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As summer starts, let us all take in the warmth of the sun and enjoy 

this upcoming weather. Pree, our Activities director, has a fun summer 

planned for us.  As Kelly is leaving the community, please welcome 

Heather Malloy to our community. I am also pleased to share that 

Betsy Weixel will be returning to Chesterbrook.  

 

As we ease restrictions, please remember that COVID-19 has not been 

eradicated. We must stay vigilant, so please continue to wear your face 

mask in the common areas of the community.     
   

 

 

 

 

 

Health Tip Number 1 
Don’t drink sugar calories 

Sugary drinks are among the most fattening items you can put into 

your body. This is because your brain doesn’t measure calories from 

liquid sugar the same way it does for solid food.  

Therefore, when you drink soda, you end up eating more total calo-

ries. Sugary drinks are strongly associated with obesity, type 2 diabetes, heart disease, and 

many other health problems.  

Keep in mind that certain fruit juices may be almost as bad as soda in this regard, as they 

sometimes contain just as much sugar. Their small amounts of antioxidants do not negate the 

sugar’s harmful effects.  

              

The Executive Director’s Report 

Vijay Maharajan 

https://www.healthline.com/nutrition/13-ways-sugary-soda-is-bad-for-you
https://www.healthline.com/nutrition/fruit-juice-is-just-as-bad-as-soda
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A Spirituality to Grow Old By 
My name is Father Tuck Grinnell, a retired Catholic priest of the Diocese 

of Arlington.   I live in a retirement home for priests in Annandale named 

St. Rose of Lima.  There are 11 of us currently living at St. Rose Villa.   Eve-

ryone has their own apartment, but we share lunch and dinner 5 days a 

week if we choose.  I have now been retired almost 3 years and have 

found the adjustment to my new way of life quite interesting.   Probably 

like you, I found going from “being in charge” to retirement a real transi-

tion.   

There was, of course, the great liberation of not having a parish schedule to respond to.   There 

is real freedom in being able to set your own schedule.  Now, I can “pick and choose” the differ-

ent ministries that I would like to be involved in. I can also try different ministries that I did not 

have time for before. Before Covid 19, I was able to begin jail ministry in the Alexandria and 

Fairfax jails and even was part of a team that ministered at Sussex1(a prison in southern Virgin-

ia). 

I love now being able to respond to people in a simpler way. I rejoice to be able to take my 

friend to the doctor or another friend for her cataract surgery. Before, the demands of my par-

ish work did not permit me to do these simple human gestures. I love being able to go for 

walks with friends and having coffee or lunch with them.  If someone has an 80th birthday on a 

Saturday night, I can attend—before there would have been Saturday Masses and confessions.  

Now, I can be there as part of the celebration.   

 

There are limitations in retirement too, as you can imagine.  I do not have the energy that I 

once had and so I get less done.  Also, there are fewer people in my life.  Before, there was a 

parish full of people to minister to, and now, I have to reach out to people.  I have to make the 

call.  I have to ask my friend to tea.  I have to write the letter. I have to follow through with each 

person. I have to be more “proactive” in my approach to people and ministries.  

  

I now have to seize opportunities to see and engage with people. I have joined a couple of 

weekly blogs. One blog features the weekly reflections of the classmates that I graduated from 

college 51 years ago.  What a joy to hear from classmates that I have not seen nor heard from 

in 51 years.  How interesting their lives turned out.  Another joy is to have a biweekly ZOOM 

meeting with classmates that I went to graduate school with in Belgium.  Many who join the 

ZOOM meeting I have not talked with in 48 years.  I hate to say it, but many of my classmates 

look a lot better than I do!   What a joy to see and hear from them.  

