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A Perfect Storm
While we were enjoying a wonderful holiday season here at Christopher
Heights, no one could possibly have foreseen the horrible storm that would invade
the world and change our lives.
As we compose this issue, it is the
middle of May and lives are still being
threatened. Fortunately, we have a corporate administration who stepped up
at the first signs to protect us. Anyone
here who has any suspicious symptoms
are treated promptly and isolated.
We owe a huge thank you to all
who have worked and are still working
so tirelessly to ensure our safety during
these difficult months.
From the management, to the
staff, RN’s, CNA’s, Housekeeping,
Chefs, and Volunteers who worked long
hours and extra shifts, to see we were all
cared for, fed and entertained,

WE APPLAUD YOU.
On a sadder note, our thoughts
and prayers go out to all our residents
who lost family and friends during this
difficult time..We lost four C.H. friends
to natural causes during this time..
RIP.

In Attleboro, it is a strange feeling to
look out on empty parking lots, and a
street that isn’t lined on both sides with
cars. There are no people on the sidewalks hurrying on their way to appointments, lunch, the library, donut
shop, bank, convenience store, pharmacy and others. But. . .

We Will get back to normal at a
safe time. We Will see the family and
friends who we are talking with by
phone, Skype, Zoom or any way possible.
We Americans show our resilience
at how we can overcome obstacles like
war, pandemics, and whatever else life
throws at us..

In Memoriam
Virginia Archard
Freeman Gard
Catherine Hayes
Shirley Schromm

God Bless Us All and God Bless the United States of America

411
416
111
420

World War II Memories

A Talk with Abigail Cassidy

bu Jean Salisbury/Barbie Boyd

by Jean Salisbury

We often saw troop trains come
through and stop in Attleboro. Barbie
Boyd, a candy-striper at Sturdy Memorial Hospital, and others, would
serve coffee and doughnuts to the soldiers.
Leaving Attleboro, the train
would go very slowly through Hebronville, and the soldiers would throw their
addresses out the windows to the
people (young girls!) wishing them a
safe trip.
I know, I wrote to every address I
received, and got replies. We wrote
about our lives and happenings, and
they did the same. We wrote until the
end of the war.

Abbie was born in St. Louis, MO.
When she was 3 years old, her family
moved to the Attleboro area.
Always full of questions, one day
she asked her mother what thunder
was. Her mother gave her a common
answer: “The angels are bowling in
Heaven.”
When the same question came up
in school, up went Abbie’s hand and her
mother’s answer made the class laugh.
Another question to her mother
was: ”Where did I come from?” Her
mother answered: “I found you under a
rose bush.” Questions, questions, questions.
Her oldest brother was 16 and
considered his little sister was a pest. He
did teach her checkers, but found ways
to cheat. However, Abbie soon found
out and told her mother.
Abbie had 8 children from her 1st
marriage. As time went by, she met and
married James Cassidy. They had 35
wonderful years together.

More from Jean
This is a personal story of one local girl
who communicated with a soldier through the
letters thrown from the train..

A friend of mine, Iola, wrote to a
soldier from Texas whose address she
received from the troop train. They became very friendly and he visited her
when he was on leave. He also asked
her to marry him. She loved him but she
hesitated to move so far way to Texas.
Sadly, he went home alone.
Later, Iola married a local boy and
had one son. When her husband died
and her son was an adult, she left this
area and went to Texas to find her first
love. Happily, she found him and spent
the rest of her life with him.
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Angels Among Us!
The following are the loving essential workers who kept us safe
through this storm. We can never thank them enough!

