Memory 5803

This happened when I was really little. One night, my father and my mother were going to church. They said, “Okay, no one’s to go outside and play with your toys.” It was right after Christmas and everything; they were going to a church meeting or something, somewhere where we couldn’t go. I had just gotten a brand new bicycle. Oh man. It was wonderful. They left us with a babysitter. I got my bike and I rode my bike even though I wasn’t supposed to. When my dad came home, he saw that my bike wasn’t in the same place where it was when they left. He asked me if we’d been out and I said, “No, sir, no, dad, I haven’t been riding my bike.” So I lied and he believed it. The thing is, though, when I’d gone out in the dark to ride my bike I fell down and hurt my finger really bad. I was bleeding. The babysitter lied to him because I snuck outside and rode my bike and got really hurt, and she was going to get in trouble because they asked her to make sure we didn’t go outside. That was horrible, because I freaking hurt myself real bad.

