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Flash Memoir
 
As I was thinking about what subject to write about I found myself lost in my own thoughts. I had veered off my thinking path and began doing nothing but watching people. It is fascinating to me to watch people move along with their everyday lives. I look at how the carry themselves, how they are dressed, how they style their hair, how they speak and anything else I can figure out about them from their outward appearance. I do not judge them I simply watch them.  I yearn to know who they are, what background they come from, what their dreams or goals are and what makes them happy.  This applies to people of all walks of life, but I have a particular interest in the poor. Poverty is affecting thousands of people every day, leaving them homeless, hungry and most using government resources to barely get by. I often wonder if this is something they chose or if this is something they were born into and society and the government have enabled them to want nothing more for their past, present and future? 
                I hold a particular interest in this because I have experienced what it feels like to be poor. I became a single mother at a very young age. I was not old enough to get a decent paying job, nor did I have the education to. I was doing what I could to make ends meet but it was not coming together for me. One day my son was ill, I sat at the kitchen table looking at all of my past due bills and knowing that missing work that day would hurt us dramatically. I had no choice I called my employer to let him know the situation and could immediately hear the disappointment in his voice. My heart sank as I got off the phone. My heart was racing and my eyes filling up with tears that I couldn’t hold back any longer. I sunk deeper into the chair as I began to feel the warm tears streaming down my face. I buried my face into my hands and began wondering if this was going to be my story for the rest of my life. A million question raced through my mind such as will we ever be ok? How will we ever improve our situation if I was already doing everything I possibly could? If I loose my job where would we go? How would I pay my rent or feed my son? How did people live with this feeling every day? 
                Since then my situation has dramatically improved but I am left with a wondering sense of why people choose to live the way they do. Do we, as humans get comfortable in what we are doing and put change, passions, and dreams aside to live for the moment. Or are we doing our best and falling deeper and deeper into a hole we won’t ever be able to get out of. 
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