Memory 5284
Since I moved back to California, my cousin has been hounding me to come do stuff with her. She’s got a husband and kids and it is very tough to go all the way over to their house. I’ve got work and it’s just crazy. I just don’t have time but I felt really, really bad about always refusing her invitations. One time I told her I would come, and then like half an hour before… well, I didn’t feel like going. I won’t even lie and say I had work. I just called and cancelled. The next day she called and said that she had made dinner, so I felt so bad that I went over three times in the next week. Of course, that cured me forever and I haven’t been back since. But I felt so awful, I felt like I completely lied, but I more than made up for it in the end.
