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(Introduction) Cousin Rocco’s screaming engulfs the entire room.  The victim of his latest tantrum, a mousy, little waitress at a deli outside of Northern Liberties in Philadelphia, bears the brunt of his loud discourse.  All of Philadelphia, except Rocco, seems happy on such a beautiful spring afternoon.  Judging from the previously depicted vignette about my cousin, one can deduce that my life lacks normality of any kind.  Because of this plight, the task of describing aspects about my life will come easy to me.  Like most women my age, I jump at the opportunity to talk about my favorite topic: me.  Really, I can ramble on and on for at least eight pages.  However, for time’s sake, I will chop it down to only two.  (Thesis) Most of my traits and habits relate directly from my Italian family and heritage; my most obvious “Italian” attributes include my (A) arrogance and (B) loudness.


(Par. A)  Extreme arrogance defines me.  Please, do not confuse slight haughtiness with total self-confidence.  Reminiscent of many young females, I feel that I look too heavy, my face does not look symmetrical enough, and I walk around with fat ankles.  Nevertheless, I demonstrate great arrogance about my talents.  Embracing my talents, I emphatically defend them to those who underestimate me; as a result, some detractors might say that I, in some ways, feel superior to others.  The jury still deliberates on whether I act better than others because of family, whether, indeed, culture has the blame, or whether Leandra remains Leandra, based on her individual personality.  How does arrogance and Italians go hand in hand?  Every one of my 30 plus relatives acts superior, if not more, than a dictator on a power trip.  A few theories about how "we" got this way exist.  Some non-“Guido” (a slang term for an Italian) would say Italians, in general, act this way because of the Roman Empire.  As a culture we, supposedly, feel superior because a long time ago “our people” conquered the known world.  Personally, I feel my family responds this way because of their insecurities about their lack of education and social class.  Acting like a cut above represents their way of making themselves feel better. 


(Par. B) People in my life notice one thing about me: my boisterous voice.  Normal tones at which people speak, multiplied by three, equals the tone with which my entire family and I speak.  Frequently, I come across as an obnoxious, rude, and disrespectful person because of this quandary.  When I speak, my voice sounds normal to me.  On the whole, I remain clueless to how thunderous I actually sound.  Figuring out how to explain to people that I have simply evolved from the product of a loud family becomes an arduous task.  In spite of this attempt, my reputation has deteriorated to such a level that my friends actually nicknamed me “megaphone,” even though I recognize that loudness becomes hard to avoid in everyday life.  Surviving the Conti clan might prove impossible without acting slightly raucous.  We, as a family, practice as much respect as someone in their Escalade, driving past a funeral, with their 50 Cent CD playing loud enough to shatter a window.  Nobody says, “Excuse me,” or, “I have something to say,” to get noticed.  To gain attention, someone simply starts speaking louder than the person already talking.  Thus, a horrible cycle starts and continues until all audible conversation becomes blocked out and replaced by just loud noise.  Imagine a pack of screeching monkeys sitting at a table: Welcome to Christmas dinner at Grandma Jackie’s home.


(Summary) My heritage and family contribute to who I have become today.  Loudness and arrogance, whether they seem appropriate or not, mark places in my life, especially when I look at our cherished annual tradition: those obnoxious riots on Christmas Day.  The egotism I exude because I feel confident about something will probably always come across the wrong away.  (Conclusion)  As much as I would like to demonize my family, I cannot completely hate them.  I believe the traits I have inherited, whether passed down culturally or biologically, at first seem like vexes.  Still, deep down, I want to thank the Conti family for those traits because they have occasionally come into use in my everyday life.  One dream of mine would encompass me, walking by Rocco fighting with a waitress over his order, acting particularly brutal, and walk away pretending I do not know him.  Sadly, as much as I hate to admit it, I have acquired a connection with my family.  Consequently, I would have to walk over and act just as loudly and abrasively to the waitress as my now infamous cousin, thereby perpetuating the ugly cycle that, if one monkey starts screaming, the others always join in: Siamo Italiani [we are Italian].
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