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“This land grounded her, gave her a sense of identity, of belonging, like an 
adoptee who had located her birth parents (23) In these telling words, Joanna, 
Marisa Labozzetta’s first heroine, describes her attachment to Italy her paternal 
homeland. Looking for a remedy for her crumbling marriage, she visits Europe in 
need of consolation for her young daughter Jill’s unexpected death more than three 
years before. In what can be characterized as the most touching of the 
interconnected stories, Labozzetta dives into the unfathomable depths of loss in 
which a mother finds herself, as well as the unexpected relief to find a young Italian 
girl who she feels is the reincarnation of her deceased child. This should by no 
means do injustice to the other tales told. Written by one of the most talented 
contemporary female Italian-American authors, Thieves Never Steal in the Rain 
moves between the East Coast and Europe, following the fascinating comings and 
goings of the restless Ficola women, five second-generation Italian-American 
cousins of a closely-knit extended family. Rosemary, a renowned “agony aunt” 
collapses when her husband leaves her for another woman and finds comfort and 
friendship in the face of a complete stranger. The childless Nancy decides to adopt a 
deaf boy abandoned by his father on a train in Europe and donates her kidney to 
save her dying husband. Barbara loses all her possessions overnight, as well as her 
marriage, when the miserable ghost inhabiting her historical home starts a blaze to 
punish her for her happiness. The overweight Angie undergoes a dangerous surgery 
to start anew as a young bride and mother, gaining her self-confidence. The awarded 
Labozzetta skillfully places strong-willed ethnic women at the center of her stories 
with their lives troubled by a range of issues that haunt contemporary women: the 
tragic loss of a child, the heartache of a failing marriage, the longing for motherhood, 
the beauty of sacrifice for love, the need to take the reins of one’s life at all costs. 
Wonderfully linked together, these female aches are ultimately confronted by the 
catalyst of death when Joanna’s father Marco dies after struggling against cancer. 

Even though this is not overtly a book about ethnic identity, it is magically all 
about it. The most important themes of italianamericanità, la famiglia sopra tutto, la 
bella figura, the possible dangers of intermarriage, the Catholic tenets of absolute 
offer and the condemnation of sheer materialism, superstitions, and local color are 
all there. Behind the thoughts and actions of Labozzetta’s heroines, they lurk and 
seep through their experience, influencing them, pointing toward the invincible 
aspects of an undying culture, a feat Labozzetta accomplishes deftly and effortlessly. 
Thus, the Ficola heroines sustain themselves in the whirlwind of troubles assisted 
by cousins’ love and support, one for all and all for one, as in the case of Rosemary’s 
breakdown after the dissolution of her marriage: “Rosemary cousins banded 
together to take control of her life before life itself overcame their dear older cousin” 
(127). They learn again what is truly important in life when Barbara loses all the 
treasured objects she had carefully amassed for years: “She was shocked by her shift 
of emotions and by the realization that in fact nothing horrific had befallen them. 



Rather, something very good had occurred. They had survived. Something powerful 
and catastrophic had taken place, yet they had been spared.” (91). 

The Ficola women realize the strengths and weaknesses of their upbringings 
and those of the men in their lives when Rosemary’s husband leaves her for a much 
younger woman and a new family: “Romemary Ficola Jasinsky, this is your life, and it 
as just been erased, a man said. You didn’t want to marry an Italian? You didn’t want a 
mama’s boy? Her mother chimed in. Well mama’s boys stick around home. Then do 
over!” (47). They are confronted with a web of secrets as in the case of Joanna and 
her dying father. His insinuated affair with another man and a foreigner in Italy is 
crack-on the perfect stereotype of the macho Italian-American patriarch. Marco’s 
confession to his daughter reveals Labozzetta’s critical eye on what we choose to 
believe about sexuality and gender roles behind silences and pauses. In Marco 
Ficola’s –phrasing to his daughter, “Some things are better left alone. They aren’t 
meant to be built on. They are what they are. Hai capito?” (160). And yet we all 
understand. Like the grieving Joanna at her father’s funeral, we too come to accept 
that what is essential is the love we feel for the departed, a feeling so intense that 
remains intact, undying and intense, ready to find its expression and continuation in 
the face of a total stranger in the middle of nowhere. Ultimately, Labozzetta’s book, 
Thieves Never Steal in the Rain, easily steals our hearts and thoughts, leaving us with 
a craving: to be showered with more of her stories soon. 
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