Memory 5303
It was a time when I was in rehab and one of the girls had gotten kicked out of the program.  She had moved all her stuff out of the room and out of her drawers and part of my job there was being a dorm mother.  As I went through her stuff, cleaning out what she left behind, I found a silver bracelet and I liked it, so I kept it.  At first, what went into my mind was, “Go give it back.”  She was still on the premises, but I liked it, and I wanted it and I kept it.  Even when I walked out the door, I saw her. She was an attractive female too and I should have given it back, not because she was attractive, but I should have given it back to her.  I don’t know why I kept it.  Maybe I just wanted it because it belonged to her.  I really don’t know why I kept that bracelet.  Somebody else ended up taking it from me, so what comes around goes around… I hope I don’t get in trouble for talking about this.  It’s all in the past.  I am remorseful for it.

