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Eulogy for Mario Monti 
April 16, 1917 – March 14, 2016 

Delivered by his daughter, Jan Monti             March 19, 2016                  St. Ignatius Catholic Church 

I could have no greater honor than to speak to you about a man I have known since the day I was 

born.  He liked to say how when mother was in the hospital and he was waiting for me to arrive that I 

was in no hurry to arrive. He kept going back to Grandma’s where we lived at the time and she kept 

sending him back to the hospital - so he slept in the car.  That was one of the few times in his life he 

didn’t know what to do.   At least that is how it looked to us.  He was confident, tall, strong and old 

school - that meant we did as we were taught - he taught us well.  He always knew just what to do 

and brought purpose and determination to everything he did and everyone he touched.  He relished 

life.  He appreciated its beauty and its bounty and its possibilities – he was immensely grateful for 

every kindness shown to him.  And there were many.  In this tribute to Dad, I want to share with you 

some stories of the joy he brought to life and to all of us - his family and friends. 

As you all know, Dad was raised in Italy.  He moved there with his parents at the age of three after his 

Dad, Romano, decided he wanted to go back.  Many of Dad’s stories came from that time, stories of 

strict rules and character forming life lessons.  He was the third of 6 children to parents who had a 

hard life but Dad learned joy from a mother he adored.    Years later when Mussolini began to rattle 

his saber, Dad was able to get himself to Genoa and onto the Italian flagship the SS Rex to come to the 

United States of America.  He worked in the logging camp in Vernonia with other immigrants - played 

his accordion and made friends. He met our loving mother, Josephine, when she was there with her 

mother and father who were also Italian immigrants.  Those times forged bonds of hard work, family 

and friendship that remained with him all his life.  

A few years ago, on his 94th birthday, my husband Jim and I prepared and presented Dad with a book 

that we had completed about his life.  We called it “Music and Mario”.  It is a collection of stories he 

told us over the years and is filled with his wisdom, humor, hopes, some sadness and many lessons 

from his growing up in Italy and early years in Portland.  It was a thing of pride for him that the 

essence of his life had been written down - he was very honored to show it to his friends and guests in 

his later years. 

Over the last few days and weeks, the phone calls have been coming in from his family in Emilia 

Romagna, Italy.  Dad’s youngest sister Natalina, his nieces and nephews and his brother Remo have 

shared in our loss and in the comfort of his memory.  He was a rock star to them.  He started his life in 

America, went to Italy, returned to America to make his way in the world and then returned to Italy 

with his wife and later with his children as a successful man.  They marveled at him and were so proud 

- they are watching today as we honor their and our Mario. Saluti a tutti! 

Dad never met a stranger.  People responded to him like none other.  He radiated warmth, 

connectedness, interest, humor and heart.  He drew people to him and there was always a circle that 

formed closely around him wherever he went.  His laughter was personal, his interest in others and 
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their lives sincere and caring.   People felt richer for having been in his presence.  He responded to 

their kindness and returned it multiplied. 

 Dad reaped what he sowed.  And it was always a rich harvest that he loved to share.  There are Mario 

fig trees and grape vines from coast to coast.  There are dried boletus mushrooms in cupboards and 

grappa in basements and honey in jars with his personalized label – “Mario’s Honey, From the Heart 

of the Clackamas, Made by Happy Bees”.  The clams at the Oregon Coast knew when Mario was 

coming as he stomped on the sand and pounded his stick looking for their telltale dimple in the sand.  

And the ducks knew too as he waited in the predawn hours for their arrival at his duck club blind at 

Sauvie's Island.  And the elk knew too.  Especially the one he wrestled from the river gorge in the Blue 

Mountains of Eastern Oregon.    

Dad’s beloved “lot” on the Clackamas River was the place he could go and get lost in nature and grow 

edibles for his family.  Kiwi trees – who has kiwi trees in the dampness of our area?  But he did and 

they produced for him.  And there were figs, and raspberries and blueberries protected by homemade 

fencing from the deer who loved them too.  

Dad brought joy to children.  They adopted him – some as Grandpa, some as Uncle Mario and some as 

Super Mario.  They were drawn to him like the Pied Piper with his smiles, his stories and his laughter 

and his encouragement.  He listened attentively to them and held them close.  They knew he 

supported them and they drew strength from him. We like to think it was God’s Grace in him that 

attracted them. 

And Dad brought joy to his beloved wife - Josephine.  Together they traveled the world with several 

trips to his native Italy - once with us, his entire family - in tow to celebrate their 60th anniversary in 

the village of Cervarolo where he was raised.  They spent 71 ¾ years together as a married couple and 

four additional years prior courting via mail from his post in Panama during WWII.  The love letters 

were many, but among the most cherished is the one he sent Mom on a coconut.  We still have the 

coconut.   

Dad expressed his joy through music.  He played the accordion until his early 90’s.  He called it his 

“friend”.  When we used to phone and ask for him, Mom would say “he’s downstairs with his Friend” 

and we would hear strains of Lady of Spain or Bella Notte and know all was well.  He loved playing 

with his brother Remo in Italy and the celebrations of those food and wine and music and dance filled 

love fests were legendary in our family. 

Mom and Dad loved to dance.  He could really cut a rug and he and Mom moved as one with steps 

that needed no direction.  They loved dancing to Big Band music of the ‘40’s and when they did, it 

brought smiles and admiration all around. 

Dad was a gentleman.  He credited his sister Gelsi with teaching him good manners and she taught 

him well.  He paid attention to how people treated one another and showed us respect for the elders 

in our family through his example and instruction.  He liked to dress well and look sharp with shoes 
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freshly shined and a handkerchief in his pocket.  He was a very handsome man and we delighted in 

buying him clothes and helping him look his best. 

