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This Issue Highlights Our Holidays

Lest We Forget . . .

Halloween, Veterans’ Day
Thanksgiving and Christmas

The following article was taken from the Woman’s
Home Companion in 1943. It is not applicable now,
nor will it be, but just a reminder of what our families had to deal with to buy food and many more
items during the war. .

Festivities were very different at Christopher Heights this Holiday season because of the
pandemic. There were stricter rules for family and
friends and no guest entertainers.
It is easy for us to be critical of little things
when spirits are low. But our staff, aides, housekeeping, maintenance, activities personnel and
chefs have all worked very hard to keep up morale
during this difficult time. Thank you all.
For Halloween activities: Pub goers, spaced
six-feet from one another, made adorable table decorations for our dinner tables and more. Treats
always followed. Popular ones were root beer
floats and delicacies from the kitchen. Costumes
were optional.

From the Holiday Kitchen
Thanksgiving was celebrated, but limited to
our C.H. family and friends. We were served a delicious, traditional meal.

Thanksgiving Dinner:
Turkey/Gravy, Mashed Potatoes, Stuffing,
Butternut Squash, Cranberry Sauce, Rolls & Butter
Apple or Pumpkin pie

Christmas Dinner:
Red or White Wine
Round of Beef, Mashed Potatoes/Gravy, Asparagus, Rolls/Butter Assorted Petit Four’s

Your War Ration Book – Two
Remember that the point system is not a
substitute for straight coupon rationing, which will
continue in operation for sugar, coffee and gasoline.
The point system is a new and additional
rationing method to ensure a fair distribution of certain classes of food like meat and cereal which are
made up of a variety of types.
Each of us will have war ration book number
two. This will contain stamps having different point
values. Each of us can spend these points as we
choose. Everybody has the same number of stamps
and points.
For scarce foods, high point values will be
given; to plentiful foods, low values.
But we can buy the rarer foods – provided
we can spare the points and still have enough to
finish out the month.
In the stores we shall see the point values of
various foods displayed. They will be a guide on
how to spend our points. Of course we have to spend
money as well.
From time to time, the government may
change the point values of any commodity as it becomes scarcer or more plentiful, or it may add new
commodities to the rationed lists.

“Whoever is happy will make others happy too.” Anne Frank
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Halloween
Old-Time Halloween

Thumper the Clown

by Jean Salisbury

by Sister Eileen Davey, SUSC.

I remember celebrating Halloween
much differently than “Trick or Treat.”
We made simple costumes as “ghosts” or wore
just our regular clothes.
Some had small parties where you
bobbed for apples, or tied a string to an apple,
and hung it up and tried to take a bite out of it
while it was swinging.
My brother and I made “rat-a- tats.” We
would find large empty thread spools with
notches at each end and wind string around
them.
When you held the spool against a window and pulled the string it would make a terrible noise. What a racket! One time my father
was quietly reading until I startled him out of
his seat. Boy, did he chase me!
There was one scary episode for Halloween that my son and his friends did.
They visited “Finger Nail Freddie’s”
home which was a tomb in the cemetery!
Freddie had escaped from a home and hid out
in the tomb.
His nails were LONG, and he enjoyed
scraping them on rocks and walls to scare
people! Also, if he saw parking couples, he’d
scrape them on their car windows. Freddie was
eventually caught to everyone’s relief.

Thumper the clown played and talked
with children at parish celebrations or whenever people wanted a clown for some gathering. One day parents of a child approached
Thumper at a parish fair and asked if Thumper
did children’s parties.
Thumper hadn’t done this before but
said fine, as long as they realized Thumper
didn’t do tricks. The parents said the child had
asked for a clown to come to his birthday party. The child was not with them. They told
Thumper they would call about the idea.
Thumper discovered the parents had
been asking people about the identity of the
clown. They were satisfied. Thumper got a
phone call a few weeks later with the date,
time and location of Jimmy’s party. Also, the
father said he would meet Thumper at the inner gate with helium balloons.
The day arrived and Thumper was all
dressed and getting into the car, when Thumper realized there was no gift for the boy. So
Thumper returned to the house and found a

