Memory 5620
When I was a kid growing up, we were extremely poor – had no money.  We used to go in the trash cans and get out bottles: Coke bottles, soft drink bottles, any kind of bottle. We would collect them and turn them in for 2 or 3 cents per bottle at the local liquor store. That’s how we got money. They’d count ‘em up, give us the money for the bottles and then put them in “the back”. Now, “the back” was outside behind the store, in a little fenced area. When the store was closed and everybody was gone, we’d climb the fence, steal the bottles from the pile of bottles and hide ‘em.  The next day, we’d take them back to the same store and get some money for them again. We’d do that two or three times a week, to get some money to buy candy or whatever we wanted for the next day or two. We were constantly hungry, but we always bought candy and not something nutritious. We just stole the bottles to get ourselves something good to eat. We did that for a couple of years growing up, until we got a little bit older and started to become a little bit more socially conscious about doing those kinds of things. We never felt bad that it was occurring. We always convinced ourselves that it was something we needed. That’s what we were gonna do. There was never any guilt about it really, even though we were stealing from the liquor store, from a person that trusted us. It was just a group of four or five of us that used to do that, two or three times a week. 

