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     My life story began with my mother and father in 1974, in Erlangen Germany. My father was stationed at the base he was a military police officer, and my mother was a beautiful young German student attending college for hotel management. Their love story started in Germany and continued to Brownsville, Texas were my first sister was born. Eighteen months later I was born in Harlingen, Texas. We lived there briefly I do not remember much other then the pictures my mother had of us playing on the beach in our diapers. It was the 70's and you have to appreciate my mother’s style she was very stylish and euro it always inspired me in fashion and to this day my mother is the reason for my initiative passion and style for all fashion. I help people with style now because of my great sense for the visual of style. Then we moved in 1981 to California just for a short while because we ended up following my dad’s father who was an entrepreneur to Salt Lake City, Utah. My father and grandfather was both active car salesman, then my grandfather and his new wife bought into a restaurant in West Jordan called Mi& Willies Pizza. Soon after things were settled I remember my brother being born. It was a big deal in the family especially being Italian because he was the first grandson. My family actively was involved in each other’s lives my grandpa was especially an amazing man who is dearly missed. But my memories of my grandfather were especially found during the holidays were the main memories I remembered. The ambiance and family centeredness was close everything was decorated beautifully, but I remember most sitting at the dinner table with all my uncle's and aunt's, my mom and dad, brother, sister, and of course my grandfather and step grandmother. Which I did not find out that she was not my real grandmother when I spoke to my real grandmother in California when I was old enough to understand the difference. But it was great everybody was laughing and eating and being a family.

    Those were some very fond memories of my life but things soon to change quickly once the financial gain had ended. My father had good intentions, but he always knew some people who did not. I am not sure specifically what all entailed the details of what transpired between him, and the other man and my step grandmother. But my dad who was the manager of the restaurant was we would go after school with my dad and hang out. It was a pretty cooling feeling emotionally as a child and developing around people and a business environment. But we could eat and in the family room of the restaurant had a large projection were movies would play and we would grab some pizza take a blanket and have movie time. It was a very vivid memory for my age I was six years old, but from the book that is a very large part of your cognitive impressionable age. I then remember one day my day coming home and saying that Willies is gone. I could not believe it but whatever happened in the business deal my grandfather made it sank the restaurant and left my father with no job and some debt from the business it then began the downturn in my mother and fathers relationship. It was the 80's and everything between my mom and dad changed they really did become part of that era's dark side of drugs and disco and clubbing. My dad had to now take care of his foreign wife with 3 young children. He started bouncing at bars and from there the parties began at first he and my mother had fun. Then my mom started working because my dad's income was not covering the bills and my mother was a very strong German productive person that got bored. She had a degree for hotel management; she applied at the Hilton downtown and became the head hostess and manager of housekeeping. Her self confidence was extremely high and there she met a person that whom she began the affair. Although, that was what was known then and after my mom told her side of how and why my mom and dad's marriage ended made sense why my mom left. I knew it was not right for her to start and I did express my feelings of that two wrongs don't make a right speech but my dad did some unfair things.

   Ultimately things ended very quickly my mom left one day saying we were moving and her new boyfriend picked her up and we never saw her again until a year later. Those memories really hurt my brother and sister just as much as me. We have all struggled with those memories but we have been able to forgive two people who were once so in love fall out of love just like so many other people. We then grew up pretty much with our father until we were older I was 12 years old when I saw my mother again. We then moved to Poulson, Montana with my mother I stayed the longest with my mom my brother did not do well from my father and being my mother had another son that was hard for him to handle at the age of 9. I however always had a close connection with my mother and did not want to lose her again. My mother had remarried and had another son they had not been doing well and shortly after we arrived they ended their marriage and he took my mother’s son away because of the tribal rights of the son. We then moved out of my mother’s home and mom my bought a trailer. It was actually pretty nice being it was Montana most everything was very nature anyway. But we just did things to keep my mom occupied and mainly because my mom was a drinker and was too nice to people and would bring odd people home. That was not always a bad thing for my mom she was a good doer. She believed in giving back and was always very compassionate. A year after her divorce my mother was newly engaged. We then moved to Germany my mother had gotten a job at a hotel being the head hostess and was such a great opportunity to get out of Montana away from the divorce. I was the only child that went my sister and brother had already gone back to Salt Lake City, and my half brother stayed with his father in Montana. It was culturally amazing to meet my mother's family; I was able to experience some amazing things the 6 months I lived there when I was 13. I had the time of my life I had the opportunity to shop at some amazing German couture shops. Eat at some amazing places from everything to Italian, Chinese, and of course German. When I and my mother were there she took me to the place where her and my father met it was quite romantic to know how and where they began. I had wished it would be how I would meet my husband. But I only lived there for 6 months but the cultural experience of being in another country and having to learn their language which I never fully was able to speak. But realizing that I was going to remain in that country and go to school was my mother’s intent, although it did not work out that way. Her fiancé was not a good guy let’s just say and we needed to come back to the states and I then wanted to be away and come back to Salt Lake I did. In 1994 I moved back with my father. I was a sophomore and attended Granite High School because of my living experience in Germany it ended up affecting my credits to graduate therefore I had to transfer to an alternative school.

          I think rhetorically speaking and looking at my past from the book instability in middle childhood states that children may become upset when they experience new situations such as birth, new school, or adults transitioning to new situations such as marriage. That does affected the well being of any child and when income limits restrict the way things are growing up. Like my family when we lived with my father he always struggled financially and we were on state aid. With my mother she had an amazing work ethic and truly sometimes lived at work. The problems with my mother were her decisions in her partners that made me realize the implications of one’s actions and that effect that adults have on moral behavior choices. Through all of my mothers and fathers decisions their children became in the middle we were the Stepparent and or Blended family at times because my father remarried twice and my mother once. But we also experienced the single parent father and single parent mother. It was very overwhelming at times. I felt we dealt with our circumstances with the resilience the book refers to that children are very resilient in times of strife. The culture we have in our heritage keeps us strong and going we believe and developed to be three young adults with dreams and aspirations higher than our parents.

   We are very supportive of one another and our choices made have all been different at times and through drug abuse of our parents and our own struggles we are not broken. Our family has become a very strong supportive system and especially after the loss of my mother in 2004 from cancer it was very quick and unexpected. I was 25 and she was 46, her death brought our family connection closer and we realized that life is too short to be judging each other for one’s own personal choices in life styles, but that in the end of the day what matters is who is in your life and being able to help one another achieve daily tasks and accomplishments. My sister now has her Masters in Science, and I am working on my Associate in Science and my brother is working on a career in the UFC. My father is doing well and is happy being able to be a grandpa. My brother and sister both have children, I am currently working on but my life has been up and down I have been able to accomplish buying a home and cohabitate with a man for 16 years no marriage but it works. The nest will not be empty for much longer and I work on a new chapter in my life.

