Memory 5835
When I was in college, I went to school in England, and on spring break, I met a young Italian guy, Vittorio, who played the piano.  When school was over, I went to Italy and I sang in his band all summer.  We fell in love and it was magnificent.  He was just a joy, a true joy.  I went back to school in the States and he came out to visit me and life got complicated.  I ran out of money to go to school and I went to work.  He went back to Italy and one night I went to a party and I met someone who lived near me, who was older.  He didn’t have any money either, but he made me feel safe and he was charming and he danced.  He was just a gentleman and I allowed him to swoop me off my feet.  I was a very passionate young woman and I loved life.  We just danced at this party and the realities of moving to Italy and all the hardships and trying to figure out how to stay in school or change schools and all of this, slipped away.  I abandoned all those and I was unfaithful to Vittorio.  I’m sure I broke his heart.  He has forgiven me for this a thousand times, but I was unfaithful and I wasn’t honest.  It all happened very quickly but I was unfaithful to Vittoiro while he was in Italy.  I’m very seldom unfaithful to two people in the same country.  That I can say.

