Memory 5848
During Thanksgiving in 1985, I experienced feeling virtuous.  It was my first time working in a kitchen serving and feeding the homeless.  I had never attempted or been a part of something like that before. Through that experience I got satisfaction out of helping others; almost feeling like a brother to them even though I didn’t know them – they were strangers.  Looking in their eyes and seeing the appreciation and being able to do something for them during that special holiday season is a feeling that I will never forget. It is a feeling that makes me feel virtuous.  It’s an event that will always be in the archives of my mind.

