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Staff 
Félicité Adjoua, Resident Assistant, Per Diem 

Morgan Aldrich, Resident Assistant 

Julie Ball, Activities Assistant 

Tracy Bartella, Activities Assistant, Temporary 

Nancy Bonneau, Licensed Nursing Assistant 

Pam Boyd, Cook 

Chris Clark, Maintenance Director 

Sherri Deyo, Licensed Practical Nurse, Per Diem 

Cindy Downs, Licensed Nursing Assistant 

Julie Emery, Resident Assistant & Housekeeper, Per Diem 

Rose Gerry, Licensed Nursing Assistant 

Joshua Hart, Chef/Manager 

Linda Hastings, RN, Resident Care Administrator 

Abi Healey, Gardener 

Cindy Jerome, M.A., Executive Director 

Ruth Kibby, Licensed Nursing Assistant, Per Diem 

Carol Killay, Resident Assistant 

Robin Lindsell, Licensed Nursing Assistant 

Lynn Miner, Licensed Nursing Assistant  

Shirley Morrill, Housekeeper 

Kelly Morse, Resident Assistant 

Mike Mrowicki, Site Director 

Wendy Parent, Senior Licensed Nursing Assistant  

Karen Penson, Licensed Nursing Assistant 

Kree Rinfret, Executive Assistant 

Chelsea Saber, Resident Assistant, Per Diem 

Ashley Squires, Housekeeper 

Ellenka Wasung-Lott, Activities Director 

 

Board of Directors 

Jill Brehm, Visiting Committee 

Cathy Coonan 

Paul Dedell 

Marion Dowling 

Vern Grubinger 

Allan Hansell, Vice President 

Lee Madden 

Kris McDermet 

Joe Meyer 

Cathy Osman 

Andy Reichsman, Treasurer 

Linda Rice, APRN, President 
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Birthdays 
Residents celebrating 

birthdays in November 

include: 
 

♦  Kay Champoli on the 16
th 

♦  Ruth Lang on the 30
th

 
 

 

 

Good News from the IRS!  

 

 

Bet that heading caught your eye!  Yes, we have 

good news from the taxman.  Five years ago, we 

officially informed the IRS that we meet the criteria 

to be a Public Charity.  We’ve always been a 

501(c)3, well, not always – the IRS tax code that 

created 501(c)3’s was passed in 1954, when Holton 

Home was already 62 years old!  

 

 

 

 

Anyway, there are different kinds of 501(c)3’s.  We 

had been classified as a 501(c)3 private operating 

foundation.  It takes five years to convince the IRS 

otherwise.  We had to track our income from 

donations and fees paid for the services we provide 

and show a series of calculations for each of the five 

years that proved we serve the public and the public 

supports us.   

 

 

 

 

And, do you ever!  Thanks to our many donors, we 

sailed through the proving process and recently 

received word that we are now officially a public 

charity.   

What’s the big deal, you might ask.  Here are three 

ways it matters:  

 

 

 

 

 A public charity is eligible for more grants 

from more foundations 

 A public charity has much simpler tax forms 

to file – that means a real savings in what we 

pay our tax preparer 

 A public charity pays no taxes on the interest 

we earn from our bank account.  Instead, we 

can reinvest that money in resident care. 

 

So, we’re celebrating this important accomplishment, 

and want to thank all of you for making it possible.  

We are grateful! 

  

Income and Expenses 

While we’re on the subject of money, here’s a report 

on our finances for our last fiscal year, completed 

several months ago. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Our net income of $218,000 was used for the most 

recent “Embracing the Future” renovation project:  

wider halls, more space for Nurse Linda, and, most 

importantly, larger rooms with full baths for two 

residents and two-room suites for two more residents!   

 



   

Chuckle Corner 

Frank walked into a bank in New 

York City one day and applied for a 

loan.  He told the loan officer that 

he was going to the Philippines on 

business for two weeks and needed 

to borrow $5,000.  The officer told 

him that the bank would need some 

form of security for the loan.  Frank 

nodded and said, “Here are the keys 

to my new Ferrari.  It’s parked right 

out the street.”  He produced the 

car’s title and everything checked 

out.  The loan officer agreed to 

accept the car as collateral for the 

loan and handed over the $5000.   

