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TUNING IN	


I remember the day like it was yesterday. I was 12 years old and 
driving in the car with my mother. I’m sure it was cold outside 
because Rochester, NY only has two seasons: Winter and 
Construction. My mother would often sing in the car, but very 
faintly. She had a decent voice, but would never sing very loudly. 
A popular song at the time called “The Living Years” by Mike & 
The Mechanics came on the radio. My mother immediately 
grabbed hold of the knob on the stereo and turned it up. “Listen to 
this and pay attention to the lyrics,” she said. I sat quietly in the 
car and listened to the song. After the song finished, she lowered 
the volume and asked if I understood what it meant. I replied 
“yes,” but she explained it anyway. (It’s a Sign, Stupid!)	


To paraphrase, the song — in a nutshell — is about letting go of 
gripes and grievances we may have with our parents. We may not 
always agree with them or see things from their perspective, but 
life is too short to let those barriers get in the way. What I 
particularly like about the song is that it encourages us to actually 
have open dialogue with our parents to talk about the tough stuff. 
At least in doing so,	


there’s a chance to come to an understanding and reconciliation.	


What confused me at the time was my mother’s insistence on my 
listening to the song. I didn’t know her father, my grandfather, very 
well. The reason being - he was ill and had suffered a stroke. He 
was in his 80’s when he passed away. Growing up, we would 
make a trek to the VA Hospital each weekend to visit him. On 
Thanksgiving and Christmas, we would pick him up and bring him 
to the house to spend with family. But my grandfather’s stroke 
affected his speech and overall cognizance. He was impossible to 
understand. It was heartbreaking to watch at times. I remember 
being afraid or uncomfortable when I’d walk into his hospital 
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room. It was not an easy process. “Hi Grandpa Joe,” I would say 
with no real response back. He was looking at me, but there was 
no connection it seemed. This was tough for a young child to 
understand.	


The only one who could truly understand him was my mother. She 
adored him. Years after he passed away, while I was in my 
sophomore year of college, I was taking a woman’s studies class. 
Our big project was to interview a woman who was significant to 
us. I chose my mother. What I had learned is that my 
Grandparents were extremely strict with my mother and her sister 
(my aunt) while they were growing up. If my mother got out of line, 
she would be punished. I imagine she was told “No” a lot because 
she was not so easily swayed or convinced when my brother and 
I wanted to do practically anything. Getting a “yes” out of her took 
an act of God. When she was teetering between a yes and a no, 
she deferred to my father for a final ruling. “What did you mother 
say?” was his usual response. As you could imagine, my brother 
and I had to have a lot of strategic meetings to determine a game 
plan and the best parent to approach initially for permission 
granting purposes. It was a headache.	


I remember one summer; it took weeks of convincing to get her to 
let us sleep outside in the backyard tree house with some friends 
overnight. “So help you God if you leave the yard while you’re out 
there,” she said. And, of course, we left the yard. And, of course, 
we were caught. It was all my brother’s fault - naturally. I was an 
angel. Our punishment: grounded the entire summer. We couldn’t 
leave the front yard and no friends were allowed over to play. I’m 
not even kidding. About mid-way through the grounding I just 
assumed my mother would let up and allow us freedom again. 
Nope! When she said the entire summer, she meant the entire 
summer. Even when pointing out the friends who were also 
grounded for leaving our yard that night had served their sentence 
and could roam freely, she didn’t care. From that point on, my 
brother and I learned to reserve our summer troublemaking for 



the month of August. School started in September and provided a 
nice change of scenery from being grounded to the confines of 
the front yard.	


Whenever I’d hear “The Living Years,” a song I grew quite fond of, 
I would always think back to that car ride with my mother. I 
wouldn’t hear the song very often. In some cases years would 
pass before it would resurface. After my mother passed away, my 
father and I got closer than we’d ever been in the past. My brother 
was more aligned with my father while growing up. I was more 
aligned with my mother. My sister is a blend of both parents, as I 
see it.	


In September of 2013, I marked my seventh year in Las Vegas. I 
was also having one of those months where looking at me the 
wrong way would possibly result in death rays shooting from my 
eyes. Yes, even on a spiritual journey, you have bad days, weeks 
or even a month. But, on the spiritual journey you tend to be more 
conscious of the bad days. They don’t pass without some 
dissection to figure out why they occurred and the lesson to be 
learned. I was driving on the highway (and we all know how much 
I hate traffic) when my father called. Hands free, of course, I	


answered and we got to talking. It was one of those conversations 
where you find yourself getting more and more aggravated as it 
continues. In my seven years in Vegas, only my brother had come 
to visit. I’d only seen my father three times in those seven years 
— all of which were in Rochester, NY upon returning home for 
various functions. Once again, I’m the middle-child. Ignored. 
When I told my father that I had been contemplating moving to LA 
to break into screenwriting, his exact words were “Yuck, LA?” I got 
pissed. “I can’t believe he can’t just be supportive and happy that I 
want to try my hand at screenwriting,” I said to myself. I had 
already proven that I was successful, responsible. Why the 
“Yuck?” He eventually passed the phone over to my step-mother 
so I could say hello but it was too late. I was in warrior mode. All I 
remember saying is “I’m annoyed and aggravated at you two and 



I’m hanging up.” And I did. For the next five minutes, I’m sure I 
looked like a lunatic to other drivers watching me yell out loud with 
no one else in the car. For the next two weeks, my father and I 
didn’t chat. He knew I was mad. Generally, he lets me cool off 
knowing that trying to talk to me to soon won’t get either of us 
anywhere.	


A week or so later, I was asked to be part of a panel for a TV 
show that a friend was putting together. The other person on the 
panel was a man named Frankie Scinta. If the name sounds 
familiar, it is the same Frankie Scinta who hails from Buffalo, NY 
and who has a show called “The Scinta’s” in Las Vegas. If you 
come from any family, you will appreciate this show. If you come 
from an Italian family, you will feel like you’re sitting at the dining 
room table at your house. It’s genius. It’s a musical show with a 
lot of impersonations, comedy and “play” fighting between two 
brothers. I hadn’t met Frankie Scinta until we showed up for the 
panel. I hadn’t even seen his show. As I was walking across the 
parking lot into the studio where the show was being taped, a 
man with curly black hair almost ran me over. Then he started 
laughing. As I walked up to the car window — all set	


to rip him a new one — I realized it was Frankie. I laughed. It was 
funny. Plus, he’s a “paisano” and just has a likable aura. You can’t 
be mad at this guy even if you tried.	


When the taping was done, we exchanged numbers. He told me 
to give him a call when I wanted to come see his show. That next 
weekend, I asked him to see if I could get three tickets. I had two 
friends in town and thought this would be perfect. Plus, the show 
hadn’t received one bad review. As we took our seats in the 
theater — right in the front row — Frankie acknowledged me and 
my friends. He then had the entire theater laughing at his antics 
for the next hour and a half. At the very end, as Frankie was 
thanking everyone for coming, the band started playing the first 
few notes of the last song in the show. I was paralyzed in my seat 
with my jaw dropped. Then my eyes welled up with tears. It was 



“The Living Years,” by Mike & The Mechanics. My mother sure 
knows how to knock some sense into me even in the afterlife. The 
next day I called my Dad. We had a nice long talk and cleared the 
air.	


And, if you still think this all might just add up to coincidence — 
here’s further proof otherwise. My father, who is now retired, was 
mechanic for more than 30 years. My mother was suggesting that 
I — “Mike” — need to be the mechanic in this situation and fix the 
issues with my father.	
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