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THIS MONTH’S CONTRIBUTORS

Francine Lee
Stripped

Francine writes from Oxford County,
Ontario, Canada. She embraces the
natural world like kin, and has had
success with writing contests,
published (online and print format)

poetry, short fiction, and non-fiction, dating back thirty
odd years. 

Cheron Kovacs
Self-Love is Just a Heartbeat Away

Cheron was born and raised in
Zimbabwe, Africa. She is the oldest of
7 children. She is married with three
beautiful daughters aged 21, 5 and 4.
Cheron came to Canada in 2001 with

her oldest daughter. Her purpose in this life is to humbly
serve others through love and encouragement, by
sharing her story, so others can learn to love themselves
for who they really are, and so that they can pass their
blessings onto others. 

Tracy Fitzgerald
Thoughts on the Theme

Tracy grew up in Brampton, and moved
to Guelph 14 years ago to raise her
family. She has three biological
children, a daughter who is 24, and
sons aged 19 and 22. Tracy and her

wife have an 8 year old son who is adopted. She worked
for 10 years in the school system, supporting at-risk
students, and three years ago she changed her career
focus, and is now a mental health crisis worker.

Christine Mills
Playing Life

Christine is a musician, composer and
songwriter; she has played in the rock
band The Rolling Blackouts for about
ten years and also plays regularly with
various other local musicians. She  is

also a committed social and environmental justice activist
and – along with her partner of 28 years, Sally Ludwig –
is a co-founding member of Transition Guelph, one of a
global network of transition initiatives dedicated to
making our communities more connected, sustainable
and resilient in a rapidly changing world. 

Dave Derraugh
The Story Behind the Story

Dave's life passion, and everyday
empowerment, is advocating love,
growth, and awareness; women’s
rights; and the rights of those in and
associated with the special needs

community. Dave's peaceful, empathetic, listening ear
and adaptive approach, combined with his humour and
caring, combine to make him who he is, with praise given
to God in all circumstances. Dave is now developing a
new passion and love for sharing his resilient self and
stories through the written word and public speaking.

Lynda Brooke
Maiden-Mother-Crone: Song of the
Soul

Lynda is a Master Facilitator with The
Virtues Project™.  For over 10 years
she travelled throughout Canada, The
United States and The Organization of

Eastern Caribbean State member countries, sharing The
5 Strategies of The Virtues Project™ as an inspirational
keynote speaker and empowering workshop facilitator.



Sandra Wilson
My Adventure Called Life

Sandra is a writer, educator, and
amateur photographer. With a
Bachelor of Arts in English and History,
much of her work includes historic
facts presented in fun and interesting

ways. Although trained to take portraits at Sears Portrait
Studio, Sandra prefers to capture nature with her camera.
Her passion is to help people learn, laugh and be inspired.
For more information, please visit www.werconline.ca.

Kayleigh Radatus
The Music of Your Life

Kayleigh is ‘the groove guide for
your life.’ She is an intuitive certified
life coach, dream partner and life
skills builder, and a certified level 2
reiki practitioner and oracle card

reader; blending time honoured tools and techniques for
success with the intuitive path of the healer. Kayleigh
believes wholeheartedly that life, like music, needs
rhythm, and she encourages every individual to find their
own groove and live it. For more information please visit
her website at www.kayleighradatus.ca.

Christine Nightingale
Spirit Babies

After studying Hypnosis for Fertility,
Christine found that while working
with clients, she would get very clear
messages from their miscarried or not
yet conceived babies. Her speciality

has become getting messages from these babies
explaining their difficulties in coming in, and suggestions
for making it easier. She has worked with over 400
couples, facilitating communication and pregnancy. For
more information please visit her website at
www.nightingalehealing.com.



PUBLISHER’S PONDERINGS

“September startup” was alive and well ... and resulted in some
amazing articles in this month’s issue! I am so very grateful to
“introduce” you to two new columnists: Cheron Kovacs (Self-Love is
Just a Heartbeat Away) and Kayleigh Radatus (The Music of Your
Life). I am sad to announce the resignation of Jill Michelle (Dear
Angels) but want to take this opportunity to thank her for her past
contributions to the magazine.

I feel so blessed to have been putting this magazine together for the
past eight years, and I have no intention of stopping, when there is

still such an interest in the awesome content that is being provided by my contributors each month!

I am hoping to announce, in November’s issue, some new Acquisitions Editors, who will help me find
even more wonderful writers to bring inspirational and informative content to these pages.

As this is the first issue of Year Nine, I’m going to include the topics for the next eleven months. If you
know of anyone who would be interested in writing about these topics, please email me at
lisa@onethousandtrees.com. As you know, my passion in this life is to empower others through
storytelling. I am so grateful to have the platform to do so.

