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To Your Health

By Dr. Daniel Scarbrough, Corporate Medical Director, Cormmunity Health Systems, Inc.
“Chronic Pain”

This month let's talk about chronic pain or pain which does not go away after six months. It can keep
vou from dolng your normal activities and occurs from any injury or illness which causes pain which
does not go away and happens when an injury permanently damages a portion of your body, It can also
be an abnormal nervous system response to injury such as "phantom pain” which is pain that feels like
it is coming from a body part that has been amputated. It continues even after the iliness is over or the
injury has healed.

Your doctor will examine you to determine if you have it and you may have to complete a pain diary
and may need other tests. The goals of treatment are to improve your guality of life and decrease the
pain. The pain is usually treated with medications (pain killers or antidepressants) and therapy. Physical
therapy and exercise will make your muscles stronger and reduce pain and occupational therapy will
teach you how to pace yourself to do daily tasks. Treatment includes weight loss, heatthier living
(quitting srmoking, less alcohol) and getting regular sleep. Many different medications treat chronic
pain. Some you can buy over the counter such as Tylenol and Motrin. Other requires prescriptions such
as opiods, antidepressants, anticonvulsants, and Lidocaine, Your doctor will determine which medicine
vou need depending on the type of iliness or the cause of the pain. Musculoskeletal pain such as arthri-
tis can be treated with anti-inflammatory medicines and nerve related pain can be treated with antide-
pressants, anticonvulsants and Lidocaine. Your treatment may not stop your pain but is should help you
to enjoy life more.




f"!'lmy activities, on the clendars, where there are
trips out of the building, an asterisk [*] will be
boside the activity. This means you have to sign
up for these trips on the on the sign-up sheets,
in a notebook, at the ront desk. It is your re-
sponsibility to sign-up If you want to go. First
come, first serve. Don't miss out on not being
able to po to any outside activitles because you
forgot to sign up.

Mobility Central will be at Chateau Vestavia on
the fourth Fricdey of every month to perform a
free maintenance service on your adaptive eguip-
(ment.

As a reminder to our residents: We welcome you
o invite a puest{s] to share meals with you. Espe-
cially during the holidays; it is important to allow
the dining staff a 24=hour advance notice in or-
der for us 1o accommodate your guest[s] elfi-
ciently.

' From the Directors Desk: |

Greatings to all of our residents, neighbors,
and friends of Chateau Vestavia.

Spring is right around the corner, and that
rmeans projects inside and out here at Chateau
Vestavia. We are finishing up our independent
living lobby and commeon area refurbishments
and will be working outside the community to
plant spring flowers and get reacy for spring
and summer. We also have plans to pressure
wash the outside of the buildings again this
spring, as well as freshen up the courtyard ar-
eas, We will also be painting the chairs on the
front porches and getting them ready for
wiarmer weather.

Chie Blaokeshy

HAPPY BIRTHDAY
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Welcome New Residents:

We would like to extend a warm and
friendly welcome to our newest residents.
Please take a moment to make our newest

neiphbors leel welcome.




Christ in a Strangers Guise

O unseasonably showy Apdll in the mid-Gluliani era, my
teenage daughter, Amanda, and | had the great fortune to
take a whirlwind trip to Mew York City to see a Broadway
play during her spring break from school. This was not just
a trip, but a “storming” of the Blg Apple, with all expenses
pald by my employer for recognition of a successful pro-
ject, complete with flrst-class alrfare, two seats to Pho-
torn of the Opera, dinner at Tavemn an the Green, and twa
nights at the Plaza Hotel. Someone should have notifled
the unasspecting storekeepers in Manhattan that we wene
converging upon their fair cty to perform some serious

power shoppingl

Hawving naver been to Mew York, we were warmed by fam-
ily and friends to keep purses hidden, not look anyone
directly In the eye, and act as though we were hardenad
Brooklynites w0 as not to glve away our true dentitles as
two unsuspecting ladies from the Heart of Amerlca, the
consummate “out-of-towners™ Our strategy was to lkeep
only minimal pochet change and cab fare handy and our
purses inslde our coats as we kept stride with weteran
Mew Yorkers.

The Plaza Hotel was a contrast in extremes. Ouiside, the
doormen grested us at the taxi door, gesturing a welcome
to the grandest hotel off Central Park, The streets were
blanketed with snow and snow-white blankets from some
charity cowered the homeless lylng atop the grates to get a
bit of warmth, Wa naarly had to hop over tham to navi-

gate the sidewalks. What a silent but resounding state-
mant it made about wealth and povarty.,

Amanda was aghast as | hurried her up the canopied
stairs, inte the mahogany and crystal halls of our evening
sanctuary from reality.

