Memory 5031
When we were children, my brother was very aggressive and uncontrollable and I was his opposite.  We were in a store, once, with my father and mother.  I think it was a hardware store.  There was a little, plastic kiosk type thing with a sign that said, “Take One.” Inside it, there was a little penknife or something.  I looked at it and said, “Is it possible? Am I allowed to take this penkife?” My brother said, “Yeah, that’s what you do.  That what they wanna give you that little penknife thing.”  So, I took it.  We went home with it.  Then, I realized after a while that that’s not what it was.  There was probably a brochure there or something, at one time.  A worker had put that thing in there and my brother had deluded me into thinking that’s something you would take.  I kinda knew, when I was taking it, that it was wrong, but it was up in the air.  I was trying to be compliant with my brother even though I knew that he was leading me down the path there that was wrong.  It was an odd feeling to know that I had done something that I shouldn’t have.

