Memory 5228
When I was a kid, I was hurtful to my younger sister.  I was mean to her; I treated her bad and called her names.  I am still not happy about that. It was many years ago but it was still wrong.  Even though I was younger, it was a very bad thing, a very hurtful thing.  I wish I could take it all back and do it all over again.  I would not repeat my actions and not get off to such a bad start.  I hope I’ve learned many lessons from that.  I know I’m not that way anymore.  Although I can still be moody and irritable and angry, I don’t do things like that anymore.  I’m certainly glad about that.  It seems like growing up took a long time.  That’s stopped now, thankfully.  That’s long gone.

