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Feeling at Homein Florence

When | first arrived in Florence, | had a harddiadjusting. | felt like a constant,
unwanted guest. | was embarrassed that | spokiisBngnade lines longer in cafés, and
took up space on the sidewalk. Part of my embsmaat came from beirgmericana
but mostly | was embarrassed because | was obyiondFlorentine. My mentality was
that of any young traveler: curious and selfishvak continuously absorbing the culture,
taking it all in, but feeling as though | was urehb give anything back. After about a
month, | became comfortable with the people, calamd streets of Florence, and | was
able to relax. Unfortunately, | also relaxed wiglayingcalcettoand | lost my balance,
rolled on my hand and broke it.

From my first x-ray at Santa Maria Nuova Hospitahlv a different side of Italy.
In the waiting room, a friendly Italian man initeat a conversation in English and asked
me about my injury. While | told him that | thougtdlian emergency rooms were quick
and well organized compared to American ones, lesugrised. He said he had
thought that the American ones would be much hdikeronER It was the first time |
had felt an Italian stranger express any interesté. From that moment on, all of the
nurses and doctors were curious about my injuryraost were surprised when | told
them that | had been playirglcetto In the hospitals | became known as Regazza
Americanawho playectalcetto It was as if, by getting injured, | had surpaiste role
of the average tourist and | was seen as an Anmgrecatudent and a real person.

Throughout the next month, with the help of my &ogst, | met many more curious



Italians who would smile, laugh, sneer or raisertbgebrows and sayDa vero?” when
| told them the story. It was in this simple ardweal way that | began to feel welcome in
Florence.

Throughout my experience so far, there are spatifiments in which | have
found myself feeling truly at home. It happens whkenerican culture and Italian culture
mix and create a state of simultaneous, unspokdaratanding. | was playingalcetto
when [ felt this comforting fusion for the firstrie. It is the sport that | know and love,
and | was lucky enough to be playing it in a coytiiat was just as passionate about it as
I was. During the game, Italians surrounded thie fivatching each move, each pass,
and each shot that my American teammates and |.nmfealethose few moments, we
were all part of the same culture and we all sgbkesame language.

One night | was sitting at the kitchen table tatkwith a best friend from home
who had come to visit. My host mom was sittingitbesne, playing cards with her best
friend, Donatella. They spoke in Italian while smoke in English. At one point,
Donatella stopped what she was doing and listefién she said in Italian, “I love
listening to you girls talk”. My friend and | sredl and said the same thing back to them,
and then we all continued on. In these brief mdmehsynthesis and understanding |
feel at peace, like I truly belong.

I no longer feel like an unwanted guest in Florercghe past three months, |
have been able to create my own relationship wighcity and its people. | have absorbed
the culture as much as possible and now it is egbane. But amidst all that Florence
has done for me, | like to think that | have leftreething for a handful of Florentines:

even if this something is only a smile, a thoughaé trief feeling of connection.



