Memory 5991
I went to pick up my paycheck last Friday and I had some time to kill before I was due over there. They asked me to come between 2 and 4 p.m. and I arrived about 12:30.   I was tempted to go get drunk.  Just go to a liquor store and get a couple of beers, just to pass the time.  I knew if I did do that, and then I showed up to pick up my check, my disposition would be different. I knew that it just wasn’t right.  I knew that. I knew that I was better off picking up my paycheck when I was sober. It was such a strong sense of temptation, though. The temptation kept going, “You have a little time to kill.”  I told myself to just hold on, but I was thinking, “Man, you’ve got an hour, an hour and a half to kill, just one cold one.”  It was a hot day, but I didn’t give in to the temptation this time and all went well. 