Lisa



CHAMpioNiNg MY LiFe
by Tracy Fitzgerald

I grew up in a physically and
emotionally abusive home. My
mother was physically abusive.
Sometimes we could predict when it
would happen, and other times we
were blindsided. My stepdad didn’t
physically abuse us, but he would
often trigger my mother so she would
hit us. My brother and I grew up
knowing we were an inconvenience to
my mom. She would always say, “Your
dad got 2 cars, and I got stuck with 2
kids. He got the better end of the
deal.” 

Before my mom married my stepdad,
we were very poor. My mom worked
in a factory, and supported two kids on
her own. She provided us with a place
to live, but not much else. There was
always a case of beer in the fridge, but
rarely any food. 

My brother and I became quite skilled
at hiding that we didn’t consistently
have food at home. I was always a
small child and, looking back now, it’s
reasonable to believe it was
connected to our lack of food in the
cupboards. At least once a week my
mom would leave me and my brother
(aged 4 and 6) alone and go out for her
“Mommy time.” She would buy hot
dogs for us to make for dinner. It was
our hush money, so we wouldn’t tell
anyone she left us alone for the night.
As a child even as young as 4 I
remember being conflicted. We hated

having our mother home because she
was so volatile, and we couldn’t
predict when she would blow up and
hit us. When she would go out
drinking it meant my brother and I
were safe. We would spend the
evening playing games, watching TV
and binge eating hotdogs. It was the
only time we knew we could be kids,
but it came at a price. The next couple
of days we would hear how we didn’t
deserve how good she was to us. She
would remind us that we owed her
because she spent her money on us,
and we didn’t appreciate it. 

As we got older we stopped accepting
the bribes, the hot dogs, the
alphagetti. We no longer allowed her
to hold it over us. Food became the
only thing we could control. 

My mother’s abuse was unpredict-
able. If she was drunk and awake in
the night, she would haul us out of
bed to hit us. Not knowing what the
trigger was, all we could do was try
and minimize injury. We had strategies
for pretty much every situation. When
she pulled us out of bed, as soon as we
hit the floor we would try and cover
our head and face while curling into
the fetal position so we could try and
protect our rib/kidney areas from
being kicked. We became really good
at not saying anything to escalate her
rage, and not crying. We wouldn’t give
her the satisfaction of knowing that
she broke us. 

My brother and I were afraid to fall
into a deep sleep, because it made us
vulnerable. Unfortunately, as a child,
no matter how much you want to stay
awake every night for the rest of your
life, your body will shut down. I wet
the bed every night, which angered
my mother even more. My rules were
if I wet the bed I had to change my
sheets, shower and make the bed
every morning before I went to school. 

My stepdad would wait until
dinnertime to announce that I had

“pissed the bed again,” My mother
would instantly fly into a rage, grab me
by the hair and shove me up the stairs.
Walking up to my bedroom was
horrifying, because I didn’t know what
the beating would entail. In the
beginning I would plead and cry for my
mom not to hit me. After a couple of
months, I realized that the more I cried
and pleaded, the angrier it made her.
I realized that my stepdad and step-
sister would sit at the table eating
their dinner, listening to my mom hit
me. 

I started to hate dinnertime, because
I was expected to go grocery shopping,
help make dinner, set the table, and
then wait for my fate to be decided. If
I “made my mother” have to hit me
then I didn’t deserve to have dinner. It
was my punishment for embarrassing
her. Of course I still had to come back
down after they were done eating to
help with dishes. 

I started trying to find ways to be out
of the house until bedtime. I would
come home, get ready for bed and try
not to trigger my mom. I would wait
until everyone was in bed, and then
sneak downstairs to find something to
eat. I was afraid to make noise and
make my mom upset, so I would often
eat a raw egg and go to bed. 

As I got older, about age 9, I would
regularly sneak food into my room for
those times when I wouldn’t get to
eat. I would take food from my
grandparents’ house when I would
visit. My grandfather once found a bag
of cookies I took from his house. He
just looked at me and put it back in my
bag. 

When I was 13 my mom and stepdad
separated, and sold our house. My
stepdad and step-sister stayed in the
house until it was sold, then they
bought another house. My mom and
brother went to live with Mom’s best
friend. It was decided at a family
meeting that no one wanted to keep
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me, so I moved to my aunt’s house for
three months. At the end of grade 8, I
graduated while still living at my aunt’s
house, and my mom picked me up and
took me to a campground to live. 

She had started dating a new guy, and
was staying with him. I was left to live
at Terra Cotta, which is a beautiful
place when you are there to camp. I
would go to friends’ houses, hoping
they would invite me in for the day,
and hoping they would feed me. 

