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It is with sadness that we have all gathered here today to mourn the passing of Antoinette Parisi; beloved mother, grandmother and great-grandmother.

But this sadness that comes with the passing of our loved one enables us to look back at her life and to celebrate that happy times that we all have shared and enjoyed.

Nana’s life was centered around family.  The 5 children she raised produced 11 grandchildren and 9 great-grandchildren.

A visit to her home would show a lifetime of pictures.  Pictures that told of family weddings and anniversary parties, high school and college graduations and life with my grandfather, to whom she was married for over 50 years.

As her oldest grandchild I have fond vivid memories of Sunday dinners at my grandmother’s home in Astoria where my parents, aunts, uncles and those cousins who were born, would gather around a large dinning room table for a homemade feast that would certainly rival any great chef.  All the food Nana prepared for her table was made from scratch.  I can still see her homemade noodles drying on a sheet in her back bedroom.

To say that Nana loved to cook would be an understatement, my wife Mariann would say that food always tasted better at Nana’s house because she prepared everything with love.

I always saw my grandmother as an independent woman.  A trait she passed on to her daughters.  A hard working woman who raised a family of 5 while helping my grandfather in the bakery and at time working in her father’s butcher shop.  She had a penchant for investing in the stock market, a trait she passed on to all her children.

She had a love for playing the horses that she shared with her brother Sal.  The two visiting the track at Saratoga every so often.  She occasionally placed a bet at the OTB where she was known as “Happy Nana.”

A “Happy Nana” she was.  She loved all her grandchildren.  And she loved when we came to visit.  Always offering to cook a meal even though we would ask her not too.  Well as most of you know, Nana would not take no for an answer.  She would always comment – “you have to eat don’t you?”

She loved to have company.  She would tell us stories, stories of her life with my grandfather.  She would say that he was tough with his children but he loved them very much.  She talked about weekend trips and summers in Huntington as her parent’s house.  She spoke much about her father Vincent and in the same breath how handsome he was and how he loved my father very much.

Nana told me about her long honeymoon in Italy and that after 6 months of being there her father sent word to my grandfather that if he didn’t come back soon he was going to shoot him.

Nana shared many stories with my wife and I, too many to mention.  But the common theme was always the same – family.

I never saw my grandmother as an “old woman.”  She never complained about her ailments or maladies.  She could converse about the stock market and nimbly move through her kitchen.  I always had the impression that her life was not easy but nonetheless it was a life she would not have traded.

I feel very fortunate to have my grandmother around as long as I did.  She was a link to my past, to my heritage and to my father’s life growing up.  She was the matriarch of a family, who with my grandfather, an Italian immigrant, achieved much success over their lifetime.

I’m proud to be her husband’s namesake.  It is a constant reminder how a young strong-willed man from Nola, Italy with not much formal education, came to America, courted and married a strong-willed woman and successfully lived the American Dream.

God bless you Nana and may you rest in peace in your new home in Heaven.
