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My family had always been what I considered to be a nuclear family. It 

consisted of my father, Sal, my mother, Debrah, and my little brother, Sergio. I 

felt blessed to have grown up with a solid family unit, however that does not 

mean that my family was ever healthy or normal. My parents decided to finally 

get divorced the summer I left for college. The whole first year I was away at 

college, I knew that the divorce was hard on my brother, Sergio, who was a 

sophomore in high school at the time (now a junior). However, I wasn’t able to 

grasp the stress it was putting on Sergio until I went home this past summer. 

Sergio lives with my dad, while my mother stays with friends while she finds a 

stable job. Sergio living with my father is hard on him because my father is from 

another world. He has completely different traditions, cultural sayings, and 

cultural norms from my mother. They never really agreed on much of anything 

the 21 years they were married.  

My dad, Sal, is an old school Italian. When my father was nineteen years 

old, he was set up in an Italian arranged marriage to a woman named 

Rosemarie. They gave birth to two boys, Sal Jr. and Joseph. My father was a 

member of the New York Mafia for My dad, his first wife and my two half-

brothers were relocated to San Antonio, Texas, but that’s a whole different story. 

My two half brothers, Tony and Joe are significantly older than myself, and closer 

to my mother’s age than my own. I am extremely close to Tony and his wife, 



DeLynn (who is also from San Antonio, Texas). They were always around when 

my brother, Sergio, and I were growing up. Tony and DeLynn play more of an 

aunt and uncle role in my and Sergio’s lives. Joe lives with his wife and two kids 

in Minnesota and works for Target. My mother, on the other hand, is an All-

American blonde girl who grew up in San Antonio, Texas. She is the complete 

opposite of my father, blonde hair, green eyes, upper middle class upbringing.  

She grew up in a military family on several different air forces bases. She went in 

and out of college and beauty school and never ended up with any real 

degree or career, besides being a wife and mother. So when she split from my 

dad, she was left with pretty much nothing. 

My dad is 21 years older than my mother, which is ironic because 21 years 

is exactly how long they were married. My dad has a thick New York accent 

and is, what one may refer to as, “stuck in his ways”. As his children, my brother 

and I have inevitably inherited many of these “ways”. He is quick-tempered, 

high drama and high energy and you eventually begin to realize when he’s 

legitimately angry and when he’s just being a crazy Italian (which I’m allowed to 

say since I am one myself). My father believes in loyalty, respect, and putting 

family above all else. Since my mother was the one to initiate the divorce, he 

had a lot of anger and resentment towards her for “breaking up the family”, a 

term he uses frequently in regards to my mom. Additionally, we all know that 

there was some infidelity on my mother’s part. Sergio overheard her on the 

phone with a lover named David, while still married to my father. I’m pretty sure 



that this was the straw that broke the camels back in my parents’ marriage. I 

later found out that there were many other issues, but I always knew that their 

marriage was not like other marriages. I always knew that my family was not like 

other families. I wasn’t able to put my finger on it until high school. I began to 

realize that it’s not normal to throw hot pots of full coffee on the kitchen floor in 

an outrage, or to threaten throwing another family members MacBook Pro off 

the balcony, or to throw knives into walls, or to throw hot, steamy, cheesy slices 

of Pizza Hut in your husbands face. I learned that yelling is not the most 

commonly used form of communication in other families and I realized that 

maybe my family needed some serious therapy. Just about the time that I had 

that realization, my parents decided to move the entire family to Los Angeles. 

We had spent 8 years living in a small town in the Bay Area called Menlo Park, 

adjacent to Palo Alto and Atherton, a high income and high IQ community. 

Sergio and I had the biggest culture shock of our lives.  

The worst thing about my family was the communication. I don’t think 

either of my parents were ever taught how to communicate in a healthy way 

with the people closest to you. These habits were carried into our family and I 

think healthy communication is extremely important. In my family, none of us 

really took the time to think before speaking and irrational thoughts turn into 

hurtful words and hurtful words turn into screaming and crying. The best thing in 

my family, ironically, was the open communication. Although it may not have 

been healthy when it came to real issues, other topics were always open for 



discussion. I loved having a family that was so open about sex, drugs, alcohol, 

birth control, and other controversial issues. In my family, we grew up knowing 

what sex was so there was never an awkward sex talk in middle or high school. I 

knew the proper names of all the body parts. I never remember learning these 

things because they were instilled at such a young age. I have always been 

extremely open with my mother about sex and birth control and I think that it’s 

important for at least the mother and daughter to have this type of relationship. 

So should the father and son. 

In the future, I would love to have a family of my own. I want to have four 

kids and I want to have a stable income. My parents never really had a stable 

income, although somehow managing to raise us in an upper middle class 

lifestyle. I hated the back and forth influx of income. I want to make sure that I 

am able to at least support myself. After my parents divorce, my mother was left 

with nothing. She had no job, no college degree, no training other than being a 

full time wife and mother. She had no career and no source of income. I never 

want that to happen to me. I want to make sure that I have some skill or training 

to fall back on. God forbid something were to happen to my husband, I want to 

make sure that I am not financially dependent solely on him. I want to make 

sure that all four of my children are raised religiously and raised Italian. I want to 

teach them the amazing parts of being Italian – the loyalty, values, respect, 

strong family bonds and best of all good food and big family dinners! However, I 

want to get rid of the crazy Italian drama. My father’s nickname is Ubatz, which 



means crazy in Italian and I am not trying to carry on the crazy! It’s unnecessary 

drama and can end up ruining relationships.  

In this Child Development class, I would love to learn about healthy 

communication. I would love to learn about the process of raising children and 

the institution of marriage and it’s fundamentals.  


