Memory 5560
I remember I was about 9 and my baby sister, one of the twins, went to the hospital for pneumonia.  She must have been about 2. I would go to school and then I would catch the bus from school over to the hospital to visit my sister. I remember I went every day after school.  When I’d get home late, my mom would say, “Where in the hell have you been?” I would tell her that I went to see Cindy. I would go see Cindy every day. She got mad at me and said, “No, wait until I go.  Don’t go to the hospital alone.”  I couldn’t wait until she went.  I had to go. I think my motherly responses and particularly the nurturing began when I was very young. I remember taking care of everybody as if they were my children. 

