It occurs to me that emotions run a little too high in one aspect of our society.  When a man and a woman are in a relationship, it is assumed that neither will “cheat”.  The expectation for each partner is that the other will not engage in relations with anyone else throughout the duration of their involvement with each other.  This, of course, is not always the case and when the “cheater” is found out, feelings are hurt and stress is applied to the relationship.  Undo stress I might add.  Cheating.  I believe that this is the wrong word for such a situation.  Cheating is an underhanded thing to do.  In the old west, a suspected cheater was shot dead at the card table.  Cheating on an exam is among the fastest ways to get expelled from a university.  What happens in a relationship when one finds pleasure for a short time in the arms of another is not cheating.  I prefer to call it Traveling.  


Allow me to explain.  I am very happy with my current place of residence.  When I go and visit friends and family in other municipalities, my local government doesn’t get upset about it.  If I visited Paris, the President of the US would not call me up and tell me that he can’t trust me anymore.  The simple truth is that there is something new and exciting about going to a new city or country.  (I guess we will stay with Paris as the example.)  For some inexplicable reason, I am drawn to Paris. I want to see all of the city, to experience everything that it has to offer.  It wouldn’t be a long trip, but just a short excursion that would, at the end, slake my curiosity.  When I return home, I breath a sigh of relief.  At that point “home” means more than just the place you live.  You have a greater appreciation for it.  This is, of course, the reason you hear people say things like:  “It’s good to be home”, “There’s no place like home”, “Ahhh, home sweet home.”  The walls, the rug, the smell.  It all makes sense and produces a sense of security that gives a sigh of relief.  Room service at the most expensive hotels doesn’t bring coffee that tastes as good as what comes from that 10 dollar pot on your dirty countertop.  


Perhaps I’ve been somewhat longwinded in conveying my theory.  I only ask that you give my short manifesto a thought upon finding out that your loved one has been traveling.  I, myself, do not travel.  I choose to stay put in the arms of my princess.  I do, on occasion, walk around campus and wonder about far away places.  I haven’t booked any flights, but who knows?  There might be some package deal that comes along one day that I can’t turn down.  I leave you with this thought.  Some far away places are dirty and disease ridden.  When Columbus first came to the new world, he brought with him the diseases of Europe.  The natives had never been exposed to such strains and, as you know, it killed many of them. (Columbus did a lot of traveling…. kind of like Ron Jeremy.)  The last thing you want to do is bring something like that home.  Otherwise, enjoy your travels.

Bon Voyage!








-anonymous

