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 Notes from the Editor:    

One of the primary reasons for elders to 

address the climate crisis is because of how 

this crisis contributes to racial and eco-

nomic injustice. This injustice has its 

roots in colonialism and oppression. We 

have become a nation that derives most of 

its productivity from non-renewable re-

sources— where elites skim a certain percentage off the top and 

spend that money on non-productive activities instead of investing it 

in productive enterprises.  This country continues to view indigenous 

lands as assets to plunder and to use minority communities as suitable 

sites for waste disposal and destruction as we continue to sacrifice 

black, brown and indigenous lives.  This system is crushing our democ-

racy, our people and our planet. It is up to us to end it.    
                     Extracted and revised from a statement by Elder Climate Action Network 
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Nursing Home in NY as a teenager. 

While pursuing nursing in college, I devel-

oped my love of working with 

the elderly. Since attaining my 

degree in Business Administra-

tion, I have worked in many ca-

pacities in the medical field 

from Home Health, CNA, 

Healthcare Supervisor, Admis-

sions for a Nursing school, Di-

rector of Admissions, as well as hospice.  

I’m looking forward to sharing my love 

for working with seniors and their fami-

lies at Chesterbrook. 

The Executive Director’s Report 

Welcome  

Heather Malloy 

My name is Heather Malloy and I have 

the privilege to be the new Director of 

Community Relations & Marketing. 

I’m married with 3 adult children, 

one precious 7 year old Grand-

daughter, and one on the way.  I 

love to cook, decorate, and enter-

tain my family and friends.  

 

Originally from St Andrews, Jamai-

ca, my parents migrated to America when 

I was a child.  We lived in Brooklyn, NY 

then later moved to Long Island, where I 

grew up. I started my journey in  

the medical field as a volunteer at a local  

I ran into an old friend last week. We talked and reminisced 

about old times. When we parted, we promised to keep in 

touch. As he left, he said “let’s be intentional about it.” As I 

thought about it, the word “intentional” can apply to many areas 

of our lives. Life is hectic and full of distractions. We INTEND to 

keep in touch, to volunteer, to donate; but life happens, and we 

never seem to get around to it. My promise to myself is to be 

intentional this month. With all that we went through this past 

year, let us all do our part to be intentional. 

  

Regards, 

  

Vijay Maharajan 

Vijay Maharajan 



 

4 

A Spirituality to Grow Old By 
This morning I spent two hours on Zoom with a small group of seven 

who are reflecting on the book, Still Praying After All These Years 

(Meditations for Later Life), by Susan Carol Scott, a spiritual director 

and retired healthcare chaplain. My sharing group is now in their 70”s 

and 80’s.  Scott’s book includes reflections from folk who are in their 

70’s,  80’s and 90’s -- so they lead us into the years’ ahead. 

  

The group in the book, like you, have already faced the downsizing and moving to a new envi-

ronment. So many adjustments and changes have been made.  Many have made one more 

move to a healthcare facility. Many seemed to make a new adventure of this move, expecting 

and looking to new beginnings. An openness, flexibility even, to these hard changes (although 

processing authentic grief along the way), are filled with receiving something new.  I think of 

the scripture from Isaiah 43:19, “ See, I am doing something new, do you not perceive it?” Oh, that 

we are able to pay attention to the newness EVEN in the middle of hard happenings in our 

life! Oh, that we can keep the open heart in the midst of difficult changes. These are the folks I 

want to hang around with because they shape and form my own way of living and responses 

to life.   

  
Who in your communities helps you to stay open to newness in the middle of changes? 

Is there a time you helped someone else ponder the something new in their challenges?     

  
The important thing in our own spirituality and in assisting another is to hold open in equal 

measure both the difficulty, grief, pain AND the invitation to a new way of being, whatever that 

is. Our very LIFE is the prayer we have. 

  
When Dick Bowling called to ask me to write this, I was just reading Mary Oliver’s poem, 

Praying.  I think I'll close with it as she reminds us of the simplicity of staying open. 

  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Spiritual Reflector with Ignatian Volunteer Corp; 

Shalem Spiritual Guidance Program, staff associate. 

It doesn’t have to be 

the blue iris, it could be 

weeds in a vacant lot, or a few   

small stones; just 

pay attention, then patch 

A few words together, and don't try 

to make them elaborate, this isn’t 

a contest but the doorway 

Into thanks, and a silence in which 
Another voice can speak.                                                                                      
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A Teenage Boy and His Dad  

 
A teenage boy had just passed his driver’s test and inquired of his father as to when they could discuss 

his use of the car.  His father said he would strike a deal with his son.  “You bring your grades up, study 

the Bible a little, and get your hair cut. This is when we'll talk about the car.” The boy thought about 

that for a moment, decided he'd settle for the offer, and they agreed on it. 

 

After about six weeks, his father said, “I've observed your grades are up and that you have been studying 

your Bible, but I'm disappointed you haven’t had your hair cut.” “You know Dad, I've been thinking about 

that, and I've noticed in my studies of the bible that Samson had long hair. Moses had long hair. John the 

Baptist had long hair, and there's strong evidence that Jesus had long hair. (You're going to love the Dad’s 

reply) “DID  YOU  NOTICE  THAT  THEY  ALL  WALKED  EVERY WHERE  THEY  WENT?” 

