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Thanksgiving at Aurora House

Giving Thanks
On Thanksgiving Day, one of the traditions that we
have in our community is to write down what we are
thankful for. I read many of the written contributions
from members of our community and I am sharing
some of them here.
•
•
•
•
•

Thankful for having caring people around me.
—Jonah (Sunrise)
I am thankful to be here today and for my friends
and family. —Carol (Magnolia House)
Thankful for the family I have in here.
—Karina (service volunteer)
Thankful for everything. —Dianne (Aurora House)
Gratitude to all beings who are creating all the

goodness in the world.
• Gratitude for health and strength and daily bread.
• Thankful for the harmony in our community.
I want to give thanks to everyone who made our
Thanksgiving meal festive: our dining service team
who prepared delicious food; our activities staff who
made beautiful flower arrangements; our service
volunteers, coworkers and home health aides who
set the tables and served the meals joyfully; and to
all of you members of the Camphill Ghent community, and your friends and family who came to join us.
Everyone made Thanksgiving a joyous day, a celebration of family and gratitude.
Maraming salamat po! —Onat

Camphill Ghent • elders in community

Resident Spotlight—Nancy Elliott

One of the many gifts of life has to be the advantageous
perspective one gains from simply living it. The years and
decades we live, work, love, play, and suffer through, don’t
just advance us down a road, they also elevate us, like a
mountain growing beneath our feet, with each decade bringing new and unanticipated perspectives by always and somewhat imperceptibly lifting us to new vistas and plateaus from
which to behold our lives—past, present, and even future.
Having a panoramic view of nine full decades, Nancy Elliott
can look back and marvel at the many “new beginnings” that
have arisen for her over the years, and it’s a privilege to sit
alongside her for an hour or so and admire the view as I did
on a recent Thursday morning.
Born and raised in the town of Lee, Massachusetts—long
before the Mass Turnpike (I-90) flew past it—the Berkshires
have been a recurrent, but by no means constant, setting for
many of her days. She maintains a fondness for the simplicity
of the small town life she knew as a girl, likening it to the little
town of Grover’s Corners in Thornton Wilder’s Our Town.

Nancy Elliott

Nancy grew up, became the “the wife of a businessman,”
(Al) and raised six sons! She was always closely involved with the education of her children, and, noting
the dissatisfaction of her eldest two sons with their public school education, Nancy began searching out
alternatives. The Long Ridge School in Stamford, Connecticut was the first such independent school she
embraced. Later, after having moved back to the Berkshires, she saw a school advertisement on a bulletin board showing a group of children proudly playing their recorders and knew instantly that this was a
school for her children. (This turned out to be the Great Barrington Rudolf Steiner School.)
Nancy has always been an avid reader, and it was a book that changed the day-to-day direction of her
life, taking her out of the suburbs and back to the country at around the age of fifty. While in Stamford,
she read Living the Good Life, the classic “back-to-the-land” book by Helen and Scott Nearing, and
knew she “wanted to live like the Nearings!” And so it was. Al took an early retirement, and, with Nancy
leading the way, the family moved to Sheffield, Massachusetts and began their own farm, growing vegetables and fruit and raising pigs, chickens, and goats. She recalls vividly the joy with which she met each
day, rising early to milk the goats and wondering, “How can I be so happy?”
After twenty years of self-sufficient homesteading, a decision was made to lessen the daily responsibilities by getting rid of the farm animals. It was not long after this that Al died, too soon, which led to yet
another new beginning in life for Nancy. This next chapter eventually included the selling of the farm altogether and another marriage, to Roy, whom she met at a Quaker Meeting. The gift of longevity also carries
its burdens, of course, and she would also live through the death of this husband and companion, whose
strikingly painted depictions of the Maine Coast (done from memory in his later years) decorate the wall
of Nancy’s room in Aurora and surely stand as a testament to the sweetness and sensitivity of this man
who was able to recreate these deep blue scenes from the vantage of an unusual height, as if from the
perspective of an invisible flying seagull. Or perhaps it was merely the heightened perspective of his age.
Nancy Elliot still reads. The book closest to her hand when I visited was Will Durant’s The Story of
Philosophy, first published in 1926, when Nancy was a one-year-old child in Lee. And it is the timeless
wisdom of philosophy that she seems not so much to merely reflect now, but to embody. Like Socrates,
whom she quoted in my presence, she is very much at ease with the next stage in her journey. Speaking
of a tragic event in her life, of a loved one she had thought she could never bear to lose, but did, she
spoke with well-earned authority. “We bear everything. That’s what we do.” —John-Scott
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November Photo Review

Ingrid Culley, the
youngest vendor at this
year’s crafts fair, sold notecards she made herself.

