Memory 5509
Ten years ago, I stayed with a friend in the Hollywood Hills. She was staying in the house of a very, very famous astrologer who had passed away recently. He had a huge library of books.  These were autographed books from very famous leaders, powerful people.  I remember taking a book, only because the person who had autographed it was dear to me. The owner had passed away already and I felt nobody would miss it.   So, I took this book, which didn’t belong to me.  They probably never found it missing; never even questioned where it had gone, so I never gave it back.  This book was very important to me.

