Memory 5574
I feel happy when I am out helping other people, especially older people.  There’s a lady who lives in my apartment building and she is 86 years old. She fell down on the bus and broke her arm.  I had been busy all day but all I could do is run up to her apartment, knock on her door and try to help her. She was bleeding and her arm was real bad and it was sore and everything.  I feel happy when I help other people.  I feel happy when I can do something for other people.  I’ve always been that way and I feel happy when people recognize the fact that I am a good woman all the way around.

