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Traditional Italian 

 

Note from Tino: There are a lot of New York Italians who use broken-

up, Americanized phrases in Italian, but this isn’t it. This section is 

traditional Italian. I need to clarify it, because my mother was serious 

about the way Italian should be spoken. She was old country, so I guess, 

in a way, me and my brothers are old country too. Not good or bad, just 

the way it is. (Yeah, let them think that. We all know this makes us sexy 

as hell. The rest of those guidos are just posers. Old country. The real deal. 

In my family, if we do something, we own it. Bet you didn’t know that, 

but stick around; you’ll find out real fast.) 

Apri questa porta del cazzo, Valentino—Open this fucking door, 

Valentino. (Note: both my brothers have this annoying habit. 

When they’re irritated with me, they switch to Italian and use my 

full name in the same way my mother used to. It pisses me off. So 

I do the same thing to them. It particularly irritates Nova, which is 

reason enough to do it often. Romeo must find it entertaining too, 

’cause he does it to Nova all the fucking time, but it’s good for him.) 

Bambini—Babies, as in more than one. (Not for nothing, but my 

brother makes the cutest bambini. Sad, him and Jules can’t have 

any more. My nephews could make a million bucks modeling. It’s 

genetic. We don’t make ugly babies.) 

Bambino—Baby. 

Cazzo—Fuck. 



Chiudi la tua fottuta bocca, Valentino—Shut your fucking mouth, 

Valentino. (See what I’m saying? This whole fucking dictionary is 

just gonna be me and my brothers bitching each other out in 

Italian.) 

Ciao—Hello. 

È morto—It’s dead. 

È la morfina. Lei non ci sta con la testa—It’s the morphine. She 

doesn’t have a clear mind. In other words, I was telling Nova that 

Jules was high as fuck and not to take it personally. Hey, no 

judgment. I spent a good chunk of my life high, and I don’t have 

two perfect, handsome bambini to show for it. I got nothing but 

love for Jules. She’s my favorite sister-in-law. (And likely the only 

one I’m gonna get, unless Carina switches teams and starts going 

for girls. Nova sure as hell isn’t getting married.) 

Figlio di puttana—Son of a bitch. 

I miei bambini—My babies. (Yeah, pretty much. I’d take a 

thousand bullets for those two.) 

Macchiato—Caffé macchiato literally translates into spotted or 

stained coffee. It’s espresso with a spot of milk. The highline 

coffeehouses in New York will often serve them with designs 

swirled into the foamed milk. Sounds like a cappuccino, but it’s 

not. Look, I understand it’s all very confusing, but think of it like 

this. Macchiato is a two-layered drink, with just espresso and 

foamed milk. Cappuccino and lattes are three-layered drinks, with 

foamed milk, steamed milk, and espresso. Lattes have more 



steamed milk. Cappuccinos have more foamed milk, so in the 

caffeine food chain it goes, macchiato, cappuccino, lattes, with 

progressively more milk and less coffee as we go down. Still don’t 

understand? It’s okay. Like most things in my world, it’s complex. 

(Note: it tastes a little different from the café con leches in Miami, 

but the café con leche was actually really fucking good. I drank 

them for a full week, and I missed them afterward. So I’m going to 

have to give them the Tino Moretti seal of approval.) 

Merda—Shit. (Note: yes, I know. It sounds a lot like mierda, 

which is shit in Spanish. I grew up in East Harlem. Often called 

Spanish Harlem, though it was Italian Harlem first. There are 

pockets of Italian holdouts who still live there, but I heard enough 

Puerto Rican Spanish as a kid to understand most of it. I’m just not 

gonna speak it, ’cause I have an ethical issue with butchering a 

language. Like I said before, if you’re gonna do something, do it 

well or don’t do it at all.) 

Morfina—Morphine. 

Nonno—Grandfather. Not to be confused with godfather, 

unless you’re lucky enough to be me. Then they’re one and the 

same. 

Sei uno stronzo—You’re an asshole. 

Tu sei morto per me—You’re dead to me. 

Vaffanculo—Fuck off. (Usually said while flipping your hand 

under your chin and then giving them the middle finger. A lot of 

Italian has accompanying hand gestures. I know people make jokes 



about Italians talking with their hands, but there is some of it that 

has actual meaning.) 

Un enorme fottuto stronzo—A huge fucking asshole. 

Vai a morire ammazzato—Go and die murdered. I guess, 

technically, it translates to go and die killed. Essentially, it means 

don’t just go and die. Go and die violently, at the hands of another, 

shamed and suffering before death. What can I say? All the great 

artists were Italian because we’re creative people…in all things. 

(Note: I don’t even remember saying this to Nova, and he was 

probably really pissed off about it. This is not a nice insult. 

Especially in our family, when dying murdered is a very real 

possibility. I should probably apologize to him for this one.) 

Vai via, stronzo—Go away, asshole. (Note: in case you haven’t 

noticed, stronzo means asshole, and I use it frequently when talking 

to my brothers. Don’t feel too bad about it. They’ve said it to me a 

few times too.) 

Zio—Uncle. (Zu can also be used, but zu is sometimes used 

with respect toward senior members of a mafia organization. No, 

we’re not gonna let our nephews call us Zu.) 
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