Memory 5219
Long ago, I was a waiter and one day there was a single woman sitting in my station. She was at a booth for two and I don’t know what her history was, but it wasn’t a smooth upbringing. She had an odd look about her, like she was trying but she just looked a little bit off to me. Not mentally retarded or anything, just maybe somebody whose parents had been really callous and unfeeling in their care for her.  She had a very lonely and unloved look about her.  I was crazy busy on this day and she caught my eye to get my attention, because she wanted her check. I could see in the way that she did this, that it was difficult for her to ask for something. It was difficult for her to speak up.  This awkward meekness she had about her bothered me and, well crazy busy that I was, I snapped at her. I’m not proud of it now, but I told her that I would be there when I could.  Well I completely forgot about this ‘non-entity’ sort of person and she sat there for a long time. She just couldn’t ask again for her check. Later that night, I felt so bad that I had treated her so unkindly. I mean, here was someone who needed extra attention, and I could see that, and I wasn’t even pleasant.  She was so forgettable that I forgot about her and that’s part of her problem, I imagine.  But I felt so guilty that night that I cried.

