Anthony Loscri
July 26, 1950 - May 7, 2018

Anthony Loscri of South Salem, NY passed away on May 7, 2018. He was born in
Cittanova Reggio Calabria Italy to Rocco and Angela Loscri on July 26, 1950. Anthony
worked for Westchester County Department Public works as a Civil Engineer for 32 years.
Anthony enjoyed gardening, photography, making wine and home made sausage. He is
survived by his loving mother Angela, siblings: Joseph (Karen) Loscri, Theresa (Peter)
Zerrle, Giselda (Donald) Ryan, and Renato Loscri. Anthony is also survived by many
nieces and nephews. He is predeceased by his father Rocco. Family and friends will
honor the life of Anthony on Friday from 4 to 8pm at Yorktown Funeral Home. A funeral
service will take place on Saturday at 10am also at Yorktown Funeral Home. Entombment
to follow at Rose Hills Memorial Park in Putnam Valley NY.
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Events

Rosehill Memorial Park

MAY

101 Mill Street

11

Putnam Valley, NY, 10579

Visitation

04:00PM - 08:00PM

Yorktown Funeral Home
945 East Main Street, Shrub Oak, NY, US, 10588

MAY
12

Chapel Service

10:00AM

Yorktown Funeral Home
945 East Main Street, Yorktown, NY, US, 10588
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209 files added to the album LifeTributes

Yorktown Funeral Home - May 11, 2018 at 11:52 AM

“

Lavender Reflections Spray was purchased for the family of Anthony Loscri.

May 11, 2018 at 09:11 AM

“

"Made especially for you". My Uncle Tony had written those words on the back of
every card he gave me. He put thought and detail into each card and that's what
made them so special. I even adopted his words onto my own cards because I want
the people receiving them to feel that way I did when I got his cards.
Whether you're prepared for it or not, it's hard to lose someone you love. This time I
was "prepared" for it. My Uncle Tony was suffering for a long time and one day my
family and I got the news he wasn't going to live much longer, it was just a matter of
time before his fight with liver failure would end. That's a hard thing to learn about
someone you have known your whole life.
I grew up in his home. It was located 1/4 mile back in the middle of the woods in
South Salem. We had a ton of property and when I was a kid, my sister and I took full
advantage of it. We would roam around with our bikes, catch frogs in the pond and
inch worms from the trees, help in the garden amongst many other things. Looking
back, it was simple and peaceful and that's how my Uncle envisioned the home he
built.
My Uncle would always be outside tending to his garden, mowing the massive lawn
and adding to his property, mainly to the garden. That was his life. He would call us
out to help or just want us to sit with him and talk. We would sometimes be out there
for hours discussing anything and everything you could imagine. His mind was
interesting and whether I thought his stories were crazy or not I always listened. He

would then offer us an ice pop or share with us whatever he was eating and call it a
day.
When it came to school projects, he was there to help. He would teach me programs
on the computer to make them perfect. There was one project we spent days on
together. He helped me with details on it that didn't even really need to be there and
it meant the world to me that he took the time to do that for me.
One of my favorite memories was when we would play computer games together
especially Tomb Raider. We would spend hours going through the levels even with
the step by step cheat sheets.
Uncle Tony, thank you for the wonderful memories and all the laughs. Your sense of
humor was certainly one to remember. That's one of the things I will miss most about
you. I'm sad to see you go but knowing that you're no longer suffering, gives me
comfort. Rest easy.
Christine - May 11, 2018 at 08:12 AM

“

"Made especially for you". My Uncle Tony had written those words on the back of
every card he gave me. He put thought and detail into each card and that's what
made them so special. I even adopted his words onto my own cards because I want
the people receiving them to feel that way I did when I got his cards.
Whether you're prepared for it or not, it's hard to lose someone you love. This time I
was "prepared" for it. My Uncle Tony was suffering for a long time and one day my
family and I got the news he wasn't going to live much longer, it was just a matter of
time before his fight with liver failure would end. That's a hard thing to learn about
someone you have known your whole life.
I grew up in his home. It was located 1/4 mile back in the middle of the woods in
South Salem. We had a ton of property and when I was a kid, my sister and I took full
advantage of it. We would roam around with our bikes, catch frogs in the pond and
inch worms from the trees, help in the garden amongst many other things. Looking
back, it was simple and peaceful and that's how my Uncle envisioned the home he
built.
My Uncle would always be outside tending to his garden, mowing the massive lawn
and adding to his property, mainly to the garden. That was his life. He would call us
out to help or just want us to sit with him and talk. We would sometimes be out there
for hours discussing anything and everything you could imagine. His mind was
interesting and whether I thought his stories were crazy or not I always listened. He
would then offer us an ice pop or share with us whatever he was eating and call it a
day.
When it came to school projects, he was there to help. He would teach me programs
on the computer to make them perfect. There was one project we spent days on

together. He helped me with details on it that didn't even really need to be there and
it meant the world to me that he took the time to do that for me.
One of my favorite memories was when we would play computer games together
especially Tomb Raider. We would spend hours going through the levels even with
the step by step cheat sheets.
Uncle Tony, thank you for the wonderful memories and all the laughs. Your sense of
humor was certainly one to remember. That's one of the things I will miss most about
you. I'm sad to see you go but knowing that you're no longer suffering, gives me
comfort. Rest easy. -Christine
Christine - May 10, 2018 at 07:59 PM

