Memory 5716
When I was a kid, my brother used to drink a lot. He’d come to visit at the holidays and get really drunk. I didn’t like that, so I poured his alcohol down the drain once. He saw that it was gone and he got really upset and blamed my aunt for doing it. I didn’t tell him that I was the one who had done it. I remember feeling really guilty that he was yelling at her because I didn’t tell the truth about who had done it. I felt very guilty about that but I didn’t say anything about it for a very long time. I didn’t tell the truth about it for many years. I felt guilty that I knew something about it, that I had done it, and my brother didn’t believe my aunt when she said she hadn’t. 

