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Ruth E. Squillace, wife, mother, teacher, artist, opera lover, world traveler  

and adventurer died on Friday, August 4, 2023. Widow of Zanti D. Squillace 

with 65 years of marriage, they were a generous and loving couple with a 

strong sense of family. Theirs included five children and many others who 

were drawn to an atmosphere rich in thought and creativity. 

Ruth was proud of her Finnish heritage. Her sisu, her deep inner strength   

and perseverance in the face of adversity, not only helped her weather losses 

and challenges, but taught us the same. Many knew her easy and friendly  

demeanor, yet she cherished quiet time to practice her passion of art. She 

created much that many find pleasing, although that was not her sole intent. 

Her determination also surfaced in her second trip to Nepal to trek the Ever-

est Himalayas with her daughter Karen. Ruth was 77 on that trekking adven-

ture. Ruth and Zanti produced many travel presentations of their journeys 

which  included Europe, Africa, Middle East, China both before and after the 

opening, and many other countries. 

Ruth and Zanti also spent much of their time at Mount Olive Lutheran Church and 

with their friends there. They were very involved in the church and devoted to 

both their community and their religious beliefs. 

Ruth is survived by children David (Diane), Paul (Sandy), Steven (Kim) and Karen, 

and grandchildren Phillip, Saralyn, Tim, Anna, Joseph, Maria, Emily, Rosemary, 

Laura, and Tony as well as two great-grandchildren Liam and Jacob. 

Ruth is preceded in death by her husband Zanti, son Richard, and half-sisters Aili 

and Marietta, and half-brothers Rudolf, Uno, and Arnold.  

A memorial service will be held on Saturday, October 14, 2023 at Mount Olive   

Lutheran Church, 2380 18th Ave NW Rochester, MN 55901.  

The family wishes to acknowledge with deep appreciation the many expres-

sions of love, concern, and kindness by family and friends during this time.   

Some people come into our lives and quietly go, others 

stay for a while and leave footprints on our hearts, 

and we are never the same. 