One day my mom picked me up
because she wanted me to go out to
dinner with her new man. I absolutely
did not want to go, but I thought if I
went I could try and contact someone
to let them know what was
happening. We went to a restaurant in
Orangeville. I didn’t speak to anyone
for the entire drive there. When we
arrived at the restaurant, my mother
told her new man to go ahead into the
restaurant, as she wanted to have a
chat with me. As soon as he was gone
she started yelling at me, telling me I
had to get my “shit together.” She
grabbed my hair and hit my head
against the car. When she went into
the restaurant, I frantically looked for
a pay phone to call someone. I was so
scared I would be found by my mom
before I could find someone to come
and rescue me. I wasn’t able to reach
anyone, and had to go back to the car
before I was caught. 

My mom and her boyfriend returned,
and she pretended to be happy to see
me. She brought me food from the
restaurant, and even though I was
starving I refused to accept the food. I
could see the rage in my mother’s
eyes. I knew I would get a beating for
it, but it was the only way I could show
I had control over my body. 

That September my mother rented an
apartment in another city. She made
it clear that she did not want to live
with me or my brother, but she was
obligated to provide a home. She let

us know that she would pay the rent
every month and we had to take care
of everything else. I was 13 years old.
I started working at a toy store for $5
an hour. I worked 20 hours a week,
which gave me money to buy food and
household necessities. My brother
lived with me for awhile but eventually
went to live on the street, because he
didn’t want to live in an apartment
paid for by our mother. At 14 years
old, I became really creative about
finding places to eat. My best friend’s
family invited me over for dinner
frequently, but I struggled with
accepting their kindness. My grand-
parents would send me home with
some staples like pasta, rice, and
instant potatoes; anything that would
last. When my mother found out she
threatened my grandparents that if
they pulled “a stunt like that” again,
they would never see me again. 

I moved in with my best friend’s family
when I was 16 years old. I met my
children’s father when I was 18, and
became pregnant a year later. During
my pregnancy I was diligent about
eating the right food, exercising and
taking my vitamins. I gained 23 pounds

while pregnant and did not lose it after
the baby was born. The father of my
baby was okay with my body; his
feelings towards me didn’t change. We
lived with his parents, who were all on
the heavy side. His mother would be
offended if I didn’t eat everything she
made, or if I didn’t have dessert. It was
a completely different experience;
there was no judgment, no snarky
comments, no guilt. For once in my life
I could be myself. This was what being
in a supportive family felt like. Food in
my new family was a way of showing
love. 

Neither situation – the times with my
mother or the times with my
boyfriend’s parents – was good. I grew
up with unhealthy ideas about food,
and I have paid the price, emotionally
and physically. 

I look at life, and food, differently now.
I no longer use food to self-soothe or
as control. Raising my children gave
me the opportunity to stop the cycle
of abuse. I no longer live as a victim to
my circumstances. Instead, I am
championing my life.

* * *
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Have you been, or are you being, 
emotionally/verbally abused?

Would you like to be heard ... 
in total anonymity?

Email lisa@onethousandtrees.com
for details on an upcoming project 

to raise awareness and 
offer hope and encouragement.



Self-Love is Just a
Heartbeat Away

ReLeASiNg

WHAT DoeS NoT SeRve
by Cheron Kovacs

By the time you read this, my
daughters and I would have moved
and be well settled into our new
home. Our Brand New Era. Our brand
new beginning!

For the better part of my life, I have
been a hoarder of papers and material
stuff. I’ve always felt I needed a lot of
stuff in order to feel secure.

As I became more aware of who I
really AM, I began to feel stifled by
having so much stuff and so many old
emotions. Slowly, I began releasing the
things that were no longer serving me
and the life I was heading towards. As
I began this releasing process, I began
to notice how free I felt. Not only was
this process freeing, it opened me up
to greater blessings.

I believe it is equally important to
release old emotions as well. By
releasing emotions, I have learnt that
forgiving myself for past decisions is
imperative, because I AM constantly
changing and doing the best that I can
for myself and my family for who I AM
in each given moment.

I’d like to ask, “What are you holding
onto today?” I encourage you to take
a leap of faith and release what is no
longer serving you. You don’t have to
release it all at once (unless you feel
you are ready to do this). Releasing
one item at a time, one emotion at a
time is what helps you move forward
with your life (in my opinion).

You get to experience great joy and
gratitude in your heart knowing that

the tangible items that once blessed
your life, now bless the lives of others.
Releasing emotions, gives you an
amazing feeling of freedom and
lightness in your soul. 

Are you up for the challenge? Are you
ready to release all that is not serving
you? Are you willing to take a chance
on YOU, and open yourself up to all
that YOU Deserve?

