Memory 5566

I was working at a fast food restaurant once where we were supposed to throw away the food at the end of the night. We couldn’t give it away, couldn’t sell it.  Of course, me and another guy would take some of the sandwiches that we were supposed to throw away and we’d keep them for ourselves and eat them. The whole thing is ridiculous because people in the city where I was and all over the world are hungry. But the rule was:  ‘Even if you have overage, you have to throw it away.  You can’t carry it over to the next day.  You have to throw it away and you have to account for it.’  So, what we would do is take the extra sandwiches, put them in our bag, hide them, walk out with them and then eat them or give them to a friend or family member.  Normally, I did feel bad but, sometimes I didn’t because we really were gonna throw them away.  So, I rationalized.  I still know it’s 100% against the policy but I just felt like, “I took those sandwiches and those pies because they were gonna be thrown away anyway.  You might as well give them to me or give them to somebody I know.”  It didn’t make sense to just throw away food but that was policy at the time.  I don’t know what it is now but that’s what I had to do.

