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Personal and Unofficial

Joseph A. Tomasulo, Chair
Bishop Fallon High School/
Holy Angels Collegiate Institute
Hall of Fame Committee

c¢/o The Durham Companies
6300 Transit Road

Depew, New York 14043

Re:  Phillip LaGreca '58 and Thomas Christopher '58

Dear Committee Members:

Christop next Hall of Fame class. | am enclosing a copy of an article written by Phil
about their recent travails that appeared in the Per Niente Magazine. | think it says it all. Their

help him. Their story is inspirational and | believe that Tom's miraculous recovery from the
spinal stroke he suffered will enable him to walk into the dinner that night under his own power.,
It will be a moment for all of Us to savor and give thanks.

Sincergly,

Hon! Salvatore R. fl(artoche

F'ask you to give serious and faverablevconsideraﬂon’to"ind'ude” Phil LaGreca and Tom
her in the



A Tribute to the Enduring Friendship of Tom Christopher and Phil LaGreca
By: Philip Dennis LaGreca

years t started there in kmdergarten faﬂed and had.to“

 tween kmdergarten and the first grade Yes, tfaxted__k' de
”garten So whatt : il

Hoty Cross pansh opened an etementary schoot af

"Nragara and Maryland Streets in 1950. It started with kin-

dergarten through: fourth g_rad_e _ Tom and | were among

" the first fourth graders.. Each year thereafter the school

would add a grade until it reached eighth grade. The first
- graduating class in 1954 was made up mostty of those of
us who started in 1950.

As the years passed and because we were together
for so long, we all bonded in the class of 1954. We hadthe
same teacher, Sister Mary Redempta, a Felician nun for
each of our five years. The Felicians were mostly Polish-
American nuns who taught many poor Italian-Americans.
 Wow! What an interesting adventure for the poor sisters

and us. If I recall correctly, we were thirty girls and twenty
“boys. That's right, fifty in a single classroom:

I remember the first time | saw Tom Christopher.
What | really saw was his Hopaloné Cassidy - Aladdin
lunch box. | sat next to him with my greasy brown paper
lunch bag. He opened his spiffy lunch box, took out his
thermos and proceeded to pour cold milk into his cup.
Then, lo and behold, he unwrapped a peanut butter and
jelly sandwich on “American bread.” Oh, my God, a peanut
butter and jelly sandwich! | opened my greasy bag to pull

out my sandwich: veal cutlet with peppers and eggs on ltal-

ian bread and a carton of warm milk. Oh, how | wanted
that peanut butter and jelly sandwich.

| was raised by my elderly grandmother, Anna Maria

'spend a year in pre-pnmer an abyss somewhere be— S " .
“Welt one o’ay,

In 1954 it was off to BishopFat!oonghSchoot Wow!

ng, but very old schoot Tom's parents s
nd in the vernacular of the day, much
, m many of there famlty adventu res

f ark wnth a reat Coteman stove. Oh my

ayb when Tom was m erghth grade the
home in Kenmore& NY and Ieft the

hr:stophers bot

<o West Slde lt seemed that it was as far away as anyone i
j"»could possrbty move ‘What a houset 123 E. Hazeltine Ave-
- nue.

ue. It was a one_vs:tory home with a room in the attic. Tom
had his very own bedroom. | remember jumping up and

“down on the bed just happy as heck with his new house.

Wow, Kenmore New York! It could have been Newport,
Rhode Island, or La Jolla, California. Actually, it was a first

~ ring suburb of Buffalo, maybe 10 miles from the West Side.

What a collection of young men; almost all working class
hyphenated Americans: Polish, German, Irish and

- MOSTLY ltalian, and all in the same economic strata:

POOR | was proud that on my own I was able to pay the
tremendous annual sum of $60.00 for my high school tui-
tion. Our teachers were the Oblate Fathers of Mary Im-
maculate, i.e. - O.M.I’s. or the Irish Mafia in priestly garb!
They were tough. But they had to be to control us. In to-
day’s world they'd have some explaining to do. But that's a
story for another day!

It'sin today’s world that my story begins.

Tomand!lareina plane 37,000 Feet above Denver,
Colorado. We our way from La Quinta, California to To-
ronto, Ontario, a whole lifetime behind us. The unknown
before us. | never thought I'd be taking this trip with my
good friend, Tom Christopher. He had had two back sur-
geries, one in early 2009 and one a few months later. Dur-
ing the second surgery he suffered something the doctors
called a spinal stroke and his spinal column was cut off for
a while leaving him paratyzed.

Tom and | left La\".Quinta in the California desert at



5 00 a. m. A three hour dnve to the Los Angeles Axrport
We hired a medivac van; Tom stretched out comfortably
on a gurney and me stuﬁed in & jump seat wnth no ab*hty
to move or stretch. Wonderfut trip. '

We amved at the alrport around 8 DO am. for a 10 10
flight. Being first class we zxpped through the ticket line.
With the help of a nice Flhpmo man named Vctor we
quickly made it through secunty and up to the gate. As
we waited, it was time to empty Tom’s catheter bag! Not
my real strength, but | persevered! Finally, we boarded .
the plane. We sat in the first row and made ourselves.

- comfortable. Then Tom announced he had to go to the

LY

. bathroom. Another adventure was about to begm

“Two hours after take off, still up at 37,000 feet, its a
little bumpy and Tom is in a lot of pain. We tried to no
avail to take him to the bathroom, but the three of us: two
flight attendants and I could not get him to the plane’s tiny
bathroom. So here he is having an accident and me

_ helping him reconnect his catheter. OK, those of you who

really know me are thmklng, NO WAY' Yes WAY! Slxty-
two years of fnendshlp What’s a guy to do?! Some time
later ‘Tom woke up to tell me he was freezmg | had
pointed each and every vent [ could in his direction. | told

* him if it was a choice of him freezing or me barfing, he

would lose. We gave hima coup!e more blankets and

. some Tylenol.

When we landed one of Tom’s chlldren met us at
the airport in Toronto with a Medivac van and off we went
to Tom’s new and hopefully short term home. A beautifui
place with wonderful staff and his children close at hand.
As I said goodbye, | told them all | was passing the baton
to them!

After spending the last six months in two hospitals
and a rehab facility, Tom has made tremendous progress

in regaining the use of his legs and just last week, with

support, he was able to walk several steps. He is still
confined to a wheel chair and he needs assistance for
most purposes. But his will to recover and his great work.
ethic are an inspiration.

I hope the next time | see my good friend he will be
walking again. | really miss him in California already. It all

W started with a peanut butter and jelly sandwich and an
§ Aladdin-Hopalong Cassidy lunch kit!

| remember one friend, Salvatore, a classmate who

i commented that we were both crazy as kids and that's
| why we got along so well. He said, “Phil, you were dumb

enough to want to trade your wonderful sandwich of veal

" “cutlet with peppers and eggs for Tom'’s lousy peanut but-
ter and jelly on American bread - and Tom was dumber

for not insisting on the trade!l” Thanks Sal.
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