Onat at Camphill
Communities California with
friends Bryan and Claudia
Ingelore celebrated her birthday and
Manfred was her special guest!

Kathleen (Willow Lodge) with student
volunteers from Chatham Middle School,
the day before the big snow storm.

Coworkers after the Thanksgiving meal, Aurora House
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Ashley Legg and
daughters selling books
from SteinerBooks.
Mary and Maria Logan at
Thankgiving

Sky over Magnolia House, November 28, 2018
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November Concert Review
“ . . . these harmonies . . . stand over us like the
colors of the rainbow . . .”
On November 10, the audience at Camphill Ghent
was once again blessed with the gift of Gili’s dancing
fingers and our guest Aaron Boyd’s graceful bowing
of strings. Like the dance of the planets in space,
Beethoven’s two masterpieces, the Spring Sonata
and the Kreutzer Sonata, trace a delicate geometry
of form and harmony, as Aaron Boyd stated in the
introduction.
The question arose, where does it all begin?
All art is born out of an Idea. The artist, in this case,
the composer Beethoven, is inspired by an Idea to
create a piece of Music. He becomes an “Instrument”
and hears the music, and then he transposes this
inspiration into mysterious symbols on paper. In
Beethoven’s words:
“Because I am aware of what I want to do, the fundamental idea never leaves me; it ascends, it rises
up, I see and hear the image in all its breadth like
an outpouring before my inner eye . . . Whence do
I receive my idea? I cannot answer this with authority; they come uncalled for, indirectly, directly, I
could seize them with my bare hands, in the open
air, in the forest, when I go walking, in the stillness
of the night . . .
“When I gaze astonished in the evening upon
the sky and the host of shining bodies resonating
within its bounds, what we call suns and earths, my
spirit soars across all those stars, millions of miles
distant, to the archetypal fountain of them all from
which flow all created things and from which new
creations will continue to flow in all eternity.”
And in order to let this creation live on, musical
instruments or tools need to come into being, which
is an art in itself.

David, Aaron, and Gili

And all those who enter into the art of bringing
these inspirations to life, who work for decades to
enter into the mood, forms, and harmonies and make
it their own, transpose these mysterious symbols into
meaning for mankind. They themselves become an
instrument, through heart and soul, and pass it on
to the audience, where the air begins to vibrate and
reaches the wonderful organ of the human ear from
whence it enters the human heart and soul (and the
human spirit), and thus the audience too becomes
an instrument and vessel. (And we musn’t forget the
“page turner,” another important role in participating
in the order and Harmony of the Spheres.)
Thank you so much dear Gili and Aaron Boyd for
bringing these masterpieces into our hearts, so that
these harmonies may stand over us like the colors of
the rainbow. —Christina Bould

Next in the Concert Series:
YOUNG MASTERS, OLD AND NEW
DECEMBER 8, 2018, 3PM
Bach – French Suite No. 5 in G
Mozart – Sonata in A minor K. 310
Gilad Cohen and Jesse Brault – new works
Chopin – Two Nocturnes Op. 62 and Ballade No. 4 in F minor Op. 52
with Benjamin Hochman, piano
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Third Annual Crafts Fair
My appreciation goes to Mary Greene (care staff) and Margaret
Carlson (activities staff) for organizing our third annual crafts fair.
They were responsible for inviting vendors to sell at our crafts fair;
setup and clean-up of the culture hall for the event; putting up posters, and making sure that the local community is informed of this
event. In short, they were crafts fair extraordinaire!
This is the third year of our crafts fair. It ushers in the winter festival in our community and has attracted people from the greater
Chatham and Ghent area. Did you know that the vendors donate
20% of their sales/proceeds to Camphill Ghent? One vendor
donated 100% of her earnings that day to our community —what a
gift to receive! Thank you! —Onat