Dad was an excellent salesman.  He won every trip offered for meeting the highest sales quotas in his 

company, Fowler Distributing. And he helped his customers to win too.  They bought everything he 

had to sell.  He had good products, appliances, TV’s, stereos and they liked doing business with him.  

His territory was from Portland to Eugene and sometimes Medford and over to the coast.  One time 

he called on a new store owner who was very rude to Dad.  It really bothered Dad as he was being his 

friendly self and the man was not interested in anything he had to say or sell.  While he was there, a 

customer came in and the owner acted very kindly to him.  The customer was looking to buy a scythe 

to cut grass.  The owner took one off the shelf and brought it outside to demonstrate.   He began 

swinging it around and missed more than he cut.  Dad had followed him out and was watching him.  

He said, “Give that to me” and he began to swing and cut the grass in long sweeping strokes.  The 

owner watched Dad and said to him “let me see your hands”.  Dad showed him his hands.  The owner 

took one look and said “you haven’t always been a salesman have you?  You’ve done real work.”   He 

became one of Dad’s best customers.  One of those customers is here today, Bob Sticka from Salem 

Oregon, one of Dad’s dearest friends. 

Dad experienced joy in good food.  And for over 65 years, Mom prepared all his favorites.  It was 

simple fare, gnocchi, polenta, milk soup, and minestrone with good bread.  And for many years there 

was his homemade wine.  He loved her dinners, especially when he could honor his family and guests 

with his customary toast, “saluti per tutti”.  Sometimes there were lots of saluti per tuttis in one meal 

– whenever he felt moved to refocus us back together as one.   

Dad brought joy in using his hands.  He had big and strong yet gentle hands and to the very end of his 

life he held our hands tightly in his.   His hands were his tools to create things.  He loved wood working 

and examined any piece of wood carefully for its hidden potential.  He made decoys and Pinocchio’s 

and Gepettos.  And simple little wooden toys for his grandchildren.  He could fix anything and nothing 

went to waste.  He found joy in repurposing before repurposing was in vogue and we cherish some of 

his handiwork even now.  His hands were also his tools to greet and embrace others.  He always 

touched people to communicate his warmth and sincerity and connectedness to them. A touch on a 

shoulder, an arm, a face, a hand.  He showed his connectedness with his touch - being touched by 

Mario brought people joy. 

Dad experienced and shared joy through singing.  In his later years, he would break into song 

whenever the mood struck – usually in the car or from his chair.  Songs of his youth sung in Italian 

were his favorites.  Quando Ero Piccolino was one, and a little story about a mouse scrambling up the 

wall and falling down.  He would get such a twinkle in his eyes as he knew we knew where it was 

going and how it would end.  But it was his story and never failed to bring smiles and laughter all 

around. 

Dad loved life.  He loved the simple things.  He and Mom had a great time.  And he loved us. 
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Dad shared wisdom and his wisdom, even though we sometimes resisted it as children, was almost 

always spot on.  As children and even adults when we were self conscious about anything he would 

say, “The most important thing you can wear is the smile on your face”.   And of course he was right.  

He offered and I sought his wisdom to the very end of his life.  We were connected at a very deep and 

profound level.  He respected me and I honored him as his daughter - for that I am forever grateful. 

Dad was supported throughout his life by his Catholic Faith.  He had a strong Gratitude and Faith in 

God - Sunday Mass was a given and so were the sacraments.  This Faith brought him comfort and 

peace.  He gave back to the Church in his long standing role as the sauce maker at the St. Ignatius 

Italian Dinner, a tradition passed down to him from his Great Aunt, Lena Farioli - who helped start the 

dinner in the 1930’s.  He loved to usher and count the collection afterwards with his Great Uncle 

George Farioli and later his son, John. 

He was also so grateful for the past few years for the best medical care he could possibly receive from 

VA provided nurses and doctors who attended to him at Courtyard Plaza and at the VA hospital.  

Some of these nurse angels are here today.  Dad loved going to the VA Hospital.  He looked forward to 

visits with Dr. Goodlin. We loved to take him so we could witness and enjoy him enjoying the 

attention he received.  The nursing assistants always begin an appointment by asking Veterans 

questions to determine their mental health, things like “do you enjoy life”? And “do you feel like life is 

worth living”?  Dad would get a smile on his face and respond with enthusiastic “yes’s” to all their 

questions - we would just smile.   

Over the last few weeks, Dad was hospitalized at the VA where he continued to enjoy the attention of 

a medical team that treated him with the best possible care.  Sometimes when we would go to see 

him in his earlier stays, the nurses would wheel him in a lounge chair to their station to play cards – he 

would tell them stories.  They got to know him and competed for shifts so they could care for him.  

They brought him funny hats to wear and delighted in his company.  They made his final days 

comfortable and personal by doing everything they could to make him and us feel held and 

supported.   

At the end, Dad saw the pathway to Heaven in front of him.  He knew it was his time - he reached out 

and seemed to embrace his Lord with his arms - saying ‘Dio Mio’ and made the Sign of the Cross.   

When I was anxious about having clergy with him as he passed, Father Craig told me not to worry.  He 

said “Mario is going to go to Heaven so fast there will be contrails in the sky”.  Dad is with Jesus now - 

in Heaven.  And we have an angel on our shoulder named Mario - who will guide us with a loving and 

firm hand whenever and wherever we need him - and help us notice and appreciate the simple things 

of life. 

Thank you Dear God for this blessing you sent us who was our Dad and friend - Mario – we loved him 

and he loved us beyond measure - we are so very grateful.      May he rest in peace - and remain in our 

hearts and memories forever.     Amen 


