Memory 5032
I moved back to London in the 80s and I was living in a house that was divided up into two separate flats.  I met Bruce there and I wound up having a relationship with him.  He was a couple years younger than I was but totally devoted to me, a great guy.  I was totally attracted to him, too, but at the time I didn’t realize how attractive he was.  I didn’t appreciate his good qualities.  To me, because he was 18 and I was 21, he felt like this puppy dog who just followed me everywhere and did whatever I wanted. We just clicked.   We could do anything and have a great time.  I lived there for a good, solid year. Their school system is different so he was going off to college soon, but he was living in London because it was his gap year [year between high school and college].  When he left, he did not want to go to school.  He wanted to stay with me.  He said he was so in love with me and all this stuff.  At this point, I did love him but I just thought we were too young to make any kind of commitment.  I just didn’t think it was right for him not to get educated.  I encouraged him to go to school and he did but things changed after that. At some point, I decided that I thought he had an affair.  Rather than talk about it, I just packed up all my stuff and moved back to the States without telling him.  He was shocked.  Later, when I returned to England, I met up with him one time. We met each other with our mutual friends but he would not be alone with me.  I don’t know why but it was strange.  I guess he was afraid of what was going to happen or something.  I do regret leaving and I think that it was a big mistake.  He might have been the right person for me.  I’ve tried to get in touch with him since but I lost track of him about ten years ago.  In the last five years, I’ve suddenly had the urge to find him.  That’s something I wonder about.