Then, of course, there were the usual
pranks: toilet paper wrap-a-rounds, egg throwing and other mischief. But it was not dangerous or mean, just Halloween antics.
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beautiful clown card that Thumper received a
few weeks before.
Thumper tore the front cover off the
card and wrote “Happy Birthday, Jimmy!” on
the top of the card and signed it, “Love,
Thumper.”
Thumper was ready once again to leave
for the party. Thumper reached the destination
in about 20 minutes, drove onto the property
and down a long driveway, noticing large, riding Tonka trucks on the side lawn. Thumper
began to question the simple gift for the boy.
At the end of the long drive, the father
was waiting with a large bunch of colored helium balloons which he gave to Thumper.
Thumper was nervously holding the balloons
in one hand, the card in the other, walking
slowly in the big red clown shoes, .toward the
house.
At the side porch, Jimmy noticed
Thumper and shouted, “The clown came to my
birthday party!” He gave Thumper a big hug.
His mother took the balloons and Thumper
handed Jimmy his small gift.
He looked at the card – held it with both
hands and said,” Daddy, put this on the mantle!” Thumper was moved by the child’s response to his gift.
Jimmy’s “elected cake” was next –
doughnut holes with candles in six of them!
Thumper sat around for a bit talking with the
children. They felt the brightly-colored hair,
stood on the big red shoes, and played some
party games.
Thumper then had to leave. The children waved goodbye and Jimmy thanked
Thumper for coming. Driving home, Thumper
thought about the wonderful parents who
could give this child anything, but honored his
simple wish.
Thumper made such an impression on
the children that Jimmy’s younger brother
wanted the clown to come to his birthday par-

ty too, two months later. Arranging a date and
time was difficult, but the parents were willing
to follow Thumper’s schedule.
It was a repeat performance with balloons and a small card. When the younger
brother saw Thumper approaching, he
shouted, “The clown, the clown,” and Jimmy
firmly said: “That’s my clown!”
Again, the younger boy’s cake was
served. This time it was a small Easy Bake oven
cake! This is what the child wanted to make
and serve!
Thumper reflected on these parents and
thought how lucky these children are to be celebrated for who they are at this age.

Editor’s note: Thumper lives at Christopher Heights! Can you guess who it is?

A Warm Welcome to
Our New Residents:
Lois Cronan Apt. 409
Claudette Root Apt. 107
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Veterans’ Day
Honoring those who serve, now and then. . .

On the High Seas

An American Hero

Submitted by Mary Rullo,

Proud sister of

Proud grandmother of

Ensign Edward J. MacDougald, USNR

Warrant Officer Alexander Rullo, USN.

Ed MacDougald, along with three other brothers, enlisted in the service, one Army and three Navy,
when our government called them in the early 40’s.
He had just graduated from Providence College and
worked for a few months before enlisting.
He earned his wings at Pensacola Naval Air
Station in Florida, and was assigned to Fleet Air Wing
10, flying the amphibious
airplane, the PBY5.
Loretta and
Ed MacDougald 1942
After a short leave
home around Christmas,
1942, he left for the West
Coast on a frigidly cold December day.

Alexander Rullo, has been underway on a
deployment on the aircraft carrier USS Nimitz
somewhere in the Pacific Ocean.
Having just recently been promoted to
Warrant Officer, this has been a challenge deployment for Alex since he now is in charge of the
HSC-73 Hellcats who are responsible for the
maintenance of 8 Sikorsky SH-60 Seahawk helicopters and the 204 sailors who work on keeping
them aloft 24/7.

His mother and father went with him to the
Providence train station for their goodbyes. It was told
to me that it was the first time anyone had seen our
Dad cry.
A long ocean voyage determined that Ed was
in Australia. The PBY, with a crew of five, was used to
fly reconnaissance, looking for enemy subs, and it also
carried bombs. One of his missions was over the Japanese –infested Indian Ocean. His plane never returned
from that mission.

