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[bookmark: _GoBack]I was raised in a traditional nuclear family in a less affluent neighborhood on the west side of Cincinnati. My mother and father married in their early 20’s and stayed married until my father passed away in his 60’s. My brother is 13 years older than I am and we’ve talked about the differences of childhood we each experienced in the family. We’ve also discussed the types of upbringing our parents experience and how that may have affected how they acted as parents.
My father was the 10th youngest child of 13 children and was born in a poor rural area of Kentucky. His father worked as a Coal miner and his mother was a homemaker. As one of the youngest my father grew up in hand-me-down clothes and just followed his older brother around. My father only attended school until 3rd grade and then was removed from school to help his siblings to labor in the fields picking crops. In rural communities this wasn’t uncommon in the 1940s. With so many mouths to feed, a family had to do what was needed to earn a living. When my father was 14 he travelled to Cincinnati with some of his older siblings to find work in the city. The siblings all lived together in a rented room and worked as a greeting card company doing factory work. The siblings kept portions of their pay to live on and sent the rest “back home’ to their mother and father and the remaining family in Kentucky. Eventually my father’s parents moved up to Cincinnati to be close to the children. My father left that greeting card company and took a job with a tool machine company. He finally was able to earn a living and start a small savings from the wages. While hanging out with friends in Over the Rhine in the 1950s he met my mother. 
My mother was the 3rd oldest child of 5 children and was born in Cincinnati. Her parents were married but her father was an abusive alcoholic. Her mother took care of the children and tried to hold the family together. Living in a rental in Over the Rhine my mother’s family were far from affluent. Her father worked as a barber when he wasn’t in the bar or jail. Her father took out his aggression on my mother, her siblings, and her mother. My mother told me that she often watched her mother and father fight verbally and physically. The children were afraid of their father because when he would fly into a rage when he was drinking. My mother attended school until 8th grade and dropped out to go find a job. She found a job in her neighborhood and began financially contributing to the family. When she met my father, a shy soft spoken country boy, they fell in love and got married. 
They rented an apartment near my mother’s parents in Over the Rhine and about a year after getting married, my brother was born. A year or two later my parents had saved enough money for a down payment on a house and moved to a neighborhood on the west side of Cincinnati. My father worked his regular hours and the worked as much overtime as he could to support his young family. My mother was left home alone a lot while my father worked but she occupied her time raising my brother. My mother finally had a stable family environment that she lacked as a child so my brother and father were her whole world. 
My brother told me that he was fiercely protected by my mother as a child. She worried about everything and exerted suffocating control over him. In the late sixties and early seventies kids in the neighborhood would play together yet, my brother was never allowed to go play. Instead he was confined to the fenced-in yard of his childhood home because our mother wanted it that way. My brother attended school and that was his greatest opportunity at socializing with other kids. He told me his childhood was full of family game nights and camping trips when our father was not at work. My brother explained his childhood was very fulfilling despite my mother’s authoritarian parenting style.
At the age of 12 my brother learned from my parents that he was going to be a big brother and then I was born. When I was an infant my mother had complications from childbirth and had to stay in the hospital for an extended time to recover. That left my brother and father to take care of me. Fortunately the next door neighbor was also a mother and often assisted watching me if my father or brother wasn’t able to do so. My mother was released from the hospital several months after I was born but she had endured physical trauma during childbirth that made her incontinent. This medical condition led to a less active lifestyle and she wasn’t able to do the things she had enjoyed doing before I was born. Some of my earliest memories of my mother are of how she would cycle between nervous and angry. I don’t recall if there was a loving and doting bond between her and I but I do remember her authoritarian style. 
My father was tired of working so many hours and as a man in his mid-thirties with a newborn he wanted a change. My father was an involved parent but in opposition to my mother’s parenting style he was more of a permissive parent. He decided to start his own window repair business and found a house with detached garages that would allow him to fulfill that dream. The house was a large two family not too far from where we lived previously but it was in a lower income neighborhood. The new neighborhood had no sidewalks and was bordered by a gas station on one side and a low income apartment complex on the other. My brother was about 17 when we moved into the new house and was working with my dad in the window business while attending high school. My brother began dating a girl that lived in the apartment buildings and then got the news that her family was moving. My brother wanted to go say goodbye to the girl but my father told him he needed to work instead. My brother made the decision that he no longer wanted to do exactly as my mother told him to do and snuck off to see the girl. Then we didn’t hear from him or see him again for two years. 
I was a young child when my brother ran away but I remember some of the commotion that it caused in our family. My mother blamed my father for her son running away and that caused tension. Emotions of anger and worry are things I remember seeing from my parents. Eventually my mother’s anger turned into despair and she changed. The previously stern authoritarian mother I had was detached and distant. I remember this time because my father spent more time with me. He was kind, loving, and soft spoken whereas my mother just seemed far away emotionally. 
My mother’s brother and his family moved into a house next door to us and suddenly I had cousins to play with every day. My aunt was a warm loving mother that began raising me along with my cousins.  Her parenting style was authoritative and it helped me to learn boundaries, feel loved, and learn consequences. I spent more time with my aunt and cousin growing up than I did with my own family. That family structure is something I needed and came along just when I needed it. I grew distant from my mother yet maintained a close bond with my father. In time my brother contacted my mother and father and informed them he was married and expecting his first child. That child, a daughter, became the most important person in my mother’s world. My mother was very protective of my brother’s daughter and I felt pushed aside. My mother still tried to be authoritarian toward me but my feelings of hurt, anger, and being discarded prevented me from fearing her. I grew into my own person and didn’t realize until many years later that the childhood hurts I felt kept me seeking my mother’s approval even as an adult. 
My father passed away in my early 20s while I was stationed away from Cincinnati. By this time I was already married and forging my own way in life. It was devastating to lose my father because he was the parent that loved me always. I remember talking to my brother about the loss and he felt it as well. With my mother as a widow in her 60s I decided to move back to Cincinnati and take care of her. Despite our past we were able to rebuild or relationship. I was blessed to have 20 more years with my mother after my father passed away. She was there to be a loving grandmother to my own children and because my best friend as I grew older and wiser. I held her hand as she took her last breath when she passed away. That loss hit me deeper than any loss before or since. No amount of time lost or painful experiences needs to prevent a child from loving their parent. I’m fortunate that time was on our side as she and I repaired damages that life caused us both. 