  

One sobering note is that St. Rose of Lima is probably the last place I will 

live.  I was used to moving from parish to parish and from community to 

community.  Now, I will be here until the Lord takes me home.  My new 

field of interest has to also be here “at home”.  This community of other 

priests are my companions in living and aging on my last journey in life.  I 

know that I need to “tend my garden” here.  I know that I have to bloom 

where I am planted.   Here I will discover new challenges and new joys.   
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Fear 
We were afraid of the dark 

and we survived darkness 

 

we were afraid of fire 

and we subdued fire 

 

we were afraid of animals 

and we subdued animals 

 

we do not fear hunger 

cold or disease  

 

we were afraid of God 

and God gave in to us 

 

now that we’re left to ourselves 

our fear has never been greater 

 

Henry Grynberg 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Photo by: Joy Wagner  
niece of our resident  

Mary Dracoulis. 
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Forrest Gump Goes to Heaven 

 

The day finally arrived:  Forrest Gump dies and goes to heaven. He is at the pearly gates, met by Saint Peter 

himself. Saint Peter says, “Well Forrest, it's certainly good to see you.  We have heard a lot about you.  I must 

inform you that the place is filling up fast, and we've been administering an entrance examination for everyone. 

The test is short and you have to pass before you can get into heaven. “   

“What days of the week begin with the letter T? How many seconds are there in a year? 

What is God's first name?” 

“Forrest says, “Well.  The first one—how many days in the week begin with the letter ‘T’?  That one's easy; that 

would  be today & tomorrow.” 

 

The saint's eyes open wide and he exclaims!! “Forrest, that's not what I was thinking,   but .... I'll give you credit for 

that answer,   how about the second one?” asks  Peter, “How many seconds in a year ?”  

“Now that one's harder, “  says Forrest,  “but I thunk and thunk and guess the only answer can be is Twelve.”  

 

Astounded, St. Peter says, “Twelve? Forrest, how in heavens name could you come up with twelve seconds in a 

year?”  “Shucks, there's gotta be Twelve:  January 2nd, February 2nd, March 2nd,” “Hold it,” interrupts St. Peter. “I 

see where you're going with this, and I’ll have to give you credit for that one, too. 

Let's go on with the next and final question “Can you tell me God's first name?” “Sure” Forrest replied,  “It's 

Andy.” 

 “Andy” exclaimed an exasperated and frustrated St. Peter,  “Okay, I can understand how you came up with 

your answers to my first two questions,  but how in the world did you come up with the name of Andy as 

the first name of God?”  “That was the easiest one of all,” Forrest replied.” I learnt it from the song: 

 

Andy walks with me. 

Andy talks with me. 

Andy tells me I am his own.” 

 

Saint Peter opens the pearly gates and says:  “Run, Forrest,  run.” 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      A Bit O’ Fun 
With Bill O’Shea 
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My name is Mar-

celina Solongon 

Amor; here at Ches-

terbrook I go by Mercy. 

I’m from the land of a 

beautiful, hospitable, 

and hard-working peo-

ple: The Republic of the 

Philippines. 

For two years, I worked as a secretary in a 

doctor’s office. I then applied as a domestic 

helper with the royal family in Saudi Arabia, 

working for Prince Bandar Bin Abdulaziz. I 

worked in the palace there for only a 

month.  

Then my boss surprised me saying he was planning to take me to America; I had tears in 

my eyes as going to America was a dream come true. The first thing I thought of was now I 

can help my family in the Philippines. I worked in the Saudi Embassy residence for four 

years and was able to travel to many different places with my boss— to London, Paris, As-

pen, Colorado, Texas and Saudi Arabia. The family travels a lot in their own private airplane. 

 

I stopped working for the Saudi Embassy when I got pregnant with my son Jaymar. Many 

years later, I decided to go back to work when one day I met my son’s friend J. B. Ramos 

who worked as a server at Chesterbrook Residences. I asked him if there might be a job 

available there for me. He told me I should apply as a server. However I was too late be-

cause the job he told me about was already filled by a nice young man named Marvin.  

 

I applied again for a job at Chesterbrook in the housekeeping department and this time I 

was lucky; it wasn’t long before I began to work with Shirley Songco, a very nice person 

who has a good heart both inside and out. She has become my best friend. 

 

After five years, I decided once more to try for a job in the dining room as a server; this 

time I was successful. I feel safe here and I love working with all the residents, the Executive 

Director, and the Dining Room Director. I have worked for Chesterbrook for almost 11 

years and I will always try to do my very best for you with all my heart.   