The primary mission of the helicopters is to
circle the entire carrier group. They are responsible for antisubmarine detection destruction and
also to detect any surface-to-air activity of any
missiles or aircraft approaching the carrier group.

After a 4-day search, the Navy declared Ed
and the crew missing in action – the next year, presumed dead. Our family has done exhausting research
into his death, but the only thing in the WWII Naval
war records is his name, rank, town and state he came
from. He was 23.

Historically, red poppies are symbolic of peace and
death. We wear them proudly in celebration of all our
military, living and dead. God Bless our Military.

by Loretta Lapierre
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ing horses. Joe used to sit in back of the store
and paint for hours.

Air Force Veteran Turns 100
by Jean Salisbury

He attended local schools, but when
Pearl Harbor brought the United States into the
war, Joe enlisted in the Air Force.
He remained in the service for nine
years, nine months, and 9 days. When he was
stationed in Bermuda, he was offered a promotion to officer, but he declined
After the service, he worked at the Balfour Company in the Design Department.
When Joe moved to Christopher Heights he
continued his art for many friends and newcomers. He painted name signs with their
room numbers on them for their walkers. Each
sign is different.
His talent lives on.

Joseph (Joe) Cerreto was born in 1920 in
Providence, RI. However, soon after, the family moved to Attleboro where Joe, the oldest of
nine children, grew up.
As a young boy, his mother taught him
drawing. Her specialty was drawing and paint-

Thank You For Your Service,
Christopher Heights Veterans!

In Flanders Field
by Lieutenant Colonel John McCrae
In Flanders Field the poppies grow
Between the crosses, row on row
That mark our place; and in the sky
The larks, still bravely singing, fly
Scarce heard amid the guns below
We are the dead. Short days ago
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow
Loved, and were loved, and now we lie
In Flanders Field

Ron Bergevine

Larry Brunell

Joe Cerreto

Joe Fauteux

George Kayata

Bette McKerney

Ernest MacDonald

James Miranda

George Mowry

John Tarallo

Jerry Petrin
(Canada)

Take up our quarrel with the foe
To you from failing hands we throw
The torch, be yours to hold it high
If ye break faith with us we die
We shall not sleep, though poppies grow
In Flanders Field
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Thanksgiving
One Memorable Thanksgiving

A Cape Cod Thanksgiving

by Jean Salisbury

by Dot Dubuc

We always considered Thanksgiving as
good family time. As children, we remembered
gong to Grandma’s, then to my parent’s home
where we gathered with cousins, aunts and
uncles, brothers and sisters. Then it became our
turn.
Our family, grandparents and friends
were there. Everything was going great. Pies
were made; turkey was just about done and
vegetables ready to turn on. Then the electricity went off and stayed off. We sat down to
turkey, dressing, salad, relishes, and great pies!

For many years, our family spent
Thanksgiving Day at my brother Bob’s at the
Cape. We all brought something from home. I
baked pies the day before: mince (one with
brandy, one without), pecan, apple, pumpkin
and chocolate cream.
Besides the traditional turkey, stuffing
(both bread and meat), vegetables, biscuits and
gravy, we had steamed clams, chowder, stuffies and clams casino!
My kids loved playing in the barn, playing
hide and seek, jumping in the hay loft and
climbing up the apple tree. Cody broke his ankle one year– so no more trees.

It was a strange but thankful Thanksgiving, but at least, the star of the meal, the turkey, was done!

After dinner we would take a football,
Frisbee and a beach ball to Sandy Neck beach.
My mother, sister and I would take a walk
while everyone else played with the balls.

LaSalette Card Design Colors
Submitted by Judy McKnight
Each year when LaSalette’s Holiday cards
are designed, they use traditional seasonal colors:
e.g., Easter - yellow and violet are traditional along
with lilies, irises and daffodils. This year they are
using red poppies as part of their unique designs.
Why?
Historically, red poppies are symbolic of
peace and death. World War I gave the red poppy a
whole new meaning. Colonel John McCrae, a Canadian brigade surgeon, served in that horrible war
that witnessed the death of 85 million soldiers.
Many of the terrible battles occurred in the blooddrenched fields of Flanders in Belgium and France.
In the Spring of 1915, John McCrae visited
those fields of death and found them covered with
acres of red poppies.

