Memory 5885

Way back when I was twelve or thirteen years old, me and a couple friends were mad shoplifters.  Over a period of a couple of months, we used to go every day to this place called Springfield Sodas.  When the guy used to go in back to get sodas, we used to steal some sodas from him. We used to steal Pop Tarts, too. This one supermarket, we used to shoplift this series of World War Two books.  We took a lot of those. I ripped off parking meters when I was in high school.  I used to knock ‘em out of the sand.  We took ‘em over to this one guy’s place and broke ‘em open.  We had quarters forever.  I remember telling my mother – she used to see all these quarters I had – “Oh yeah, mom, we had a card game.  I won big.”  

