Memory 5852
Many, many years ago, 35 years ago or so, I moved in with my first boyfriend, who eventually became my first husband. When we told my parents we were going to live together, it made my mom cry. It was pretty painful and pretty horrible and I don’t know if I should not have told them. I wonder about that sometimes.  You want to be honest, but at the same time you don’t like to hurt people that you love.  I mean, all was forgiven eventually, of course, but I think about that occasionally.  And I’m more careful about telling people the complete truth about some things. Sometimes keep my mouth shut, so I don’t put any undue stress on people.

