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Confessions of a Cabinet-Swinger
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It was one of those summer afternoons when the
fan did nothing to cool me down. | lay flat on the
wooden floor until a cold Sprite seemed worth
the trip to the kitchen. As | sipped my drink, my
eyes landed on the cabinets, reminding me of
my favorite secret activity, reserved for when my
parents weren’'t home. | grabbed a cabinet handle
with both hands and swung on it like a revolving
hotel door.

Back. Forth. Back. Forth—

Crack.

The door jerked in my hands. One hinge had
pulled loose. Panicking, | pushed it back into place
until it almost looked normal, grabbed my Sprite,
and bolted for the living room. Hours later, my
mom came home. | nearly convinced myself the
problem would stay hidden when another crack
came from the kitchen. My brother was gripping
the crooked cabinet. “lan, what did you do?” my
mom demanded.

“l didn’t do it!” he protested.

My stomach tightened, and my heart thumped
against my chest. lan had a history of breaking
things while | rarely got in trouble. In my mom’s
eyes, | was the “good child.” She didn't know |
was the culprit, and for a moment, | felt relieved.
| hadn't accused lan or denied anything.
Technically, | hadn'’t lied. All | had to do was stay
quiet. My brother kept pleading his case, but each
protest made him look guiltier. Then | saw tears
gathering in his eyes.

O

Until then, | had only considered what confessing
would cost me: punishment, my cabinet-swinging
habit, and my mom’s trust. Now, | realized that my
silence could cost others, too. My reputation was
letting me hide behind my brother’s truth. At that
moment, staying silent didn’t feel much different
from lying.

My mouth felt dry. My hands trembled. | don’t
remember deciding to say it. All | remember is
the words rushing out before | could stop them.
“Mom,” | whispered. “I did it.”

Time stopped. Silence took over the kitchen. My
brother stood stunned. My mom’s face turned
toward me. | expected anger, but instead, |
saw disappointment. That hurt more than the
punishment | had feared.

Despite losing my cabinet-swinging privileges
forever, | gained something more important that
day. Not because lan ever said so, but because
I know that if I'd stayed quiet, some part of that
trust would’ve broken, even if he never knew why.

At nine, | thought being a “good child” meant
making fewer mistakes. That afternoon taught me
I had mistaken being trusted for being trustworthy.
Being trustworthy meant accepting responsibility
even when the truth could change how someone
saw me. Now, when | make a mistake, | still feel
that first instinct to protect how others see me.
But | try to recognize that instinct for what it is and
choose responsibility over reputation. Admitting it
stained my image as the “good child,” but staying
silent would have preserved only the image, not
the character behind it.



