The Bubble-Gum Caper
I remember when…I was a small child, a very small child. Maybe three or four years old. I definitely hadn’t started kindergarten yet because I was still in daycare. I was still in that phase of life where you haven’t really grasped that you exist in reality. All my decisions were made for me, and I was kind of just floating around concerned only with my basic needs like food, naps, attention, and toys. That was until one day I found 10 cents on the living room floor. 

I was hanging out by myself after daycare and it was just there on the floor. I knew what money was, but I didn’t know the value of it or how to use it. Instead of putting it in my pocket, for some reason I decided I would bravely leave the apartment, go down the giant staircase that led to the sidewalk on the very busy street in front of my house and show my fortune to the man working at the corner store. At the time, I didn’t necessarily want to buy anything, I just wanted him to see it. He looked very confused, but then he picked up two Bazooka Joe bubble gums and held them up. I nodded and handed him the money and took my gum. I remember being shocked at how much gum I could get for 10 cents. I was so proud of myself. 

But that didn’t last very long. I went back upstairs chewing a big wad of gum and let myself back into the apartment. My mom hadn’t even noticed I was gone, but she did notice the gum in my mouth. 

“Where did you get that, Sarah?” my mom asked.

“Winnie at daycare gave it to me,” I responded. 

That was the first lie I ever told.

“Oh really? That was nice of her. I’m going to call her mom and thank her.” She replied. 

I could sense she didn’t believe me, so I panicked and told another lie.

“Actually,” I said in a wavering voice, “it was my teacher. He gave gum to the whole class.” 

“Ok well, I’m going to talk to him about that tomorrow,” she replied in a suspicious tone. 

Oh no, what was I doing? I had gotten myself into a web of lies and I knew I was going to get caught. I was terrified. In that moment, I decided it was best to come clean. I told my mom everything. I confessed to all terrible things I had just done, while bawling my eyes out. 

Fortunately, my mom wasn’t that mad, but I felt terrible for literal years after. I do think it was a bit of an eye-opener for her though. The fact that I was capable of lying and stealing at such a young age must have worried her. But also the fact that I had gotten out of the house without her even noticing must have been even more concerning. I mean, I was just a kid. She really should have been paying more attention.
