Memory 5593
There was a time when I was a drug dealer.  I dealt a lot, you know, dealt in many drugs and never told anybody about it.  I was always afraid or evasive – very secret.  Then, after that, I decided not to do that and I became a fence, which is buying stolen goods and reselling them, of course, and making a living doing that.  I guess we all have to have a living.  There’s a job for everybody, right?  But, that’s something that wasn’t right – receiving things that were taken from other people that shouldn’t have been taken. I’d buy them at a very reasonable price and give the person money so that they could go do that again. I was always expecting them to come in the same day or the following day with more things. As far as that goes, I kind of wouldn’t like people to find out that I did that in my life.  