Back we would go for dessert, drinks
and rest before leaving for home around 5 p.m.
The kids would soon fall asleep on the way
home.
At home, they got a second wind and
wanted to play Monopoly. Not me, I was ready
for bed with thoughts of Christmas and all I
had to do next.

The sight inspired him to write his famous
poem, In Flanders Field, (on page 5) in which he
expressed the voice of the fallen soldiers.
6

Christmas
Another Santa at Christmas

Jenny’s Tree

by Jean Salisbury
Every Christmas Eve my husband Chet

by Dot Dubuc
When my granddaughter, Jenny, was
about 2 years old, my son bought us a blue
spruce tree from Lake Placid where he had a
lot of land. We called it “Jenny’s Tree.”

and I would dust off the big scrapbook that
held as many children’s names we could think
of who, would be visited each year by “Santa.”

We planted it in a flower box that Charlie had built when we first bought our house.
As the tree grew we would move it to different
places in the house. For many years it was our
Christmas tree...

Chet would put on the Santa suit and
start off to surprise friends and our family.
They all would be anxiously awaiting “Santa”
with his “naughty or nice” list. His big red
empty bag was thrown over his shoulder, but

Charlie would dig it up and re-plant it
in a different spot. When it got too big to dig
up we decorated it outside. December 7th was
the day we usually decorated it as that was
Jenny’s birthday. There were times when the
kids were young we even put it in a playpen to
protect it.

with promises to return with it full if the children minded their parents and went to sleep.
The little ones were thrilled.
As he traveled from house to house, any
traffic cop along the way would stop all cars to
let Santa through. By the time he got home, the

One warm December day Charlie called
and asked if I wanted to play 9 holes of golf.
Sure I did. As we were leaving the yard I saw
something was missing – Jenny’s tree was
gone. Someone had cut it down, sawed it off
and stole it – decorations and all.

many “good wishes” from the parents made
him one happy Santa!

Silent Night, Holy Night
Written by
Franz Xavier Gruber in 1818 in Austria

I called the police and they came and
investigated, but even if they found it we
couldn’t get it back together. I was heartbroken. But when Jenny got married we went
to Salt Lake to her wedding and before we left,
we planted a tree for her and her husband to
decorate. Jenny has her tree back!

In this year of turmoil, we need to think of
calming and peaceful things. As you read this
beautiful Carol, why don’t you sing along?

Silent Night, Holy Night
All is Calm, All is bright
Round yon Virgin, Mother and Child
Holy Infant, so tender and mild
Sleep in Heavenly Peace
Sleep in Heavenly Peace
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Is There a Santa Claus?
Dear Editor:
I am 8 years old. Some of my little friends say there is no Santa Claus. Papa says: “If you see it in THE
SUN it’s so.” Please tell me the truth: is there a Santa Claus?
Virginia O’Hanlon
115 West Ninety-Fifth Street

Virginia, your little friends are wrong.
They have been affected by the skepticism of a
skeptical age. They do not believe except what
they see. They think that nothing can be which
is not comprehensible by their little minds. All
minds, Virginia, whether they be men’s or
children’s are little.
In this great universe of ours man is a
mere insect, an ant, in his intellect, as compared by the intelligence capable of grasping
the whole of truth and knowledge.
Yes, Virginia, there is a Santa Claus.
He exists as certainly as love and generosity
and devotion exist, and you know that they
abound and give to your life its highest beauty
and joy. Alas! How dreary would be the world
if there were no Santa Claus. It would be as
dreary as if there were no Virginia. There
would be no childlike faith then, no poetry,
and no romance, to make tolerable this existence.
We should have no enjoyment, except in
sense and sight. The eternal light with which
childhood fills the world would be extinguished. Not believe in Santa Claus! You
might as well not believe in fairies!
You might get your papa to hire men to
watch in all the chimneys on Christmas Eve to
catch Santa Claus, but even if they did not see
Santa Claus coming down, what would that
prove? Nobody sees Santa Claus, but that is no
sign that there is no Santa Claus. The most real
things in the world are those that neither children nor men can see.

