Memory 5180
After my father became a widower, I would always try to do things for him. I would fly back East to make sure he was all right. I took him a little binge to Vegas, which he enjoyed. I took him on a small cruise and stuff like that. I wanted to make sure that he was happy and not depressed about losing my mom.  I always used to tell him that I was doing okay, but I lied all the time. I was never doing okay and I always felt guilty when he had to send me money. I even used to call him long distance to tell him I was doing okay, but that was a lie.

