
Marie Giordano Alfano
February 14, 1933–June 5, 2019

Beloved Wife, Mother, Grandmother,  
Trailblazer, Chef and Storyteller

The “Original Maria”

Di Napoli  
Marinara Sauce

1lb.	 �Pasta (penne, spaghetti, 
rigatoni, etc.)

1 	 �Medium sized onion, finely 
chopped = 1 cup

3 tbs.	 Olive oil, extra virgin
3–4	 �Fresh garlic cloves, peeled & 

sliced or smashed
1/2 cup	 �Fresh Italian flat leaf parsley, 

chopped
1/4 cup	 �Fresh basil leaves or 1tbs. dry 

basil
1	 �28oz. can Di Napoli tomatoes, 

crushed, puree, or whole
1 tbs.	 Kosher salt
1/2 tsp.	 Freshly ground black pepper

In a large skillet or saucepan (4–6 quart 
size) on medium heat, add oil and onion. 
Sauté 8–10 minutes. Add 1/2 of salt 
halfway through. Add garlic. Add tomatoes. 
Stir with wooden spoon and bring to boil. 
Add parsley. Add  Black pepper and taste. 
Lower heat to medium for 30 minutes 
before finishing. Add basil. If sauce is thick, 
add water. Before you do that, boil your 
pasta in salted water. Add the salt when 
boiling starts. Before draining pasta, take 
out 1 or more cups of pasta water and add 
to the sauce. The pasta water makes the 
consistency that you like. Remember, the 
tomato seeds are from San Manzano, Italia; 
the same my mother and her mother used.

Meatballs
1lb.	 �Meat (2/3 ground chuck or 

sirloin, 1/3 pork/veal/or other)
1 	 Extra large egg per pound
1 cup	 �Fresh bread crumbs (hand 

grated or grated in food 
processor; preferably white)

8 oz.	 Parmesan cheese
1 tsp.	 Black pepper
1 tbs.	 Kosher salt
1/2 bunch	 �Bunch of Italian parsley, 

chopped coarsely
1/4 tsp.	 Nutmeg
1/2	 Medium onion, chopped fine
2	 �Nice sized garlic cloves, 

minced

Mix meat together, and then mix in all dry 
ingredients. Create a well in the middle of 
the meat mixture and then add eggs and 
mix well. Wetting your hands will help 
when you mix. Roll balls by hand making 
at least 8 nice size balls. We bake them at 
Maria's but at home, we cook them in the 
stove in a cast-iron skillet or other heavy-
bottomed pan, coated with olive oil. If you 
bake them, bake in a preheated 325-degree 
oven for 30 minutes or until firm and cooked 
through when broken open. If you are using 
port, it will cook up pinkish. This is normal! 

Enjoy! Maria Alfano



M arie Alfano (ne Giordano) 

was born on February 

14, 1933, in Hoboken, New Jersey. 

Her Mother Luisa (Louise) Falcetano 

emigrated to America from Naples, 

Italy. Her Father, Joseph Giordano, 

was born in New York (a truck driver). 

He died when Marie was nine years 

old. Marie lived with her widowed 

Mother and three older brothers, Matty 

(Matteo’s Restaurant), Mikey (Matre’D 

Matteo’s Restaurant) and Junior 

Giordano (Trucking). 

Marie graduated from Demarest 

High School in June 1949 when she 

was just 16 years old. She was top in 

her class and her mother told her she 

should become a Judge. But going 

to college was not an option because 

her mother was tragically killed in a 

car accident December 7, 1949, while 

Marie was a passenger in that car. This 

event changed her life forever. Her 

brother Mike became her guardian and 

she was cared for by a loving neighbor 

who took the role of her “Mama.” At 

16, she met Donald Alfano who wooed 

her with his flashy red convertible. 

They were married in Hoboken when 

she was 18. He was 19. She gave birth 

to Louise, Cissy and Madelyn. The 

family then moved to Long Island, New 

York, and she gave birth to Donald 

and Matthew. With five small children, 

she opened a small delicatessen in 

Copiague. Donald was a truck driver, 

and when he saw how successful 

Marie’s little Italian Grocery store was, 

he quit truck driving. They worked 

together until their move to California 

in 1968. The reason for the move was 

to be close to her brothers Mike and 

Matty (Matteo’s). Family is everything 

to Marie. She and Donald both worked 

for Matteo’s (Donald in the “front of 

the house” and Marie in the “kitchen 

heart of the house”) for several years.

In 1970, Marie and Donald 

purchased the Village Mart Grocery 

Store in Brentwood Village, California, 

and converted a broken down market 

into a beautiful neighborhood store 

with prime meats, the best produce, 

and internationally imported groceries.

Marie was always ahead of the 

trends! She would make meatballs 

and homemade sausages in the meat 

department on a small electric skillet. 

With the slightly bruised produce, she 

would create ratatouille—who even 

knew what that was in 1970? Customers 

craved for more, and Marie turned the 

one-car garage into the Village Mart 

Take Out. A customer said, “You should 

call it Maria’s because after all, you are 

the creator.” So with limited funds, she 

hired an artist to paint Maria’s Italian 

Kitchen on the front window. That’s 

how the famous Maria’s Italian Kitchen 

was born. The immediate family referred 

to it as the “take out” because there 

were no tables and chairs, just a simple 

take out window. Once again Marie was 

ahead of her time!

Her greatest pleasure was cooking for 

family and friends while watching them 

savor her food. She treated everyone 

with the same warm and direct attitude. 

She loved being around people, and 

people loved being around her.

On June 5, 2019, she was tragically 

killed in a car accident in Palm Springs, 

California. She had just finished 

grocery shopping to prepare meals for 

neighbors and friends (everyone was 

her friend).

She lost her grandson Max Reitzin in 

2000; husband Donald Alfano in 2000; 

son Donald “boy” Alfano in 2002; and 

granddaughter Alexes Berardis in 2007.

She is survived by her daughters, 

Louise Berardis-Budnik and husband 

Bruce; Cissy Blum; Madelyn Alfano 

and husband Dr. Jeffrey Tucker; and 

her “Baby” son Matthew Alfano. Her 

grandchildren include JJ Berardis, CPT. 

Nicolas Reitzin, Josh Tucker, Danielle 

Tucker, and great grandchildren Mia 

and Loki Berardis.

We will miss her smile, her sense of 

humor and most of all... 

her Cooking and Cursing.

The legacy of her food and stories will live on.
We mourn the loss of the “Original Maria”


