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By Sarah Duclos
For the Beacon

So, my Gram died on the morning 
of August 28. Apparently she did not 
want an obituary, or a memorial ser-
vice. Well, she also said I could not 
give her a cat, or play in the stream 
when I was little, but in the end she 
always gave in to me. She knew 
I was not one to listen very well. I 
think that is the part of me she loved 
the most. 

So, going completely against her 
wishes, I am writing my own tribute to 
her. Let’s face it, I know, I really know, 
deep in my heart, that she is smiling, 
and trying to shake her fi nger at me, 
but she would also be secretly taking 
out a copy of this and reading it when 
she had time.

Josephine Crisp was 92 years old, 
I think. The reason I say, “I think,” 
is because I am not really sure of her 
exact age. She was old, but ageless as 
well. My gram’s mind never changed; 
she was sharp as a tack until the day 
she died. Her body was giving out, not 
her mind, not her spirit. 

She had Parkinson’s disease, and it 
was very hard to understand her on the 
telephone. This meant that in the last 
several years I did not actually speak 
to her that much. Sometimes, I never 
even made it over to her place when I 
was visiting New Hampshire. 

The funny thing is that it never 
seemed to matter. When I did make it, 
we easily slipped back into each other’s 
company. We sat at her kitchen table 
and usually had some sort of snack and 
chatted. I can vividly picture Gram 
chatting, moistening a fi nger, and care-
fully, daintily, picking up the leftover 
zucchini bread crumbs on her napkin 
– a leftover habit from an earlier age 
when “waste not, want not” was more 
than a cliché.

I had just visited Gram at the end 
of July with my three kids. We sat, we 
visited, and I teased her about getting 
old. 

In the past she had always teased 
back, but this time was different. She 
told me she was ready to go, not neces-
sarily that particular day, but she was 
getting a bit tired of not being able to 
do the things she had done for so many 
years. 

She missed her walks to the village, 
volunteering at the school, even gro-
cery shopping. She told me that even 
an endless stream of books was not 
“doing it” for her any more. We looked 
at each other, I got teary, and we joked, 
with more seriousness, about the end. 

Remembering Josephine Crisp
I knew that I was getting in my 

good-bye visit on that day. It really 
did not matter if Gram lived another 
two weeks or two years; we had got-
ten our serious good-bye in. It was 
not messy or sappy, it just was. That 
is how it was with Gram and me – all 
business, mixed with lots of love and 
mutual admiration.

I will always think of Gram when 
I am mixing up cookies. I think of her 
kitchen, the countertop lower than any 
other because it was special-made for 
her height by her husband many years 
ago. 

I giggle when I see instant coffee in 
the grocery store, for that is what she 
drank. She would make a pot for me 
and then mix up her own cup of very 
weak instant Sanka and sip away. 

She was a fabulous cook. Her her-
mit cookies could keep you alive and 
happy for weeks on end. Her rum 
cake was the talk of every big family 
dinner. 

I distinctly remember when she 
made the switch from the rum cake to 
the new fangled Chocolate Trifl e. The 
trifl e was a fancy dessert; it needed 
a big glass bowl to show itself off. It 
needed store-bought M&M candies. I 
never fell in love with the trifl e. 

I liked the old-fashion statement of 
the rum cake. That cake had class. It sat 
on its raised cake stand all by itself. It 
did not need ice cream to make it taste 
good. If we were lucky we might get a 
scoop of Cool Whip to accompany the 
cake, but it did not need it. It was moist 
and fi rm and tasty all on its own.

Gram was a woman of the times, 
but she was also a woman of earlier 
times. My Gram could laugh hard at a 
dirty joke, but not tell one herself. She 
did not mind one bit that my husband 
and I cohabitated for years, but was 
thrilled when Norm called her to ask if 
he could propose to me over a dinner 
at her house. 

She volunteered at AE/MS for 
years teaching phonics and reading 
and everything else, but she walked 
there each day, since she never got her 
driver’s license. 

My Gram was a wonderful woman 
who lived life to its fullest. 

I could go on and on with stories of 
what a fun life she gave me growing 
up in Andover. Like that old family 
story that entails a bottle of wine and a 
French string bikini … but wait, I can 
see her shaking her fi nger at me, so I 
guess this time I will listen and leave 
that one to family lore and out of print.
 

Mark Heller of Andover was named 
branch manager at Citizens Bank in 
Franklin. Mark is responsible for the 
day-to-day operations of the branch, 
including providing quality customer 
service, business development, and 
implementing promotional activities 
and programs. Mark has more than 

Mark Heller Named 
Branch Manager

By Sue McKee
Lake Sunapee Bank

Lake Sunapee Bank is pleased to an-
nounce that Martha Weisenburger has 
been hired as Controller for the Bank. 
Ms. Weisenburger comes to Lake 
Sunapee Bank with 6 years of auditing 
and accounting experience, primarily 
within the fi nancial services industry.

Ms. Weisenburger holds a Bach-
elor of Science degree in Business 
Administration from the University of 
New Hampshire, as well as a Master 
of Science degree in Accounting from 
the University of Massachusetts. She 
is also a Certifi ed Public Accountant. 
Ms. Weisenburger is a member of the 
Massachusetts Society of CPAs and the 
American Institute of CPAs. Originally from Epsom, she now lives in Andover.

Lake Sunapee Bank, which is headquartered in Newport, currently operates 
28 banking offi ces located throughout West-Central New Hampshire and Central 
Vermont. 

Martha Weisenburger Joins 
Lake Sunapee Bank

Thanks for everything!
Special thanks to all my family and 

friends for helping me celebrate 
my 83rd birthday!
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seven years experience in sales and 
management in the telecommunica-
tions industry. 

SUPPORT!
The Beacon relies on 

tax-deductible donations for a 
substantial part of its budget.


