Memory 5207
One of my friend’s parents had a clubhouse in the back of their house that was infested with rats. They told us it was our job to kill the rats with shovels.  It was swarming with baby rats, the whole place, and I remember just getting the shovel and killing them, not really thinking at the time. It was just a duty, a job.  It hit me afterwards and I started shaking a little bit, thinking about what I just did. From that point on I don’t think I could kill anything like a rat again, ever.  I really believe that’s one of the worst things I ever did, killing those rats.

