched. Whipping her head around, she began shrieking at me, questioning my actions. The sky roared and darkened as my eyes started to sting and my nose became runny. Rage filling her eyes, Ramona shoved me to the side and stomped into the house. Hot streaks slid down my cheeks; I couldn’t see clearly as I stumbled into the house and faced the terrifying consequences, to which to this day I still cannot recall. As a result, I became conscious of the main basic principles of decision-making: think of any and all consequences, and never become dependent on personal impulses. 
            One must think of anything and everything that could possibly go wrong whenever a decision is made. Using this horrifying experience as motivation, I never made a decision without thoroughly thinking about the wide array of consequences that could follow. There was a time when I was eight years old; I refused to eat more than two slices of honeydew because I wanted to save some for the rest of the family even though I wanted to gobble down more. My intentions were not verbalized, so my mother thought I was just being stubborn about my food. One day, just before leaving with my stepfather to run errands, my mother told me to eat more honeydew. After the door closed on the apartment we lived in, I picked up a knife and began carving away at the melon. Slice after slice, the green fruit became smaller as I consumed more and more, until there was just a petite section of it left. Feeling stuffed with satisfaction, I went into the living room and watched TV until my mother and stepfather arrived home. To my surprise, I was yelled at for eating the majority of the honeydew. I told my mother she stated that I should eat more of the fruit, to which she exclaimed that she didn’t mean the whole thing. Feeling disappointed and remorseful, I learned that I didn’t process any possible positive or negative outcomes to the decision I made. I had only concentrated on the positive, that being my mother becoming pleased if I ate more fruit. Never again did I ingest anything without confirming if it was acceptable or not.

Though I improved on making careful decisions on orders given, I still had the problem of controlling my impulsive nature. Making a vital decision that involves an impulse is among one of the most dangerous things anyone can do. I was about ten years old when I trailed behind my impulse and ruined one of Ramona’s precious drawings that took her roughly three hours to complete. I had taken a pencil and shadowed in random parts of the master piece, thinking I was doing her a favor by making it better. How wrong my youthful self was, how wrong I was. I realized my unforgivable mistake soon after I finished covering a large part of the drawing with pencil lead. I hid it in Ramona’s room, hoping that she wouldn’t attempt to recover it any time soon. To an extent, I was successful; Ramona didn’t discover it until about two years later, right on Christmas Eve. She noticed it in the back corner of her closet, a place I never thought she’d clean. When she examined her once magnificent artwork, she rampaged in her room as well as mine, scavenging for any of my artwork to destroy, to which she found two and ripped them to shreds. It was from this very day that my impulse was kept on a strangling leash, starved to nothing but skin and bones. Being impulsive can only be acceptable when it means to build up courage or strengthen one’s confidence; it must be referred to sparingly and cautiously, for it can and will ruin part of a person’s mentality. Luckily for me, I put a stop to my uncontrollable impulses and only ever consider them whenever I decide to try a different approach to a situation.

Results depend on how impulsive a person is. But there’s a difference between perceiving an impulsive decision and a bad decision. The former usually occurs whenever a person isn’t using their judgment to analyze the entirety of the situation they are in. The latter normally results under the circumstances where a person is conscious of what they are doing, whether it is moral or immoral, and purposely settles with the undesirable choice. Everyone has at least once in their lifetime made decisions based on their impulses and has dealt with the outcome of them in their own way. Some individuals have never reached the point of intervention and remain in their impulsive states, not ever realizing that there are simpler and safer methods to reaching a desired outcome. But it’s from that fact that makes every person distinctive and unique from one another.
