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One of the worst things I ever did, the thing that I feel the burn for, was when I was a kid. I had a next door neighbor, Janet, who was like two years older than me. We played together all the time when I was younger, but then as I got towards eleven and started getting, you know, hot looking, I decided that she was too much of a hick to hang out with. I had my school friends and I had her. They were separate.  It came time for the state fair and I was probably eleven and Janet was thirteen. She was kind of a dork and didn’t really look thirteen anyways, kind of a goofy thing.  I was going to the state fair with my gang of girlfriends from school who were much cooler or whatever.  Janet came over and wanted to hang out with us and go around the state fair together. I knew they didn’t really like her and I didn’t stick up for her. I didn’t insist that she come. I just brushed her off.  That was bad enough.  I probably would have felt guilty about it, but then her mother came over to the house a few days later. She used to say “Oh!” all the time, so she was like, “Oh! My Janet’s someone you can hang out with when no one’s around? Blah blah blah, but you’re too good for her at the fair.” She starts really ripping into me.  Janet, who I’d blown off and didn’t think was good enough to hang out with at the state fair, stood up to her mom and said, “It’s okay, Mom. It’s okay.  It doesn’t matter.”  They left and Janet never mentioned it.  She didn’t hold it against me. I think that’s the worst thing I ever did, that I remember at this moment.

