Memory 5217
Once at a gas station, I was filling up my gas tank.  This was a while ago when you pumped the gas and then you paid.  I had pumped twenty dollars worth of gasoline into the car and I went to go ahead and pay.  I gave they guy behind the counter twenty dollars and proceeded to walk out of the little register area.  He didn’t realize exactly what was going on. He called me back and said, “Excuse me, you forgot your change.”  Then he held out a twenty dollar bill. I looked at him and the impulse was to say, “I don’t have any change,” but, instead, I took it.  I took something that didn’t belong to me.  I turned around and I smiled a little bit – a little “What?” kind of smile – and I put my hand out and he gave me twenty dollars and said, “Thank you.  Have a nice day.” I used to go to that gas station all the time so I’m very familiar with the people that worked at the gas station as far as, “Hi, how are you?  How are your kids?”.  It made me feel real bad but that’s something that I did.  I realize that, of course, I put my hand out without instantly thinking, “No.  I put twenty dollars of gas in.”  So, I got away with that. It made me feel like, “Wow.  This money doesn’t belong to me.  They just lost twenty dollars at this gas station.  I got twenty dollars worth of free gas.”