Meet Our Chesterbrook Staff 

Marcelina “Mercy” Amor 

 Dining Room Department 

Laritza Esmeralda Ortiz  

 Housekeeping Department 

My name is Laritza  

Esmeralda Ortiz. I was 

born in San Miguel El Sal-

vador. I moved to the 

United States in 2016 with 

one of my children. I am a 

mother of four and live in Culmore with my 

son. Culmore is located in Bailey’s Cross-

roads, Virginia. I have been working at Ches-

terbrook Residences for one year in house-

keeping, cleaning and vacuuming, and working 

in the laundry.  I love what I do and especially 

enjoy helping seniors. 
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TO MY DEAR CHESTERBROOK FRIENDS AND FAMILY, 

  

I’ve spent 13 amazing years here at Chesterbrook helping so many won-

derful residents and their families. I have so many memories that I will 

cherish for the rest of my life because of the way you all have touched my 

heart. I have decided that the time is right for me to continue my journey 

and passion of working with seniors as a professional care manager in the 

Northern Virginia region. In my new role, I will help senior adults—and their families—

match the care and service they need with those who can provide it, either in their own 

homes, or in care facilities. 

  

I’m excited about this new chapter in my life but am sad to leave so many great people I am 

proud to call my friends. I appreciate each and every one of you and consider it an honor 

and a privilege to have had the opportunity to be part of your lives. Thank you so very 

much. 

  

All my Love and Prayers, 

Until We Meet Again 

  

Kelly 

 

A couple of weeks ago, two huge boxes strapped to two wooden pallets appeared outside 

the Multi-Purpose Room.  We all wondered what in the world could be inside.  The mystery 

continued for weeks. Then a mysterious notice appeared on the dining room tables one day: 

“The dining room will be closed on Tuesday for lunch and dinner.  We will reopen on 

Wednesday for breakfast.” 

That Wednesday morning we noticed two things: the two huge boxes had magically           

disappeared and for the first time in many weeks, pancakes suddenly appeared on the dining 

room menu for breakfast.       

 Question: What do these two events have in common? 

TURN THE PAGE 

The Mystery of the Huge Boxes  ? ? 

A fond farewell to Kelly 
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The two boxes contained a brand-new cook stove and a griddle for making pancakes and 

other delights. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Anastacia Tapia prepares dinner of the new Cook Stove alongside the new Griddle. 

Edith Collins    June 2 
Roger Burchfield  June 5 
Irmgard Bruno      June 7 
Alva Marticelli      June 8 
Bill McShea      June 15 
Evelyn Shimko                   June 15 
Diane Paar       June 16 
Marilyn Glassman      June 24 
Ahmad Mushtaq                 June 30 

 

THE MYSTERY REVEALED 

June      4             DONALDSON NICOL 
June      17           ANGELE AUGUSTINE 
June      18           DICKSON OWUSU ANSAH 
June      22           CONSORCIA APAYA 
June      27           ROGELIO CARMONA 
June      28           HARAM ELSHEIKH 
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M 
Y NAME IS JAN E. BONAME, I 

WAS born and raised in Fargo, 

North Dakota.  My father was 

born in Norway, just below the Arctic Cir-

cle and my mom’s father came to the Unit-

ed States from Northern Ireland during 

the potato famine.  I am an only 

child but had a best friend, Jerry, 

with whom I have wonderful 

childhood memories.  Growing 

up in North Dakota was just as 

most people think of, lots of 

snow.  I enjoyed all the winter 

sports.  Cross country skiing 

and ice skating were among my 

favorites.  One thing Fargo is 

known for, of course, is the movie Fargo.   

 

The baseball player, Roger Marris was born 

in Fargo so I saw the beginnings of his 

baseball career.  Dad worked for Western 

Union for his entire career.  One of his du-

ties was singing telegrams.  He was always 

out on Christmas Eve singing.  He was 

flawless at Morse code well into his older 

years. 

