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“Quit that crying, you gotta be tough to live in this world” I remember my mother saying this phrase many times in my childhood. My mother took a tough love approach to parenting that sometimes left me feeling cold, unheard, and misunderstood.  My mother didn’t say this phrase to be mean to me but more so as her way of preparing me for life. I can comprehend her intentions now, but at 8 or 9 years old that phrase felt like a cold shoulder from the person I turned to for comfort. 
The familial cultures of each of my parents was combined to create the family culture I grew up in. My father’s family came from deep in the woods Kentucky and theirs was one of deep Appalachian culture. My mother’s family came from Over the Rhine Cincinnati and was strictly inner city. Some differences between these two cultures were family structures, work ethics, education, and religious beliefs. 
I didn’t have much of a close relationship with my mother and I believe that is in part because of her childhood traumas.  My mother was very guarded emotionally and believed people need to have “thick skin” to survive. She didn’t hold her tongue and if she didn’t like something about you, she would speak her mind.  Her childhood was shaped by an abusive father and a mother that often was alone in raising 5 children. The communication I had with my mother was direct and without any expressions of emotions for fear of being chastised. 
In contrast my father was a sensitive and caring man whose actions demonstrated a care for others. I never heard my father say a negative word about anyone. He may have had negative opinions of others, but he didn’t share them. My father had a speech impediment and sometimes felt self-conscious because of his county accent. When he did speak it was usually an encouraging word or talking to others about God. He was a man of faith and openly shared that. 
At 5 years old I began riding the church bus my dad drove on Sundays. The excitement of riding in that bus is one of my fondest memories. My father may have been a soft-spoken man but there was no doubt about his leadership as the head of the family. He placed God first in all things an demonstrated his faith in word and action. My family culture was a Christian based dynamic with following the teachings in the Bible at its core. Virtue ethics were taught and practiced by my father so I grew up wanting to do the right thing, at the right time, for the right reasons. My father taught me to look for the good in people and I feel I still do that to this day. 
Another part of my culture was my kinship with family members still in the backwoods and mountains of Kentucky and Tennessee. My summers and most weekends growing up were often spent with my father’s extended family where I was immersed in a country way of life. I still remember swimming in creeks and catching frogs with my cousins. Or going to tent rivals where a preacher was up on stage sweating and shouting about repentance. This was very different than the way many of my friends back in Cincinnati were growing up. 
The experiences that shaped my life also are some of the ones that set me apart from my friends and classmates. I remember being teased about being a hillbilly by classmates or being laughed at because I wore K-mart shoes. These events were hurtful to me but because of my mom’s words of being tough, my hurt came out as anger. I fought a lot as a child and I can’t help but think that repressed anger was the root of my desire to fight. My mother didn’t discipline me as much for fighting as my father did. Maybe mom had the same anger in her so she understood it. 
Characteristics of the macrosystem that apply to my family are values and beliefs, religious traditions, and gender roles. My father instilled values of honesty, integrity, and love for others in me. He taught me to love God and try to live my life as a Christian should. Our traditions included church in the morning and evenings on Sundays, and evening church on Thursdays. Our entire day on Sunday would be spent at the church eating meals together with other church members and having fellowship. My mother and father took on traditional gender roles. My mother took care of the house and was in the home to raise the children while my father worked and provided income for the family. When it came time for meals my father would pray before we ate and my mother would serve everyone their meals. These gender roles were a challenge for me when I grew older, married, and a had a family of my own. In my marriage both parents worked so some of the gender roles I saw as a child didn’t work for us. I stilled stayed out of the kitchen because I wasn’t a very good cook, but I did have responsibility for some of the household tasks that I had watched my mother perform such as laundry and cleaning the house. As an income provider my ex-wife made it possible for our family to be more financially stable so that reduced my stress. This revision to traditional gender roles may have been influenced by changing times or each of our cultural backgrounds or maybe something else entirely but whatever caused the changes it worked for us.  
