Memory 5427 
For many years I was a struggling writer and artist and I didn’t make any money. When I’d go out to dinner with friends, the bill would come to the table and whoever else was there would pick it up, because they knew I couldn’t pay. Not long ago, when I had had some particularly good work, I went out to dinner with several friends who had always been good to me. I went to the waitress and paid the bill. When the end of the evening came along and they asked for the bill, the waitress said “The bill has already been paid.” They asked who paid and she pointed at me, and then my friends said “You don’t do that!” They know me as the poor artist.  I told them I had a good run lately and I wanted to treat them all to dinner. I would have been a lot happier if they hadn’t argued with me, but I felt very good. This little thing made me feel so good; that I could be the one to pick up the check, the one to be successful, if only for that evening. Everyone called the next day and told me how nice that was and it made me feel really, really good. I won’t forget that time. I love doing things for other people. Often what I do doesn’t involve money, but I like it when I can do what everyone else does, and this was one of those occasions.  
