Memory 5002
In elementary school, I had a friend, Bill, who lived in my neighborhood. We would go around, for some reason, doing pranks and stuff. When we were in fifth grade one day we were down by the railroad tracks. There was this trucker guy who parked his semi [tractor trailer] in a dirt area there. Bill and I went over there and Bill thought it would be a real funny idea if we let out some of the air in one of the tires.  Truck tires are huge, like jet tires, you know. They were probably bigger than us at the time. So we let out the air out of some of the tires.  The next day we were walking around there and the trucker guy came out and he yelled us. He said, “Don’t you know how much time and money it costs me to fill up that tire again?  It’s not like a regular car tire, it’s a lot of trouble for me!” and told us off.  I felt pretty bad.  I guess I realized that this was this guy’s work and it wasn’t just like letting some air out a bicycle tire.