Stella
Agbajee

Loula
Ali

Alba
Alonso

Gloria
Arevalo

Kathleen
Bradshaw

Larry
Brunell

Edward
Chaisty

Steve
Champagnee

Lisa
Convey

Maria
DeArevalo-Cruz

Ann Marie
Dumont

Diane
Ferreira

Gabriela
Foloki

Valerie
Dennehy

Linda
Denzer

Pauline
Diebling

Lynda
Henry

Jeffery
Heroux

Karen
Jeannotte

Laurie
Marvel

Bette
McKearney

Nancy
McKinnon

Dendie
Michel

Shirley
Nolin

Carol
Punch

Paula
Silveira

Elsy
Landazuri

Emily
Smith

Jeff
Bissonnette

Gerda
Levesque

Angel
Magee

Patricia
McNamee

Ana
Medeiros

Patricia
Medeiros

Irma
Recinos

Linda
Saleeba

Suzanne
Turcotte
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Meylin
Arevalo-Cruz

Stacy
Washburn

Jodi
Sears

“The Birthday Uncle”

Poet’s Column

by Melodie (Travis) Kirby

The following poem was submitted
To honor Mothers and Fathers

After experiencing the National
Shrine of The Divine Mercy’s Weekend in
Stockbridge, MA 2016 for Pope Francis’ Jubilee Year, my brother had been dying.
Praying The Rosary and “The Divine
Mercy Chaplet” for him, “coincidences”
had occurred.
Scott’s donated brain on concussion
research had been received on Sept. 17 –
“National Concussion Awareness Day!”
Recently suffering my own concussion from a car accident, I had blinked in astonishment seeing a singer’s name reversed
– my brother’s name – scroll across the radio dashboard in a rental car.
Comforted, driving home, I had later
realized it had been a reassurance from
God, recalling a priest’s story.
An edifying EWTN show’s priest had
shared of his intercession after a teenager’s
suicide. Walking alone in a graveyard, he
had heard a boy shout, “Thanks! I made
it.”
Looking down at his feet he had
stopped at a stone with the name “Tony”
on it. “Tony” had been the boy’s name!
Joyfully, my brother is remembered!.
My daughter (whose birthday she had
shared with
Scott)Column
has named her son,
Poet’s
“Vincent Scott”. who has the same auburn
curly locks his mom’s “Birthday Uncle”
had!
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On Children
by Kahlil Gibran
And a woman who held her babe against
her bosom said,:
Speak to us of children.
And he said:
Your children are not your children.
They are the sons and daughters of Life’s
Longing for itself.
They come through you but not
From you
And though they are with you yet
They belong not to you
You may give them your love but not
Your thoughts,
For they have their own thoughts
You may house their bodies,
But not their souls.
For their souls dwell in the house of
Tomorrow, which you cannot visit,
Not even in your dreams
You may strive to be like them, but seek
Not to make them like you
For life goes not backward nor
Tarries with yesterday.
You are the bows from which your Children
as living arrows are sent forth.
The archer sees the mark upon
The path of the infinite, and
He bends you with His Might that His arrow may go swift and far.
Let your bending in the Archer’s hand
Be for gladness,
For even as he loves the arrow
That flies,
So He loves also the bow that is stable.

Awakening Calm

Dear Marion by Marion Brousseau

by Dianne Ferreira

I have a big problem – a 250 lb.,
45-year-old son who lives with me.
He doesn’t help me at all. He can’t
keep a job for more than a month.

Sitting on my back porch
Inhaling the scents of a warm
Summer night
Lightning bugs blinking to the left and right
Crickets chirping,
A breeze flittering by as
Stars sparkle in the August sky
Peace

He sleeps all day and then expects me to make him a big meal for
supper.
My family tells me to “kick him
out” but I can’t find a place for him to
live alone.

Surprise! by Dot Dubuc
One evening, in my room, I was
sitting down reading in my underwear waiting for Irma to come in and
give me my shower. I heard a knock
on the door and I yelled “come in!”

What should I do about him?
I’m not getting any younger and I’m
always tired and upset.
Worn-out mother.

Not prepared for company and
to my embarrassment, in walked Jo
Verone, her daughter, granddaughter
and a sweet young man, Giovani.

Dear Worn-Out Mother:
Tell him first he needs to get a
job and keep it for more than a month
(that doesn’t mean two months!)

I was flustered and grabbed
something to cover me, but Giovani
was more interested in my walker
than me.

If he expects to stay at home, he
must help around the house and rise
at 8 AM or an appropriate Morning
time to get to work.

He had brought me a beautiful
card that he had made for me. This
young man is 5 years old. We had a
lovely visit,

Perhaps you should suggest
counseling for him. At his age, there
must be a reason he can’t keep jobs. If
he doesn’t comply with these options,
put him out even if he has to go to a
shelter.

