Memory 5887
When I was in junior high, I shoplifted once. There was a lot of peer pressure from these terrible girls I hung out with when I relocated with my family. Terrible. Fortunately or maybe unfortunately, I didn’t get busted, but my guilt was all-consuming. I took this ugly little notebook that I didn’t even need, but I had to show these girls something. It was embarrassing. It didn’t belong to me. I didn’t pay for it. 