Did you ever see fairies dancing on the
lawn? Of course not, but that’s no proof that
they are not there. Nobody can conceive or imagine all wonders there are unseen and useable
in the world...
You tear apart a baby’s rattle and see
what makes the noise inside, but there is a veil
covering the unseen world which neither the
strongest man, nor even the united strength of
all the strongest men that ever lived could tear
apart. Only faith, fancy, poetry, love, romance
can push aside that curtain and view and picture the supernal beauty and glory beyond. Is
it all real? Ah, Virginia, in this entire world
there is nothing else real and abiding.
No Santa Claus! Thank God! He lives,
and he lives forever. A thousand years from
now, Virginia, nay, ten times ten thousand
years from now, he will continue to make glad
the heart of childhood.
“Is there a Santa Claus? Is the question
Virginia, daughter of Dr. and Mrs. Philip F.
O’Hanlon, put to the Editor of THE SUN in
September, 1897. Her letter to the New York
newspaper was received by Edward P. Mitchell, who turned it over to his associate, Francis P. Church, to answer.
With some reluctance, Mr. Church undertook the assignment. The product of his fine
nature, mellow wisdom and sound craftsmanship was the editorial articles “Is there a Santa
Claus?” perhaps the most famous editorial ever written.
It has been reproduced the world over.
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Poetry
Around the Corner

And the People Stayed Home

Submitted by Irene Champagne

by Kathleen O’Mara

Around the corner I have a friend
In this great city that has no end
Yet days go by, and weeks rush on,
And before I know it a year is gone.
And I never see my old friend’s face
For life is a swift and terrible race.
He knows I like him just as well
As in the days when I rang his bell
As he rang mine. We were younger then
And now we are busy, tired men
Tired with playing a foolish game
Tired with trying to make a name
Just to show that I’m thinking of him...”
“Tomorrow,” I say. “I will call on Jim.
But tomorrow comes – and tomorrow goes,
And the distance between us grows and grows.
Around the corner! - - yet miles away --,
“Here’s a telegram, Sir ...”
“Jim died today.”And that’s what we get, and
deserve in the end.
Around the corner, a vanished friend.

And the people stayed home
And read books, and listened, and
rested
And exercised, and made art, and
played games,
And learned new ways of being, and
were still.
And listened more deeply.
Some meditated, some prayed, some
danced.
Some met their shadows.
And the people began to think
differently.
And the people healed.
And, in the absence of people living in
ignorant, dangerous, mindless, and
heartless ways
The earth began to heal.
And when the danger passed, and the
people joined together again,
They grieved their losses, and made
new choices, And dreamed new
images.
And created new ways to live and
heal the earth fully,
As they had been healed

Charles Henson Towne

Surely He’s Real
by Dianne Ferreira
Looking out from my window
On a cold Christmas Eve
As soft, white snow blankets the yard . . .
Thin flakes fall before my eyes

Note: The above poem has a mystery about who
penned it.

Icicles twinkle like diamonds on trees
Christmas Carols play softly through the house
Family and friends gather. . .
The holiday meal

The Post’s caption reads: “Timeless History Repeats Itself.” The poem supposedly was written in
1869 and reprinted during the Spanish Flu Pandemic, in 1919.