BUT.I will be more careful the
next time I yell: “Come in!”
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Sweet Stuff
Fudge

Fun Facts

by Loretta Lapierre

Presented by One of Our Chefs,
Shirley Nolin

Do you have a hankering for good, oldfashioned fudge? If you do, this recipe is for
you! Make it this afternoon, have fudge this
evening!!

½ cup of Unsweetened Cocoa
1 (1 lb) box Confectionery Sugar
¼ cup milk
1 stick of. butter
1 tsp. Vanilla
Chopped nuts (optional)

More than 1,000 types of bananas are
cultivated in the world. The most common
is the Cavendish banana – 99% of all bananas sold in supermarkets are Cavendish.

Grease a 6/9 (or facsimile) microwavesafe baking dish and set aside.

More than 100 billion bananas are consumed annually around the world, making them the fourth most popular agricultural product – following only wheat, rice
and corn.

Mix together in a microwave-safe bowl
the cocoa .sugar and milk
Lay on top of the sugar mixture:

1 stick of butter (do not stir!)

In American households, 96% buy bananas at least once a month. Every person
in the nation eats an average of 27 pounds
of bananas each year

Microwave 2 minutes on high. Check. If
butter is not melted, do another minute
Stir in the vanilla

Bananas will last three to five days
longer if you wrap the stems tightly with
plastic wrap.

Stir until smooth, add nuts if desired, and pour into the greased baking
dish.. Refrigerate for ½ hour. Cut into
squares. Enjoy!

Kitchen Pride
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We would be remiss if we didn’t
thank all the Kitchen Staff who prepare
such wonderful meals for us.
With very little to look forward to
in our pandemic isolation, we knew we
would always have a delicious meal. And
it would be served to us with loving
touches and garnishes. Thank you.

I had pneumonia in my right lung and
was admitted to a special unit for covid19 patients.
It was so scary. The nurses all had
protective wear on – masks, gowns, and
face shields. The following Sunday I
was put on a heart monitor since the
medication for the virus can cause heart
problems. It was a daily grind for nine
days..
After nine days I was transferred
to the most wonderful rehab center for
virus patients in New Bedford. The staff
and all the patients were wonderful to
me. Nine days later, I was much improved.
And, after one negative test, I was
able to return home. I’m fine now, and I
thank everyone who offered their prayers for me. That did it.

Beating the Battle of Covid-19
by Marion Brousseau

I was a victim of the monster, Covid-19 a few weeks ago. I had gone to a
supermarket and felt fine at the time.
But later, when I got back, I started
coughing and thought it was my yearly
bronchitis.
It never ended with over-thecounter medicines and prescriptions. I
coughed all night for several nights.
Then I was tested by a National Guard
member.. It was positive!
One Thursday I couldn’t take it
any longer and called my physician. She
was off, but the doctor on call told me to
come to the hospital. I was taken right in
and put on oxygen and had an X-Ray
taken.

Christopher Heights of Attleboro Writing Group and Contributors
This Season’s Attleboro Library Volunteer Contributor – Melodie (Travis) Kirby
Jean Salisbury (210)
Marion Brousseau (312)
Dianne Ferreira – (Staff) Poetry
Shirley Nolin (Staff) – Food Factts

Nancy McKinnon - (Staff) Photos
Dot Dubuc (301)
Loretta Lapierre Composition and Editing (417)
lmlapierre@yahoo.com

Hear Yea! Hear Yea!
We’re having a contest! The following are teem age pictures of some of the “Essentials” who care for you every day. Whoever guesses them ALL right, will get a
prize! No cheating! On the last page you will find the legend and where to put your
guesses. Good luck!
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To identify your “Essentials”,
please put your guesses , with
your name, in the metal box
marked “Newsletter” in the Pub.
Page 8: (l-r) A B
C –D
Page 9:
E- F
G H
Page 10
I- J
K–L

Page 11
Page 12

M.N
OP
QR
S

Life isn’t about
Waiting for the storm
To pass
It’s about learning to
Dance in the rain!

12

