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  Pietro Molino Eulogy 

                                                           by Davide Molino 

 

What a task it was to write these words….   

I thought, “Where to start?” Should it be short and sweet?  Or should it be long because 
he’s done so much?  I didn’t want to leave anything out….  What a daunting task! 

Then I thought, “How would Pa handle this?”  So I sat back to take a breath, relaxed, and 
it came to me.  [This is where I was supposed to light the ‘cigarette’] 

I could have chosen to speak of how my father directly influenced my life; how he 
understood me through my crazy, young-adult years, and let me find myself; how he was 
able to open so many doors for my sister and me. Or I could have spoken about his 
career, his friends, his wisdom, his association.   

I threw that all aside.   

I decided to dispel - to erase - two myths about my dad.  I want to give you two things 
we’ve all gotten wrong for too long…. 

Throughout my life, the question “How are you, Davide?” was often followed by “How’s 
your dad doing? I heard he was sick, he has a bad heart, eh?”, “How’s his heart?”, “Oh, 
his poor heart”.  Heart, heart, heart…  

And it’s true: I’ve never known Dad to be healthy. 

When I was a boy, a common schoolyard taunt was, “My dad can beat up your dad”….  

That was one debate I never got into.  “You guys can have that one.  My father is beating 
no one up”.  I thought, “Too bad we weren’t comparing our fathers’ Ping-Pong skills or 
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Frisbee tosses, pool shots, or even Bocce throws.”  I couldn’t wait for someone to say, 
“My dad could beat your dad in Ping-Pong.”  And I was ready: “Don’t think so, my friend.  

Dad has one wicked backhand smash.” 

And so, my answer to the heart question was always, “Yes, he’s got a bad heart.” 

In recent years, as he defied the odds time and time again, I gave my answer more 
thought.   

My dad’s heart was damaged at a young age after he caught Rheumatic fever in boarding 
school.  His heart was born healthy, but it was challenged early.  The fever directly 
caused valve damage, but I also remember my dad having hernia operations, a nose 
surgery, gum issues… the list was pretty long.   

Yet, his heart kept ticking, and ticking.  

“Take this: bang!”  “Nope, I’m up, I got things to do.  Get out of my way”.   

In the end, I would like everyone to know that his heart was last to let go.   

When he wasn’t using of his heart himself, he gave to us.  My dad was generous with us 
all. He gave in many different ways, but more often than not, it was his time, his ear, his 
advice, or his calm that he offered. 

He said to me once, “I can’t help my friends move, or landscape, or even ‘stomp grapes’.  
This is the way I help: I give my time, I share, I lend advice, I help defuse.  This is how I 
contribute”. 

Do you know of another heart like that?  Yeah, me neither. 

So, to answer the question one last time - properly - and I ask you to answer the same 
way from this day forward: Pietro Molino had a strong heart, a large heart, a heart to be 
admired. 

Myth number two is a misconception I’ve heard too often this week. Too frequently I 
heard, “He suffered his whole life; he was tired; poor Pietro”.  Yes, it was a tough couple 
of weeks. But it seems - all of a sudden, as of Monday - my dad has had a hard life 
throughout.   
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My dad never saw it that way.  If you asked him, he wouldn’t say he had a difficult life.  
He would say he had a life.   

We all have hard lives; no path is linear.  My dad never singled himself out, or ever even 
uttered the word “suffering”.  That’s your word.  His path was no different than many of 
our paths.  No pity is needed here. 

Forgive me for using a bad analogy, but my dad didn’t simply play the cards he was dealt, 
as I also heard often this week.  He studied the game, learned how to play, and WON 
with the cards he was dealt.  We all have hurdles, and we often let them get in our way, 
we often want to quit playing from the first hand.  My dad learned how to win with 
lesser cards than his opponents.  Learn from that.   

Now, no more talk of his suffering. No more.  We speak only of his tenacity, his 
perseverance, his drive, and his teachings. 

 

I would be remiss if I stood here honouring my dad without speaking of my mom….   

My mom is a true matriarch, wanting to feed and take care of us all, often taking food 
from her own mouth to feed us.  She was a loyal partner of 50 years to my dad.   

While he was being a mentor to us all, he consulted and entrusted her with his fears, his 
dreams, and his tough choices.  Without my mom by his side, my dad would not have 
accomplished all that he had. 

My mom has also given me the true word(s) of the week: Thank You. 

With each tearful hug, my mom has uttered the words ‘thank you’ to all of us.  She 
thanked us for the unique happiness we each brought to her husband’s life.  I thought, 
“What a beautiful way to honour those who have come to visit us these past few days.”  
My family and I echo my mom’s sentiments: thank you. 

I ask you to now take a moment to reflect on cherished memories you have with my dad 
and thank him for all he has given you. 

I love you, Ma. 
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Second-most in my thoughts these past weeks has been my Zio Tito…. 

  I thought often of the unique impact my dad’s passing has had on him.  There is no one 
with us today who has known my dad longer or at his most innocent. 

A humble family of 5 came here to Canada in the late 1950s. Not knowing what the 
future held, without knowing the language, with faith simply in themselves, they took a 
scary leap together.  They knew they had to lean and depend on each other to succeed.  
And succeed they did. 

That family of 5 has spawned 11 more Molinos to date, and has grown an extended 
family that fills this room today.  Zizi, your family, the Molinos, were able to establish 
true roots here.  We are all good kids who believe in respect, honesty, and the magic of 
family.  Be proud of what you’ve accomplished.  The Molino name carries honour and 
prestige because of what you 5 built. 

Love you all. 

 

So where does that leave us?  What is the message we can all bring home with us 
today? 

I hope I’ve given you each something personal to take away, but what lesson can we all 
have in common? 

After much reflection, I’ve summed it up in one word: perseverance.  Take your licks, 
embrace your challenges, and persevere.  

If there is one thing I believe my dad wanted to teach us all, it is to keep strong and go 
on. 

Thank you. 

Davide Molino 