“

My Uncle Tony. So many memories come to mind when I think of him. One of my
fondest is when he would share a Mike’s Hard Lemonade with me in his garage
when I was younger than 10 (secret’s out dad!) I would sit on his lap and he would
smile, calling me his “Nikki.”
I always enjoyed spending time outside with Uncle Tony and helping him in his
garden. His garden was his favorite place to be, and gardening was one of his
favorite hobbies. Whenever he planted a new vegetable or built a new contraption,
he would proudly talk about it to me as we enjoyed one another’s company in the
sunshine.
Uncle Tony taught me to not take the simple things in life for granted; like fresh air,
green grass, and spending time with the people you love. Uncle Tony had a heart
that never stopped caring, and he was always there for you. If I wanted to watch a
movie, we would watch a movie together; I will never forget watching Avatar with
him. He also had a unique sense of humor that always made me smile.
In more recent years, Uncle Tony purchased a golf cart and we would ride in the golf
cart together around his property. I remember him telling me this while sitting in the
golf cart before his surgery, “Nikki, when I get out of surgery, I want you all to come
back here and we will have a nice dinner together.” I smiled yet tears rolled down my
face. It was like my heart knew that God wanted to take Uncle Tony sooner than I
would have ever imagined.
Now we are here, grieving the loss of Uncle Tony. I feel truly heartbroken, since
Uncle Tony was not only my uncle, but also my pal, my outdoor buddy, and my third
parent. I feel a sense of comfort thinking of him driving the golf cart, smiling at me
wearing his baseball cap and yelling “Hey Nikki!” It will never be goodbye, but always
“see you later Uncle Tony.” May you finally rest peacefully. I love you forever. Nicole

Nicole Loscri - May 10, 2018 at 06:59 PM

“

Beautiful in Blue was purchased for the family of Anthony Loscri.

May 10, 2018 at 07:55 AM

“

This evening, I was on a computer I built, using Photoshop to edit a photo of my
Uncle Tony. I thought, “what an ironic moment.” I knew for some time that my uncle
was dying, and slowly prepared myself for the probable, but it was until I feather
traced his face in Photoshop that I realized the immensity of just how much I will
forever miss him.
There are so many memories to share, but I felt it was only right to summarize a few
I remember so clearly.
For a while, almost every year our family would meet at Uncle Tony’s house for a
holiday, be it Christmas Eve, Easter, or the Fourth of July, which was my favorite.
We’d drive along his long rocky driveway to a red painted house that overlooked a
mucky pond. A large rock where cousins often played was at the center of his
driveway, and a satellite dish larger than a car marked the backyard. He had frogs,
turtles, bobcats, and the occasional ‘alien’ to help satisfy our adventurous minds in
the summer; and good food was always within reach. I remember this place so
vividly, it was our Uncle Tony’s, and there was no question that he loved it.
When I was in grade school, my uncle taught me how to build computers at his
house. And by high school, he showed me how to edit graphics in Photoshop and
use other advanced PC tools. Much of my tech savvy skills were fostered by talking
with and watching him and his brother. I remember he would sometimes refer to his
many computers as “machines”; a term I quickly added to my vocabulary and still use
today.
Together we built my first personal computer. It was lime green with a bazillion LED
fans for cooling and a window to see inside. At the time, I thought it was the coolest
machine. We each bought the same video cards on eBay and flashed their BIOS to
change their specifications. He read the instructions methodically and I learned to do
the same. When the machine was complete, Uncle Tony said to me: “your new
machine, with so many fans, is like a vacuum...and it’s going to be loud and collect
dust.” Coming from the guy who basically helped keep ‘can-of-air’ in business, I
didn’t think much of it, but he was right. I had to clean the dust from that machine
more often than I wanted. Many years have past since then and I’ve built dozens of
computers for friends and family with the knowledge my uncle passed on to me. He
had some really good lessons-learned that he shared when it came to computers
and could also teach a lesson or two on video gaming.

It was mainly due to my Uncle Tony that I became a PC gamer. He introduced
classics such as Doom, Tomb Raider, Carnivores, and Halo PC to many of us.
Naturally, he was pretty good at it, and we would game online occasionally.
He enjoyed giving advise and sharing his experiences with customer service reps.
I’ve yet to meet another person with such a grandiose love-hate relationship with
technology as him. I remember he would call me to complain about a smartphone not
properly working, or the time a cracked monitor was shipped to his house. He’d
spend hours talking with the television and phone companies to get help or a
replacement product and I’m sure some of the support reps knew him by name. I
thought he liked to over-exaggerate his problems, but lately, I use his reasoning and
also find myself calling for solutions to fix things.
Lastly, photography is an art, and my Uncle Tony had a talent for it. I browsed
thousands of well-taken photographs tonight and had trouble finding him in them.
One photograph of our family revealed the reason for my troubles. In the glass, was
a reflection of a flash and man holding the camera. It was my uncle. He was almost
always taking pictures and movies of our family events and he left us with plenty of
memories to look back on. Luckily, the memories I have shared of my uncle, although
not captured on an image for me to see, can be imagined in my mind and are stored
forever in my heart.
Nephew - May 10, 2018 at 01:41 AM
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Matt - May 09, 2018 at 07:36 PM

