



Italian Mothers
In the world today there are mothers and there are Italian mothers and they are very different species.

Like many of my friends in Birmingham, I was out of the door when I was 16 years old, making my own way in the big wide world. And quite frankly, my Mum was actually pleased to see me go.

She thought I was grown up. That I had become a “man” in other words.

My Mum, obviously, was not Italian.

Meanwhile I have friends well into their 30s who are still living at home with their mums. Those dear ladies are convinced that if their precious boy were to leave, he would starve to death within the week if he had to look after himself.

Those mums, obviously, are Italian.

The moment I left home my Mum rented out my bedroom to a student from the local college. When I went home to see everyone I ended up sleeping on the couch in the living room.

Contrast that with my friend Giuseppe. He left home aged 24. He's now 56. When he goes home to see his Mum he sleeps in his own bedroom in his single bed looking up at posters of Pink Floyd, Sabrina, and The Scorpions on the walls. 

The room is more like a shrine than a bedroom!

So who is right? English mums who can't wait to get the kids out of the house for a bit of peace and quiet, or Italian mums who wait in trepidation for the day their helpless sons leave home to go and live with that gold digging slut from the wrong side of the tracks who can't even make decent Carbonara!

Well maybe English mums do let us go too soon. I wasn't ready for the world when I was 16 and would perhaps have made fewer mistakes if I'd hung on for a year or two before I left the nest.

But on the other hand, I think it's equally dangerous to mollycoddle your child for too long.

Kids need to get out of the house and face the world. They need to see what reality is like and learn from it – and their mistakes – while they can.

Let me tell you what I mean.

A few years ago I got invited to go to America for my cousin's wedding and I thought I'd combine it with a couple of weeks holiday to see the place.

I asked my mate Fabio – who was 32 at the time – if he'd like to come with me.

“Fantastic!” he said. “Where are we going to stay?”

“No idea,” I said. “I was thinking of buying a second-hand car in New York, driving it down the coast and selling it when we get to Florida before we fly back.” I was starting to get excited now. “We can stop anywhere that takes our fancy; maybe a detour here or there or a longer stop if we meet some nice girls... you know!”
I had a huge grin on my face but Fabio was mortified!

“But we have to organise it first!” he said. “I'll have to tell my mother where I will be staying so she can call me if something goes wrong.”

“Is she ill or something?”

“No. But she likes to keep in touch and make sure that I'm ok.”

Needless to say I ended up going to America on my own. I bought a car that kept breaking down in the middle of nowhere; I was mugged in New York; I had one of the craziest nights of my life in Virginia; I met an amazing girl in North Carolina... who stole my car; I was almost arrested in South Carolina; I was shown the greatest of kindness by strangers in Georgia; and I finally made it to Florida. 

It was supposed to take two weeks but in the end it took just under two months and I would not have missed a single second of it for the world. I loved it all!

When I got back I discovered Fabio had become engaged to his cousin. His mother had arranged the match and it had been organised so that once the couple were married they'd move in with Fabio's mother and all live together.

I still see him occasionally. He's almost bald now. He's younger than me but looks much older. His children are noisy don't really give him any respect and his wife – they say – has a younger lover.

And I always think of what might have been had Fabio taken that trip with me to America instead of staying at home so his mother wouldn't worry!


