Memory 5495
One time I paid the price for being sneaky. When I was just a kid, just a little boy, I loved playing baseball. There was a game –a big, big game – between some local team and our team. It was just a pickup game; we were going to play these guys and we hadn’t even met them. See, a couple guys knew a couple guys and some guys said they were better than us – which was a big deal. So we set this game up days in advance. The night before, the Phillies were playing somewhere out on the West Coast and when my mom sent me to bed, the game was still on. I had a clock radio next to my bed so I turned it on. She came in and told me to turn it off, so I did. When she left I turned it back on real low. One of our steps (the 7th one) creaked so I had enough time to turn it off before she came in again. She opened the door, looked in and said, “You listening to that ball game?” I pretended I was asleep. “Eh? What mom?” “You listening to that ball game?” “No! I was asleep.” Fool that I was, I lied to her. But anyway, she came over, felt the radio and it was warm, so I didn’t get to play in the big game. My sneakiness nailed me, but I think my lying nailed me worse. 

