So you take what you can get. QEEIgg"REEETsllslg went undercover

40

eyewitness

A spy in the house of burgers: Larry Gallagher under the golden arches.

Flipped for

“After only a few days, I am part of the machine.”

You finish school, you look for work, there is none.

as a hamburger helper to report
on the quintessential McJob.

ay one and weird beyond all expecration.

Bedecked in my new polycster get-up, 1 sit

in the lobby with the manager, answering

a few questions about my employment
history. This makes me a little nervous, because I'lied
on my application, and because I'm not too good at
dissembling. I keep recognizing familiar faces among
the emplovees, schoolmates from twenty years ago.
But hardly do I get the chance to ponder these coinei-
dences when things begin to fall apart. A man has cn-
tered the restaurant and started screaming at another
man who is scated a few tables away from me. After
pufting up with the standing man’s vitriol for a few
moments, the scated man pulls out an automatic and
starts firing at his antagonist. A stray round rips into
the shoulder of an army officer, who, flanked by
three or four of his peers, 1s eating a Quarter Pound-
er. With that, the officers whip out assault rifles, and
a three way machine-gun battle erupts, bullets whiz-
zing by my ears as I crouch behind a table that I've
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knocked over [or protection. The effect is so disturb-
ing that 1t jolts me from the drooling, overheated
slumber thar has produced this B-movie dream.

Yes, make no mistake, it was just a dream. 1 was
beginning the process ol applying for work at Mc-
Donald’s, which 15 why the raw material was in my
mind. But as any Kmart Freudian could tell you, it
probably wasn’t the tear of getting strafed by some
fasr-food terminaror that prompted such a night-
mare. The idea of donning the polyester tapped into
anorher sort of annihilation, the terror of having my
ego blown away. Like most of society, I've spent
years buying into the nortion that I am what I do.
There is a part of me that wants to believe that Iam
better—ipso facto, outologically superior—than the
people who work beneath the arches. What I needed
was an exercise that would give me a chance to dis-
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