So magical a time, I have to believe
That Santa Claus surely is real!
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Sweet and Savory
by Shirley Nolin (et al)

Sensational Truffles
2-1/2 pkg. (20 squares) of Bakers

Crabmeat Dip
Serve hot or cold with your favorite crudités
Blend:
8 oz. pkg. softened cream cheese
1/3 cup mayonnaise
1 tsp. mustard with horseradish
1 ½ Tbsp. minced onion
½ tsp. seasoned salt
Fold In:
1 tbsp. chopped parsley
Dash of garlic powder
1 can crabmeat, separated and cut into
small chunks

Semi-sweet chocolate
1 pkg. (8 oz.) cream cheese
Decorations:
Sugars, chopped nuts, sprinkles, or
Xmas-themed decorations
Melt 8 chocolate squares. Beat the cream
cheese with mixer, or beater, until creamy.
Blend in melted chocolate. Shape into 36 balls.
Place on wax paper-covered baking sheet.
Refrigerate until firm.
Melt the remaining chocolate and, using
a fork, dip the balls into the melted chocolate.
Return to clean baking sheet. Decorate and refrigerate 1 hour

Grandma’s Chocolate Peanut Butter
Treats
4 oz. chocolate, brown or white,
cut into pieces
36 Miniature peanut butter sandwich
crackers (from a 16-oz. package)

Creamy Marshmallow Peanut Candy
1 cup of peanut butter chips
1 teaspoon oil
1 can Pillsbury Vanilla Frosting
1 cup miniature marshmallows
½ cup salted peanuts

Line a cookie sheet with waxed paper.
Melt chocolate, stirring often.
Place sandwich crackers on a fork.
Dip into melted chocolate;
Gently remove the cracker from Chocó
late, letting excess drip from the fork.

Microwave Directions
Lightly butter 8-inch round or square nonmetal pan; set aside. In large, microwave-safe
bowl, combine peanut butter chips and oil; microwave on High for 1 to 1 ½ minutes or until
chips are melted and smooth.
Stir in frosting, marshmallows and peanuts until blended. (Mixture will become very
thick, knead if necessary.)
Press mixture evenly in buttered pan.
Refrigerate until set. Cut into squares.

Place cracker on waxed paper-lined
cookie sheet to dry. Repeat with remaining
crackers.
If chocolate becomes stiff, reheat it until
smooth.

Cover tightly; store in refrigerator.

When set, store in airtight containers.
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Dear Marion
by Marion Brousseau
I have friends far away. Their
daughter is getting married soon. I have
seen the daughter only twice in my lifetime. I know they will
be sending me an invitation.
I can’t make it to the wedding, but
do I have to send a gift? What is the
procedure for this situation? I am on a
fixed income like many seniors. I don’t
want them to think I don’t care.
In A Bind
Dear In A Bind,

Dale Evans

Two Cowgirl Outfits
By Marion Brousseau
For Christmas, I just wanted a Dale
Evans cowgirl outfit. I taunted my older sister
that only I was getting the outfit and not her. It
was mean of me.
Christmas morning finally came and
there, outside a big box was my great cowgirl
outfit! I put on the black, red and brown flannel shirt and the light brown skirt with the yellow fringe. There was also a brown plastic pistol with a yellow trigger and a lasso!
My sister opened a few presents, when
all of a sudden after opening a big box, she
yelled out! She held up a Dale Evans cowgirl
outfit! I couldn’t believe my eyes. She yelled
out, “Ha, ha, I got one too.”
I was angry at first, then I was happy for
her. We could be cowgirl sisters! We had many
cowgirl plays and I learned not to be so bossy.

I get this question often from seniors. Your friend wants you to know of
their happiness, but I’m sure they don’t
expect a gift from you.
A thoughtful card wishing them
well will do to acknowledge the wedding.

Happy Hanukah to Our Jewish
Friends

Merry Christmas to all and to
All the Dale Evans cowgirls!
Editor’s Note:
Marion had a very smart mother!.
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Let There Be Peace on Earth
Let there be peace on earth, and let it begin with me
Let there be peace on earth, the peace that was meant to be
With God as our father, brothers all are we
Let me walk with my brother, in peace and harmony.
Let peace begin with me, let this be the moment now
With every breath I take, let this be my solemn vow
To take each moment, to live each moment in peace eternally
Let there be peace on earth,
And let it begin with me.

Happy Holidays to All!
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