Living in NYC

My name is Angelo Versache.  I emigrated from Italy 2 years ago because of poverty and threats from the mob. So I immigrated to the USA In search of a better life. The boat trip over was very long and boring. Many of my friends got sick from a number of diseases like dysentery. There were lots of us cramped together in the ship. Back in the old country, I was getting death threats every day. Because, well let’s just say we did not get along in one of our buying and selling meetings. I left my wife and two sons in Italy where I send them money every month. I plan to bring them here in one or two years. I am a construction worker in NYC on a new building; the Empire State building.  I have never been so high up in my life. It is nearing completion and I am worried about finding a new job when this one is over. I live in an area called “Little Italy.” It is a bunch of apartments and Italian restaurants and bakeries all close together. Ever since I got here, I’ve had to deal with discrimination; people thinking all Italians are stupid or lazy. Just last week, “greaser” was written on the wall of my apartment building. Even though I have been here two years, I still have trouble with the English language. I am always told to speak better English. The stupid Americans think they are better because they have lived here all their lives. Most of them have forgotten that their parents were just like me when they came over. I am so thankful for native cooking in the neighborhood because American food is so disgusting. In Italy, we were so much better at soccer. Here, no one plays this game except other immigrants. Life is hard in the U.S. but I think I can manage. In any case it’s better than Italy.  