The next morning, after a hearty and pricey breakfast (1"
naver paid 535 a plate for French toast beforel), we bun-
died up with purses fastenad sacurely under our coats and
pockets filled with assorted one-doltar bills and coins for
the homeless panhandling on what seemed to be every
streat comer. OfF wa headed on our parade down Fifth
Avanue,

The pocket change and single bills were the result of hard
negotiating on Amanda's part. 5he was determined that
we would not pass even one street person without tender-
ing some benevolence upon those who did not have the
tremendous fortune of staying in such wonderful sur-
roundings. She wore me down with my own reminders to
har over the years that “there but for the grace of God” go
any of us on any ghven day. My years of collecting Charles
Dichens books and dragging my kids to our local repertory
theater's A Christmas Corol every year had apparently im-
pacted hoer in ways that were coming back to ma in aces.
Orphaned birds, lost dogs, “Charlle Brown® trees, and mis-
fit toys were staples In our home. If you didnt have any-
where to go at Thanksgiving, you came to our house, My
husband and | tried to raise our family to be cvie-minded,
law shiding and gemnerous. I apparenly warked.

What occurred naxt is truly unexplainable, but | swear that
the avents I'm about to share did happen.

We started down the street and quickly picked up the
siride that swept “lellow Mew Yorkers" down the street in
o wave of humanity that was thirty people deep. The
phrase “huddied masses” had new meaning as we
crowded among them at traffic lights, laughing, "We're
walkin' here!” as wo stood in the cold,

Amanda clinked coins into svery box she saw outside the
cardboard huts shoved up against the professional build-
Ings and glitzy storefronts. Her pockets emptled some-
where In the wvidnity of Macy’s. As we weaved our way in
and out of stores, she hit me up for money to give, dallar
by dollar, 1o every grate-simer we passed. | reluctantly
handed her my last single and scolded, “That's it You're
dae. Mo more. My pockets are empiy."

As we approsched another crowded comer, we passed a
cardboard shelter with a sign that read, "Homeless and
have AD5" A hooded figure sat motlonless In the box
with a blanket draped from his head down his shoulders.
He never loosked up. As we walked past him toward the
traffle light, Amanda began to cry. | reminded her that |
was ot of cash and shoved my hands In my pockets In
frustration. | felt the cunch of paper in my right pocket
As we waited for the world's longest light vo change, |
pudled out a five-dollar bill. Five doltars! No way! | looked
ot the money and then at my daughter’s tears, "Aw, gear..
here."

She beamed as she grabbed the money from my hand and
started to disappear back Into the crowd. | hollered,
“walt!" terrifled that she'd vanish into the thin, cold alr
that was now cutting throwgh my very soul.

I turned and ran toward her and the figure in the box. I
watched to my amasement as he lifted his head to her ina
gesture of thanks as she set the money in the box by his
side, His face, almost illuminated, had nearly transparent
shin and he had the palest of blue eyes. | think he may
have had blond hair at the edge of the hood he wore, but |
can't tell you for sure. | was just mesmerized by those
eyes. He seemed to look right through me and the chill
that I'd felt seconds earler evaporated from the warmth
of his expression. | felt as though | was In the presence of
someane not of this warld, As | wondered how | would
ever explain this to anyone, a crazy thought ran through
my mingd. “1 found Jesus... and he's in a cardboard box on a
street in Manhattan.”

| took hold of Amanda's hand and we tumed to make our
way back to the corner. We walked across the street and
lpoked back once again toward the stranger.
There was no one there. No box, Mo slgn. Mo silent figure.
Amanda amd | just looked at each other. Mefther of us
spoke for several blocks, Finally, we said in unison, "T¥d
you sea Him?" Soon we found ourselves climbing the steps
of 5t. Patrick's Cathedral, "Let's go light candles, Momma,"
Amanda said. “It's Good Friday.” 5o it was, and sowe
did.
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Irish Blessings

May those who love us, love us,
and those who don't love us
May God turn their hearts
and if you can't turn their hearts,
may he turn their ankles
50 we will know them by their limping.

&

Leprechauns, castles, good luck, and laughter,
lullabies, dreams, and love ever after.
Poems and songs with pipes and drums
a thousand welcomes whan anyone comes.
That's tha Irish for youl

&

May you live as long as you want,
and never want as long as you live,

]

May you always have walls for the winds,
a roof for the rain,
tea beside the fire,
laughter to cheer,
those you love near you,
and all your heart might desire,

&

As you slide down the banister of life,
may the splinters never point in the wrong
direction.

L ]

May you always have work for your hands to do.
May your pockets hold always a coin or two.
May the sun shine bright on your windowpane,
May the rainbow be certain to follow each rain.
May the hand of a friend always be near you.
And may God Till your heart with gladness to
cheer you.

L ]

May the road rise to meet you,
may the wind always be at your back,
may the sun shine warm upon your face,
the rain fall soft upon your fields,
and until we meet again,
may God hold you in the palm of His hand.
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