above: Scene from the 2018
Crafts Fair

right: Barb Cooley (Magnolia House)
selling Camphill Ghent greeting cards

left: Martin (maintenance)
selling his cutting boards.
right: Sean (Tourmaline) with
Jana selling their CDs and
latest children’s book.
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Thank you for being part of Camphill Ghent—Happy Anniversary!
7 yrs

7 yrs

Sandy Bauer, Care

Mark Brocchetti,
Kitchen

6 yrs

Jane Trumpy,
Aurora

Renate Varriale,
Adult Home

5 yrs

Dolores Waddell,
Adult Home

Jodi Clough, Activities

7 yrs

7 yrs

Jo-An Ellithorpe,
Adult Home

7 yrs

5 yrs

5 yrs

Marissa Palonco,
Adult Home

Kayla LaValley, Care

4 yrs

1 yr

1 yr

Not pictured:
Rand Simpson, Adult
Home, 5 yrs
Dot Aronson,
Zephyr
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Courtney Higley,
Adult Home

Angela Moro,
Adult Home
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In Memoriam— Jackie LaChance McKeon

Jacqueline (Jackie) LaChance McKeon
May 31, 1962–November 21, 2018

November Light

photo by Nick Franceschelli
November 2018—Camphill Ghent

7

Giving Tuesday
The Tuesday after Thanksgiving has been designated as GivingTuesday. The idea is to inspire widespread fundraising for all kinds of nonprofit groups.
This year, Camphill Ghent participated again in this
global movement of giving back, drawing attention
to the values of gratitude and community.
This being only our second year, we had a modest
goal: to raise $2,500 in one day. Many learned about
our campaign through our Facebook page. Thanks to
John-Scott for promoting this campaign by posting a
photo on Facebook twice a day for 7 days leading up
to GivingTuesday, which was on November 27. Our
board members also took part in the campaign by
sending in their donations. Many of our staff members and a few residents also gave.
Donors came from near and far. Here are the places
where donors came from just to give us an idea of
how widespread support for Camphill Ghent is: New
York City; New Hampshire; Pennsylvania; Minnesota;
California; Canada; United Kingdom; Philippines.

At the end of the day, it was a pleasant surprise
and with joy and glee that we raised close to $5,000!
We thank everyone who participated and supported
our campaign—thank you for supporting holistic and
inclusive care at Camphill Ghent! —Onat

First Impressions . . .
You might say that I am a cautious person. A simple
way to avoid disappointments when entering into
any new situation, I decided early on, is to resist the
premature formation of high hopes. This is not to
say that I insist on having low expectations! Not at
all. My aim is to be open to the new; to find the
good in what comes to meet me; to discover what
is (or may be), by not forming judgments too early
and by not bringing old judgments to bear on the
new. You could say I’m striving for a kind of balance
between optimism and pessimism: first I see what
happens—maybe later I will understand it enough
to categorize it. . .
This is, of course, an ideal. My first weeks at
Camphill Ghent though were so positive, so welcoming and affirmative of my choice (destiny) to be
here, to work here, to be a part of this community,
that I had the all-too-rare experience of being (very
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nearly) flooded with waves of actual, instantaneous
optimism! Of joy! Of gratitude! This is cool! Shall I
throw “caution” to the wind?
Me? Not entirely. But I can welcome the experiences that come to meet me; I can deeply appreciate the mutual esteem and recognition at the
event of making a new acquaintance (repeated
again and again—so many new acquaintances to
make here!—I am grateful for each one and there
can never be too many introductions); can begin to
learn (with wonder and respect) about this “little”
world that contains so many worlds, this oh-so-interesting community that lives, rests, plays, works,
and thrives just around the corner from my own
home. And, already, this too is my home, in a sense,
and a good one. I’ve no doubt.
Thank you for welcoming me. —John-Scott
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