The bank’s president and its officers 

all enjoyed a good laugh at the guy 

for using a $250,000 Ferrari as 

collateral against a $5,000 loan. An 

employee of the bank drove the 

Ferrari into the bank’s underground 

garage and parked it there.   

Two weeks later, Frank returned, 

repaid the $5,000 and the interest, 

which came to $15.41. The loan 

officer said, “Sir, we are very happy 

to have served you and this 

transaction has worked out very 

nicely, but we are a little puzzled.  

While you were away, we did a little 

research and found that you are a 

very wealthy man. Why would you 

bother to borrow $5,000?”   

Frank replied, “Where else in New 

York City can I park my Ferrari for 

two weeks for $15.41 and expect it 

to be there when I return?” 

 

 

 

MY MOTHER MAKES BEET BORSCHT 

As though she hadn’t stopped cooking years past, 
   when forgetting turned dangerous,  
 

she makes borscht with her whole body bent down:  
   boiling and running the cold water, the skins slipping right off,
   
 marrying the peeling, shredding slurry with her fingers, 
the return of the broth,  
  and sour cream last 
   for that otherworldly magenta,  
 

slant sun spinning her hair,  
 a cloud of filaments, oh my heart! 
  Dust motes lighting her way— 
 
just stand here beside her at the stove-- 
  a kind of passing— 
the salt and the sugar 
 she may or may not have added to the pot. 
 

Margot Wizansky, recalling her mother, Florence Cowan, 
 a Holton Home resident until her passing 
 

 

 

Bradley House Update 

While I spend most of my time at Bradley House, toward the end of each day I come to Holton Home.  

Sometimes I sneak out early to cheer at my son Jesse’s soccer games.  Other times I work into the early 

evening, catching up while the phones are quiet.  Some of you have kindly expressed worry about the 

number of hours I might be working.  I so appreciate your kindness – it’s just like Holton Home to be so 

caring – but I can assure you I am balancing work and family, and taking time off when needed.  Helping 

Bradley House is important and worthy work, and our community’s elders more than merit our extra efforts. 

Cindy Jerome 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

AROUND THE HALLS OF 

HOLTON HOME 
with Mike 

 

As we enjoy one of the most colorful foliage 

seasons in recent history, Holton Home 

residents have also joined the caravans of 

leaf peepers taking to the roads. 
 

What is especially heartwarming to me, is 

hearing the residents frequent exclamations 

of joy at the beauty to behold, “Look at that 

tree. How charming. ”…”The whole hillside 

looks golden”…”It certainly is a beautiful 

state we live in”. Indeed. 
 

We like to get off the beaten path for the 

road less taken, and leave the major roads to 

out-of-staters. The last trip we took started 

at World learning/School for International 

Training in Dummerston. We took the slow 

ten cent tour of the campus while enjoying 

the attendant scenery with views of Mt. 

Wantastiquet.   
 

From there we proceeded north on Kipling 

Road, past Rudyard’s former residence at 

Naulaka, and on up to Dummerston Center. 

We then passed the Bunker Farm and onto 

West Hill in Putney to take in the view from 

the Putney School. 
 

The western panorama there was replete 

with rolling hills, adorned with the colors of 

the season, while the view round back is to 

Mt. Monadnock in the east. 
 

 

 

 

 

Rounding out the trip was a drive by Green Mt Orchard, then back 

to Route 5 and on down to Brattleboro in time for lunch. 

There is indeed, a charming beauty to our rolling hills of Windham 

County. When replete with the colors of the season, we were all 

enthralled and appreciative through our scenic drives. 
 

And, for me, the gift from the residents along for the ride was the 

level of appreciation to get out and enjoy the countryside. A helpful 

reminder to me, that one of the gifts of aging is how every scene is a 

little brighter and every joy a little sweeter.   
 

Mike Mrowicki 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 