 

Mom was a home keeper seeing that dad 

and I were taken care of in the wintery 

weather in Fargo. Mother was kept busy 

during tax season typing up tax returns.   

 

I remember while growing up seeing the 

stars in neighborhood windows.  The blue 

stars meant they have a loved one fighting 

in the war and the gold stars were placed 

in the window when a loved one was killed 

in action. 

I attended North Dakota University and 

continued my education at the University 

of Michigan to receive a Masters in Nutri-

tion.  My husband, Pete and I were married 

for 60 years until his passing 5 years ago.  

Our courtship was like something from a 

movie (“You’ve got Mail”). 

 

 Pete was over in Korea fighting and one of 

his relatives asked if I would like to write 

to one of their nephews to bring a piece of 

home to him.  Pete and I start-

ed writing and the letters start-

ed coming more frequent as a 

connection was made. 

 

  When Pete came home from 

Korea, he came to Fargo and 

we met and the rest as they say 

was history.  Pete worked in 

the insurance business which 

had us move to several parts of the coun-

try.  We loved traveling and visiting many of 

our National Parks. We had 3 children, 

Mark, Jenny, and Carol. We lost our daugh-

ter, Jenny, to cancer 5 years ago.  

 

I am enjoying life with 6 grandchildren and 

2 great grandchildren with one more on 

the way.  We have a close knit family and 

enjoy large family gatherings. I have been 

fortunate to have the opportunity to travel 

with my daughter, Carol, to many places in 

Europe.  Among my favorites are France, 

Holland, and Germany.  

  

I’ve lived here at Chesterbrook for 5 years.  

The girls did some research for a place for 

Pete and I to live to be closer to them and 

discovered Chesterbrook.  We moved here 

from Charlottesville.  I’ve been very happy 

here and made many friends.  I have been 

active in the Chesterbrook community 

serving on many committees and working 

in our Corner Store.  

Resident’s Interview 
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                                          [Continued from last month]   

That early January afternoon, when Uncle Freddy pulled up in front 

of 722 ‘M’ St. we all tumbled out anxious to explore our new 

home. Some of my fondest memories and much of the action in 

this book happened here! We ran upstairs, downstairs, down to the 

basement, back upstairs again, exploring every nook. The house had 

stood vacant for a couple of weeks and it was cold; it took Freddy 

quite a long while to get the old coal furnace roaring. Once the 

house warmed up we looked around more carefully and found a 

bunch of new furniture, a new red couch with matching chair 

(Dad’s chair), a living room table, a floor lamp and new beds for us 

upstairs. The only things Dad moved from New Haven were his 

and Mom’s bed, the chifferobe, kitchen table and chairs (including 

the one with the broken leg), and two benches.  

 

Within the larger outer boundary of the South 

End I described last month, our immediate 

neighborhood was bound by Winkler, Rodman, 

Taylor Blvd., and Central Ave. (Churchill 

Downs—most everyone called it ’the track’— 

was located between Central and Longfield.)  

 

The other streets in our neighborhood were 

Hardy, ‘M,’ Iowa, Heywood, and Burton. The 

track was only four blocks from our home; the 

races were our primary source of spending 

money. Davis Donuts, on the corner of Rodman and Winkler, made the yummiest chocolate 

doughnuts I ever ate: where the yeast bubbles burst rivers of chocolate rushed in to fill the 

caverns, mmm! Nearly every Sunday night, Mom sent us down to buy a couple dozen. 

When we got there, the store was almost always packed—tells you how good they were—

and we’d have to wait sometimes 20 minutes, even longer if they ran out of chocolate. Da-

vis’ was only a couple blocks from our house so the doughnuts were still hot when we got 

home. 

 

At first there was only a light sprinkling of kids in our neighborhood; then, 

we ignited a veritable kid explosion when seven of us between the ages of 

2 and 13 moved in. At first, the neighbors were terrified of the havoc this 

many kids might generate. The gentleness of Mom’s children soon put their 

minds at rest. 

                                                                 [Continued Next Month]   

Growing Up in the South End       
 Excerpted from the book by Dick Bowling 

Map of Our Local Neighborhood 


