Jareds Stanton Story

A winter Day With Christopher

I have had the pleasure of knowing Chris for as long as I can remember.  
His parents Cathy and Richard were like second parents to me growing up, 
Brian a little brother, and his house on Appleton Street was like a second 
home. Helen Ahern (who was Chris’s and Brian’s old babysitter), Nana and 
Grampie, and Memae Dunne were also great to me over the years. Some of my fondest childhood memories were when the Dunne’s would take me to their beach house in Chatham.  We would go to fireworks and carnivals or just play around the beach.
There were a number of weekends they would take me to the wheelchair clinics where we would spend the day playing sports and swimming.  There were also nights when Cathy would take us to play wheelchair basketball, which is much harder then it looks, especially trying to stop.  They have taken me to the circus and a number of Red Sox games. And if I wasn’t going away with them, then I was often sleeping-over.  Cathy and Richard would let us stay up all night being loud playing video games or if they wanted us to be quiet then they would rent  us a movie, which just delayed the loud video game playing for a few hours.  They should have rented us two movies. Every Sunday after Mass I would beg my parents to let me go with Richard, Chris, and Brian to McDonald’s for lunch.  I would always order regular Coke in spite of my parents since they would only let me drink diet. Unfortunately, Richard then had to deal with me being off the wall, so I 
don’t think my parents minded too much. I would often go directly up to Chris’s house after school, sometimes even beating his bus, where either Helen or Grampie where waiting patiently by the door.  As soon as he got in we would play video games for hours on end while Helen served us open-faced grilled cheeses (one of Chris’s favorites)or sometimes milk and cookies.  She always took care of us. Since I am almost 2 years older than Chris and in the older brother type role I would never let him win, especially when it came to video games. But when he did win he did the same routine every time.  I can remember it like it was yesterday.  In a very excited state, he would pull himself 
straight up in his wheelchair, raise one arm in the air of course in the 
“I’m number” position and just leave it there (but he was smart about it 
too because he would always raise the arm on the opposite side of me 
because he knew if it came in my direction whatsoever I would smack it 
right down) and he would just leave it up until I had no choice but to 
forcefully put it down.  But the one thing I will never forget is the smile 
that he had on his face for the rest of the day; no matter if he lost the 
next football game by 50, he was satisfied with himself that he had won.  
Now that I think about it that really ticked me off because it was kind of 
like a hahaha I just one up’d you cocky kind of smile. Hockey games were his favorite, probably because he always used to beat me in them. When Cathy would ask me what games should she get Chris and Brian for their birthdays or Christmas I would always recommend one’s that I thought I could beat Chris in, I should have never recommended hockey. Every Christmas morning I would go up there before Church and before they left for the Cape to try out his new toys and video games before I even tried out my own. Snow days from school.  I bet Cathy is shaking her head right now because I know Helen is rolling over in her grave.  Those were the days that we tended to get in the most trouble.  I remember one snow day in particular I could have been no older than 11, Chris 9 or 10, and Brian, I have no idea how old he was but if you knew him back then he was up for anything as long as you involved him. We decided to go sledding next door to their house in which there is a good 40-50 foot small but steep hill.  We often did this, but this time there had to be at least a couple feet of snow on the ground, the top layer being a sheet of ice, and at the bottom of the hill was a good perfect 4 or 5 foot ramp that would take you halfway across Elliott Street and if you weren’t careful all the way down steep Appleton Street heading onto busy Lebanon. Well, as Cathy would probably say at this age Brian and I were a bit on the stubborn side, actually more clearly she would say we were on the “thick” side. Chris definitely had a better grasp on reality then we did.  So to make a long story short we weren’t very careful that day.  We always did a trial run in which we would through the sled down the hill and see where it landed.  You lways had to land and aim a little right so you didn’t risk getting caught on the ice and flying down Appleton at an unstoppable pace. On this day the sled landed across the street onto Mr. Blood’s yard and into the bushes.  Brian and I of course thought that looked crazy and fun so we did it a few times and with only a few minor scratches.  Well, now it was Chris’s turn.  Usually we didn’t bring him up there, but that days’ sledding was too good to be true.  So we put him in the sled, I won’t say it was against his will but maybe not in his favor, and got him up the hill.  After a 5 minute pep talk Chris was ready to do his thing.  I knew he did this before but it was under his parent’s supervision or better yet with one of his parents steering. I told him to close his eyes count 3 and it would be all over.  So I gave him a little push and off he went, but as soon as he went I knew I forgotten the cardinal rule of the hill, aim a little right.  Chris was hanging on for dear life, with his eyes closed I am sure, going so far left that as soon as he went off the ramp he landed smack in the middle of Appleton Street heading down on to Lebanon. Brian and I flew down the hill trying tocatch Chris, who was a good 15 yards ahead of us, and was going twice as fast.  Well we finally did catch up to Chris; he was about 10 ft from busy Lebanon Street, and as angry as I have ever seen him. He looked me in the eyes, with his glasses covered in snow and said without a blink; “I counted to 37.”  I don’t believe we sledded together again.  And Brian I don’t care if you were 3,4, or 5 years old you were equally at fault. I have many more memories of Chris and the great times I had with him and his family. We would be here all day if I told you any more. Chris is a very special person; with a heart of gold with a personality too match.  I often called him Governor or Mayor Dunne because he knew everyone.  Maybe up in Heaven Chris can get in with the Bambino and have him kick this curse on the Red Sox.  I wouldn’t put it past him.  Everyone who has met Chris adored him and has been touched by his positive, easy-going, cheery self. John Homer Miller wrote:  "Your living is determined not so much by what 
life brings to you as by the attitude you bring to life; not so much by 
what happens to you as by the way your mind looks at what happens."
Chris played the cards he was dealt damn near perfect and I admired him so 
much.  He was the best person!  Chris I am going to miss you, I love and 
admire you so much, and you are one of my very best friends.  I am going to 
miss you buddy!
