Elva Santoro
September 7, 1921 - September 1, 2020

Elva Teresa Brunet Santoro, 98, born September 7, 1921 in Maricao, Puerto
Rico to Jose Brunet Peltran and Luisa Santoro Ramos, passed away
September 1, 2020 in Ocala, Florida.



Tribute Wall

My Abuela Elva was the most beautiful , funny & hard working
woman. She would say in these last years when | would ask her
how she felt , she would say " Soy boracha sin beber." Which
means " | feel drunk without drinking. Lol ... She was hilarious. So
much beauty inside and out! Such an inspiring woman. You will be
missed and we will never forget you. J\, "/ @

Carla Acosta - September 16, 2020 at 12:00 AM

In loving memory of Elva Teresa Brunet SantoroA memorial tree
was planted in the memory of Elva Santoro -

Carla Acosta & Family - September 16, 2020 at 12:00 AM

Mom, | think back at how incredibly strong and courageous you
were. Not only you, Titi Georgina, Titi Carmen and Grandma.
Coming to New York in the middle of the "Great Depression" all
alone and being able to survive, persevere and thrive. Your strength
and faith throughout it all was undeniably heroic. This was possible
because of your hard work and family.

Thank you, Mom for letting me be part of your life these past few
years. It wasn't easy at times but your wit and humor made it all
worthwhile.

You had a wonderful life filled wonderful friends and family. Your
Journey ends but the wonderful memories will linger.

Farewell, "Mi Bella Mommy".

Luis Acosta - September 15, 2020 at 12:00 AM



Mom, | love you and | will miss you very much. You always made
me laugh so much with your funny sayings .l will miss talking to you
every day, You lived your life your way and you touched so many
hearts with your generosity and your friendship.

Your daughter, Belinda

Belinda - September 11, 2020 at 12:00 AM

Elba was a wonderful and giving person to me when we met, like a
mother. We shared her home together, that was the type of giving
person she was. She later became my mother in-law and even
more wonderful. She told me often about her loving daughter, my
wife. | heard that story from her all the time and she was right. We
cared for each other until she was unable to care for herself. We all
began the job of looking after her and now here we are grateful that
the wishes she had to leave us all from the walls of her home. What
a warm home it wasl/is.

All my love Matt.

Matthew Pitell - September 11, 2020 at 12:00 AM