      A Bit O’ Fun 
With Bill O’Shea 

A Young Boy Enters a Barber Shop 

  

A young boy enters a barber shop and the barber whispers to his customer,  “This is the dumbest 

kid in the world.  Watch, I will prove it to you.” The barber puts a dollar bill in one hand and two 

quarters in the other, then calls the boy over and asks, “Which do you want, son?” The boy takes the 

quarters and leaves. “What did I tell you?” said the barber, “that kid never learns!” Later, when the 

customer leaves, he sees the the same young boy coming out of the ice cream store. “Hey, son! May I 

ask you a question? Why did you take the quarters instead of the dollar bill?” The boy licked his cone 

and replied,  “Because the day I take the dollar, the game is over!” 

 

A Mild-Mannered Man and His Bossy Wife 

 

A mild-mannered man was tired of being bossed around by his wife, so he went to a psy-

chiatrist for help. The psychiatrist said he needed to build his self-esteem. He gave the man 

a book on assertiveness which the man read on the subway home. The man stormed into 

the house and walked up to his wife. Pointing a finger at her, he said, “From now on I want 

you to know that I am the man of this house and my word is the law! I 

want you to prepare me a gourmet meal tonight, and when I’m finished 

eating it, I expect a sumptuous dessert afterward. Then you are to draw 

me a bath so I can relax, and when I’m finished with my bath, guess who’s 

going to dress me and comb my hair?” “The funeral director,” responded 

his wife. 
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Meet Our Chesterbrook Staff 

Alicia Mingote  
 Dining Room Staff 

My name is Alicia Min-

gote; I am 57 years old. I 

was  born and raised in 

our beautiful country, 

the Philippines. I am the 

eldest of nine children 

of Bonifacio Tabaquero 

and the late Avelina 

Tabaquero. I have been 

married to my loving 

husband, Robert Mingote, for 33 years now. 

We were blessed with five wonderful chil-

dren: Joyce, Krista, Krizzia, Lorenz, and Jerick. 

I also have a beautiful little granddaughter 

named Alison.  

 

In my free time, I like to spend time with my 

family. I love taking care of my granddaughter 

on my days off. I also like to cook for my 

family and sometimes go out for a massage 

or a walk at the mall.  Also, I make video calls 

to my family back home. Lastly, I like to travel 

and see what the world has to offer.  

 

While in Maryland, I started working in the 

dietary department at an assisted living facili-

ty  and at Fort Washington Hospital. When 

we moved to Virginia in 2016, I began work 

for Sunrise of Mclean where I still work part-

time. Later I learned about Chesterbrook  

and now work here part-time as well.  

 

I love every moment of my job. I love what I 

am doing. I try to establish rapport with ther 

esidents, learning their favorite foods and 

drinks. This way I make them feel they are 

cared for. At the end of the day, I try to make 

them feel at home. 

My Name is Jacqueline White. I 

was born on the beautiful is-

land of Jamaica in the city of 

Montego Bay. I am a wife and 

proud mother of two beautiful 

kids who are now very inde-

pendent grown adults. 

  

My desire to work in the nursing field started 

with my frustration to adequately assist my 

grandmother during her illness.  A couple of 

years after her passing, I came to the United 

States where I pursued a career in nursing. I re-

ceived on the job training that ultimately boost-

ed my experience and growth. 

  

When my training was completed, I took the 

board exam as a Registered Medical Assistant 

(RMA). I have now accumulated 18 years experi-

ence and am currently employed at Chester-

brook Residences as a Medication Aid where I 

have worked since July, 2011. 

 

I truly enjoy working here, the residents are ab-

solutely amazing and bring me great joy during 

my day-to-day interactions coupled with my rela-

tions with my co-workers for whom I have noth-

ing but love and admiration.  

  

Working at Chesterbrook has helped me in 

more ways than I can count. My work here 

brings me a feeling of fulfillment; I am now able 

to help others who are truly in need of a warm 

and comfortable environment surrounded by 

people who really care about their laughter and 

health.  This is the kind of environment I ulti-

mately wanted for my grandmother. 

Jacqueline White 
 The Nurses Station 
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A horse, a pony, a bunny  

and a baby kangaroo 
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                                 We Know 

 

We know there is life  

but not how to live 

we know there is love  

but not how to love 

we know there is death 

but not how to die 

 

we know of robots 

who’ve been allowed too much 

and of an experiment  

that has slipped out of a lab 

 

we know of an error 

but we don’t know where 

 

Henry Grynberg 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Photo by: Joy Wagner  

niece of our resident  
Mary Dracoulis). 

