
My Digital Portrait  
 
Why I’m here today starts with the people who made me. Both of my parents are from Southern 
Italy.. and everyone knows Italians have big, well-connected families…sometimes to their 
benefit.. and sometimes as seen in some particular movies, not so much.. haha..  
 
Community is paramount in Italian culture, especially in Southern-Italian culture, as it is the 
agricultural hub. Families would work together to harvest and maintain crops and so on.. make 
the sauces and the salamis and the olive oil and the wine and the… you get it.. 
 
So both my mom and dad’s families are parts of extensive communities. There are more people 
from my dad’s village here than they’re are in the village. They even have a club…here’s a 
picture of it. 

 
 
 
.. I try to avoid it.. I’ve had to do my 
fair share of nodding and, “uh huh”-
ing.. don’t need anymore cheek 
kisses, and “remember me’s”. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

My mom’s side is extremely close as well. Around the time of my mother’s immigration there 
were several tragedies that impacted the family.. and in effect brought them even closer 
together. Every wedding is a 3-day event.. and cousins from all over North America try to make 
it.. Almost every one of them seems to be some curly-headed eccentric.  
 
I grew up in Oakville… Not the most Italian place.. I’ve kind of always had one foot in suburban 
Canadian culture and the other in Italo-Canadian culture. My first school was in Glen Abbey, a 
nice place, a newer development in Oakville. I was an only child till I was 6.. I was lonely at 
times, had a couple friends on my street.. but didn’t have the smoothest sailing at school. We 
moved to an older part of Oakville when I was 8, I was terrified.. But the kids there ended up 
being so friendly.. One of them even invited me over to his house, on the first day, he’s still one 
of my best friends.  
 
I had a great time at my new school, and I’m still very close with several of the friends I made 
there. My brother, who I always have had a watchful eye over, happened to be in the same 
classes as my friend’s brother, and they’re best friends too. 
 
 



High School was decent…It was pretty cliquey… I found one.. which was more so with 
creatives.  
 
In grades 11 and 12, I started climbing out of my shell, and I focused on the classes I was 
genuinely interested in. It was awesome. I took Art and Comm-tech, Bio and Enviro Studies, I 
even went out on a limb and took Drama. I had several influential teachers in High school.. 
Mostly from the classes I liked… Then high school finished, and I was off to Guelph.. 
 
I had an amazing time in first year.. Met so many people and really grew as a person. My first 
serious relationship started soon after, and that too was amazing.. but things slowly started to 
complicate. Unknowns and needed to knows kept arising… We were in too deep, too early and 
things came to an end.  
 
My pseudo-adult life sort of restarted after that. I had a hard time going through the break up. I 
started “partying” way too much.. It was Thanksgiving and I went out the night before I would 
leave to go home for the long weekend and ended up  getting into a fight at the bar. 
 
The next day I rolled up to my Nona’s dinner table with a nice shiner… She was happy I hit him 
back.. My parents… were seriously concerned. I hemmed myself in a little after that.. I tried to 
focus on my artwork.. and I made some interesting pieces in that time.  



Then it was reading week, friends were in cancun, and dominican. I had decided that I would 
save my money, and try and build some better habits.. then…  
 
I got a Facebook message.. 
 
“road trip”?  
 
I saw it, and didn’t respond… I decided no.. then yes… then noo…. I eventually answered with a 
“yeaaaahh buddy”. It was me, two old friends, and two guys I’d never met. The trip peaked with 
a couple nights in Montreal.. and I met some awesome people. Who eventually ended up 
moving to Toronto, and have been hanging out with since.  It was revitalizing to find some 
kindred spirits.. I took that and vowed to make the most of my last months of undergrad.. 

A picture of my former housemates and I. 
 
So then I graduated, and thought to myself, “watch out world I’m gonna kick your ass”…. It was  
an empowering idea.. but I slowly came to realize.. it was easier said than done.. and.. in a lot of 
instances, it wasn’t my place to do the kicking. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



I worked a bunch of jobs.. trying to find something rewarding, something sustainable, something 
I was good at.. All while reincorporating into the circles I was happy to leave when I left for 
university.. It was tough, but I appreciated the different experiences. I eventually found a good 
paying gig, that still enabled me to work on my artwork. 
 
My mom owned the building she had her office in. The basement was unfinished and unused. I 
set up shop down there. Even built myself a bed, shelving, and scavenged a lazyboy. I spent a 
lot of time in that basement making whatever I could.. Trying to figure out how I would enter the 
art market, and start getting some sizeable notches in my belt. Here are some of the pieces I 
made. 

 
 

 
 
 
 



 
Then this past Christmas, my mom 
received a  phone call.. Her building had 
caught on fire. 
 
Sure enough, we turned on the TV and 
there it was. The fire started in the 
restaurant next door and traveled across 
that roof, on to the roof of my mom’s 
building.  Luckily no one was in it.  
 
The next day we drove into the city, to 
see how bad the damage was. We  
parked, got out and walked towards the 
crowd. There were reporters and fire 
crews. They had only recently stopped 
hosing down 114, my mom’s address. 
My parents began talking to the fire chief 
about the damage. For what ever reason, he wouldn’t let either of them into the building.. only 
me. So I followed him in..  
 
The place was a disaster, black water was spewing out of the light fixtures, there was broken 
glass and ash every where. Alarms were blaring and the odour of burnt.. everything, was so  
strong I would smell it for days. I tried to let the fire chief into the basement, but heat had 
expanded the door shut. We went through another entrance, and walked towards a 2nd stairwell 
to the basement. Every step I took was seemingly worse than the next. The place was 
destroyed, the floorboards upturned, the walls bulging and paint ballooning, ceilings fallen 
through, merchandise and equipment destroyed. We eventually got to the basement.. It was no 
different. I lost most of my materials, and half the artwork I had in there. 
 
 
 



It was a time of emergency for my family. My parents already had so many things on their 
plates, and now my mom had to find another way to run her business. Slowly but surely things, 
started to move.. 
 
I didn’t make anything for a couple months. Work had been spotty too. Luckily my boss referred 
me to another business, and I started working there. It was nice to have a reliable income again. 
The seasons changed and I started painting again..  

I was working and searching for that golden 
ticket. My art expenses were piling up. I felt I 
needed to make some sales. I decided to 
make a piece, that I could look at, and know was high-end. So I set about making a high end 
artwork. I went through several iterations and finally finished it. My mom put it up in her home 
office, and two weeks later, one of her clients wanted to have a meeting with me. 

Here’s the piece hanging in the client’s 
house.  
 
I was ecstatic, I walked into my brother’s 
room, money in hand.. and through it in 
the air.  
 
Selling that piece was amazing, but I 
knew selling artwork was not going to 
present me with a reliable income for 
some time, maybe not ever. I also knew 
that I didn’t want to be moving furniture for 
much longer. 
 



So I decided, I should go back to school. I had always thoroughly enjoyed working with kids in 
the past, was and am definitely interested in working and traveling, and knew I wanted to do 
rewarding work.. So.. I decided I would apply to teacher’s college. Months later I got accepted, a 
few more months passed, and here I am. 


