Memory 5240 
I had a friend of mine that was incarcerated.  While he was in jail, his girlfriend was driving his car. This one time I was driving my girlfriend’s car and it was raining cats and dogs in my neighborhood. Somebody hit the brakes in front of me and I slid into a car from behind. It started a chain reaction, because the car that I hit, hit his girlfriend who was in his Cadillac. I’m not too proud of this, but he never knew it was me. I threw my car in reverse, and backed up and got out of there. I stashed my girlfriend’s car. I walked right back to my house by the accident. I’ve never shared that with him to this day. We don’t talk much. We’re not close enough to stop and chat all the time, but we were considered associates. I really hate doing something like that; with him being incarcerated, he’s already got enough problems with being locked up. Then his girlfriend calls him with the news that his car has been hit -- I know that’s devastating news. I would never like to put anybody through that kind of problem. I feel guilty about that. I know I’m the kind of person that if I ever run across some extra money, he won’t even have to know it was from me. I would just go by and put some money in the mailbox. It’s called making amends, and I do feel very guilty about not doing that. One day, maybe I will make amends for that.

