
I'm okay, but you're not!

It was 10 PM, two hours before midnight. The people of the house were all 
sound asleep, except for us teenagers. I was in front of my desk, facing my laptop with raising 
anger. It's been five minutes, five wasted minutes as I waited for the Firefox to show Google's 
homepage. As I pressed F5 on the keyboard for the last time, I got up from my chair furiously, 
driven by my impatience, barely holding on to sanity. I was going to my younger brother's 
room to rid myself of this predicament.

It's no mystery that my brother was the one to blame for slowing down the 
Internet. His excessive addiction for downloading torrent files was troubling everyone, not just 
me. But at this point I had enough, as I was extremely tired. I had been up since 4 AM in the 
morning. I wake up at dawn everyday to catch up with all my chores. I was in charge of 
waking up my brothers, preparing breakfast, tending to my Reno’s needs, and finally, get 
ready for school. How I wish I could drop dead on my bed instead of trying to access the 
Internet at this late of night, but I can't, I mustn't. I have an important assignment to write, and 
I need to research it from the net. I would have done it sooner if I wasn't busy all day.

Like I mentioned, my brother's probably to blame for the delay of my rest. 
Downloading files consume an amount of the Internet connection speed, but the torrents take 
every bit of it. Every chance it finds, it takes. Our Internet connection is one of the slowest, 
granting us access to the World Wide Web by only 256 kilobits per second. Pops is paying for 
this cheap connection because he, along with myself and my other brothers, sees the Internet 
from a beneficial perspective. We see the net as a means of education, instead of a time-
consumer. He subscribed for it only so that we could use it for researching a topic, getting 
images, viewing videos or playing flash games. However, once my kid brother found out 
about torrents, he started downloading television series and the latest movies. This killed the 
connection speed.

I knocked on his door, then opened it when he welcomed me. I told him to stop 
whatever he's downloading. “Why?” His innocent reply irritated me. I wanted to shout: “What 
other reason could there possibly be for someone to ask you to stop torrents? To stop killing 
the connection of course!” But I didn't. I controlled my anger, and explained to him why. 
Adding more wood to my fire, my brother agreed to pause it for the time being, but shall 
continue after ten minutes. He granted me access to the net for 10 minutes like he owned the 
Internet connection! I lost control over my tongue, and unleashed it in spilling out what I had 
kept bottled up inside me for quite some time.

“You shouldn't be downloading torrents in the first place! It's illegal to get 
television shows without the permission of the producing company, or own a movie which just 
premiered in the cinemas; it's called pirating, ever heard of it? This makes you exactly like a 
thief! You know how the law deals with thieves? They cut of their right hands from the wrist, 
then dip their wrists in boiling oil so the vines would close. If they started applying that rule in 
this country people will think twice before stealing a video. Still, even with that punishment 



out of practice, there are others still applied to people like yourself. You could end up in a 
federal prison for this. Did you ever think about that? You read about it every day in the 
newspapers, or see it in the news, or hear about it on the radio. People actually do time for this 
raising mocked crime. And in my opinion, it serves them right. I mean how would you like it 
if someone stole from you? Something you spent time, money and effort on, and then 
someone comes and gets it for free?!”

I closed my mouth, opened my ears and awaited his reply. It eventually came 
out, but sounded strange to my ears. Here is how it went: “Impressive speech, a real touching 
lecture. I'll give you ten minutes like promised, but then, it's back on.” He replied, simply 
ignoring what I said. I left his room, did my homework and crashed on my mattress. It was 
pointless to argue with a person like my brother.

The next day at school, I presented my assignment, and got a C-. It came out 
ridiculously short compared to what my colleagues have presented. I was just happy to have 
finished it in time, but was also sad for getting such a degrading grade. I usually get an A- as a 
minimum, B if I wasn’t majoring in the course. Still, I took responsibility like a man and didn't 
blame it on anyone else. As the class was over, another began. To my shock, the instructor told 
us to put our books away, and keep silent as he passes out the midterm exam papers. I had 
completely forgotten about the scheduled examination as I was busy with all the other 
assignments. As a frustration look arose on my face, I noticed the person next to me was 
dashing throughout all the true and false questions. He was one of the top students in the class, 
and apparently, had studied well for the midterm. I realized that this was my chance; I scanned 
his paper, and copied his answers onto mine.
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