Henry’s Life Follows 
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Resident’s Interview 

My name is Henry (orig. Henryk) Grynberg; 

I was born on July 4, 1936, in Warsaw, Po-

land. My parents were Abram and Sara (later 

Sofia). My father was a dairy merchant; my 

mother a grade school teacher. I had a 

brother, Baruch, five years my junior. I spent 

the years from 1942 to 1944 in hiding places 

and passing as a non-Jew. My mother and I 

were the sole survivors from our family of 

the Nazi Holocaust.  

 

In 1959, I received an M.A. in journalism 

from the University of Warsaw. But I did not 

want to work for the one-sided manipula-

tive media producing propaganda for the 

one-party communist rule. And so, I escaped 

into Warsaw’s Jewish repertory theater led 

by the famous Ida Kamińska and worked 

there as an actor and translator. In 1966, I 

was elected President of the Local Council 

of the Union of Workers of Culture and Art.  

 

At the end of 1967, I traveled to the United 

States and after eight weeks performing 

with a theater company on Broadway. I did 

not return to Poland. Instead, I joined my 

mother in California who had immigrated 

five years earlier; my defection being an act 

of protest against the communist regime's 

anti-Jewish political campaign, and the cen-

sorship of my writings.  

 

In California, I tried freelance writing and 

lecturing. But as it turned out, I was better 

off working as a physical laborer at a sheet 

metal company. Here, I saved enough money 

to enroll in the GraduateSchool of the Uni-

versity of California Los Angeles Slavic Dept. 

and in 1971, earned 

my M.A. in Russian Lit-

erature.  

 

Then the Federal Government made me an 

offer I couldn’t refuse and for the next twenty 

years (1971-1991) I slaved for the U.S. Infor-

mation Agency as a journalist, editor, and 

broadcaster for the Voice of America.  

 

My literary career began back in 1959 in Po-

land with my first short story and my first 

book in 1963.  To date, I have published about 

forty books of prose, poetry, essays and some 

drama. In February 1992, I was invited by the 

filmmaker Paweł Łoziński to travel back to 

Poland to make a documentary film regarding 

the circumstances of the death of my father 

and my toddler brother, Baruch.  

The video entitled "Miejsce urodzenia" or 

“Birthplace” is available on YouTube. 

 

Three years ago this month, I contracted the 

West Nile virus which partially paralyzed my 

legs and thus I landed here at Chesterbrook 

Residences.  When I was in my mid-twenties, 

tired of daily-life difficulties in the Polish Peo-

ple’s Republic, I dreamed of joining a monas-

tery—not as a convert but simply as a resi-

dent—where, for my room and board, I 

would contribute all my writing royalties. 

Now I feel my dream has come true—here  

at Chesterbrook!   

      I was twice married and divorced but 

have no regrets because as I admitted years 

ago in a poem:                                      

 I have married a sheet of paper                                                                                              

 my children are these small letters 
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[Last issue I described arriving at and exploring our new home at 722 ‘M’ , our new 

furniture, our neighborhood’s location and shopping for donuts at Davis Donuts. DB] 

In the South End, the following places on Fourth St.  

figure prominently  in my story (see maps, May & 

June Issues): my school, Holy Name, was located 

between Iowa and Heywood Avenues.  Scobee’s 

Hardware and Woolworth’s 5 & 10 cent store were located be-

tween Heywood and Central.  Wagner’s Drugstore—where Fa-

ther Tim used to send us to pick up his (free!) daily racing 

form—was at the corner of Fourth and Central.  Around the 

corner from Wagner’s was Jutts Tavern where Jimmy’s country 

music band played in the early 1950s (more later).  

Alleys: In Louisville, like many cities, the streets were laid out 

in a grid pattern; often with an alley in between— like, between 

M and Iowa.  Because of the alley, there were no driveways eat-

ing up huge chunks of real estate; so the short 700 block of M 

St., between Rodman and Taylor, was crammed with nearly 40 

houses.  The lots were so narrow when I was 10; I could stand 

between our house and the house next door and touch both at the same time.  The alley 

was an integral part of our neighborhood. It gave access to garages, for garbage pick-up, of-

fered a treasure trove of trash-finds for those of us on the lookout for them, was a quick ex-

it to church, school and our friends’ houses, and a place to race our alley carts. 

 

Our House on ‘M’ Street: On the outside, our two-story house looked pretty big to me; 

inside, it was jam-packed with nine and soon ten of us living there and only three small bed-

rooms.  On the first floor, the living room stretched across the width of the house, with 

stairs on the right leading up; it had two large front windows with a smaller one on each 

side. Jimmy helped Mom set up the furniture. They pushed the couch against 

the wall under one of the small side windows and set Dad’s chair by one of 

the front windows.  They placed the new table and lamp in front of the oth-

er window.  A set of French doors separated the living room from the dining 

room where we ate. Next to the dining room was a small kitchen; a door 

hid a pantry with steps running down to the basement. Upstairs, a short 

hallway connected the three bedrooms and the bath.  This was the first 

bathroom of our own we ever had.                   [Continued Next Month]                                                                                                

                                                         

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

The Bowlings    

c. 1945 (top-bottom; L-R) 

Jimmy 

 Bob, Dick, Ben 

Earl, Rose Marie, J. I. 

Kathleen  