* * *

THRee MeALS THAT You CAN

pRepARe iN 20 MiNuTeS

Chickpea Curry

1 medium serrano pepper, cut into
thirds
4 large cloves garlic
1 2-inch piece fresh ginger, peeled
and coarsely chopped
1 medium yellow onion, chopped (1-
inch)
6 tablespoons canola oil or
grapeseed oil
2 teaspoons ground coriander
2 teaspoons ground cumin
½ teaspoon ground turmeric
2¼ cups no-salt-added canned diced
tomatoes with their juice (from a 28-
ounce can)
¾ teaspoon kosher salt
2 15-ounce cans chickpeas, rinsed
2 teaspoons garam masala
Fresh cilantro for garnish

1. Pulse serrano, garlic and ginger in a
food processor until minced. Scrape
down the sides and pulse again. Add
onion; pulse until finely chopped, but
not watery. 

2. Heat oil in a large saucepan over
medium-high heat. Add the onion
mixture and cook, stirring occasionally,
until softened, 3 to 5 minutes. Add
coriander, cumin and turmeric and
cook, stirring, for 2 minutes. 

3. Pulse tomatoes in the food
processor until finely chopped. Add to
the pan along with salt. Reduce heat
to maintain a simmer and cook,
stirring occasionally, for 4 minutes.
Add chickpeas and garam masala,
reduce heat to a gentle simmer, cover
and cook, stirring occasionally, for 5
minutes more. Serve topped with
cilantro, if desired. 

Smoky Maple-Mustard Salmon

3 tablespoons whole-grain or Dijon
mustard
1 tablespoon pure maple syrup
¼ teaspoon smoked paprika or
ground chipotle pepper 
¼ teaspoon freshly ground pepper
⅛ teaspoon salt
salt
4 4-ounce skinless centre-cut wild-
caught salmon fillets

1. Preheat oven to 450°F. Line a baking
sheet with foil and coat with cooking
spray. 

2. Combine mustard, maple syrup,
paprika (or chipotle), pepper and salt
in a small bowl. Place salmon fillets on
the prepared baking sheet. Spread the
mustard mixture evenly on the
salmon. Roast until just cooked
through, 8 to 12 minutes. 
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Mozzarella, Basil and Zucchini
Frittata

2 tablespoons extra-virgin olive oil
1½ cups thinly sliced red onion
1½ cups chopped zucchini
7 large eggs, beaten
½ teaspoon salt
¼ teaspoon freshly ground pepper
⅔ cup pearl-size or baby fresh
mozzarella balls (about 4 ounces)
3 tablespoons chopped soft sun-
dried tomatoes
¼ cup thinly sliced fresh basil

1. Position rack in upper third of oven;
preheat broiler. 

2. Heat oil in a large broiler-safe
nonstick or cast-iron skillet over
medium-high heat. Add onion and
zucchini and cook, stirring frequently,
until soft, 3 to 5 minutes. 

3. Meanwhile, whisk eggs, salt and
pepper in a bowl. Pour the eggs over
the vegetables in the pan. Cook, lifting
the edges to allow uncooked egg from
the middle to flow underneath, until
nearly set, about 2 minutes. Arrange
mozzarella and sun-dried tomatoes on
top and place the skillet under the
broiler until the eggs are slightly
browned, 1½ to 2 minutes. Let stand
for 3 minutes. Top with basil. 

4. To release the frittata from the pan,
run a spatula around the edge, then
underneath, until you can slide or lift
it out onto a cutting board or serving
plate. Cut into 4 slices and serve. 

* * *

pLAYiNg LiFe
by Christine Mills

Some years ago, CBC Radio broadcast
an interview with The Gypsy Kings,
when they were in Toronto for a series
of performances. At one point, the
interviewer asked guitarist Canut
Reyes what he’d be doing now if he
hadn’t been a musician. The poor guy
literally didn’t understand the
question. “I’m a musician,” he said,
“What else would I do?”

The point is, I believe some people
become artists simply because they
are made that way. It is seared into
their DNA from the moment sperm
met egg. They don’t choose their
profession; their profession chooses
them. 

That may not always be the case, and
I make no judgments about which is
better. Some amazing artists have only
turned to their art late in life, having
come from very different vocations,

and they have produced some
stunningly beautiful works.

And there are many, many folks who
enjoy music but have never felt the
need to turn it into a “career”, and play
simply for the love of it, in all its
myriad forms.

Which am I? I don’t know, and it
doesn’t really matter. 

I remember that when I was growing
up, and other kids were hanging out at
the mall or perfecting their fastball, I
was digging around in the darkened,
dusty corners of my local record store,
looking for obscure discs by Edgard
Varese, Karlheinz Stockhausen and
Harry Partch, or in my room banging
away at guitar, piano and violin. It
began, inevitably perhaps, with The
Beatles and the Stones, then
progressed to Jimi Hendrix, Eric
Clapton and B.B. King, and from there
to Frank Zappa, The Mahavishnu
Orchestra, Igor Stravinsky, Jean Luc
Ponty and Olivier Messiaen. For a
time, the weirder it was, the better I
liked it!

And that infatuation with music has
lasted all my life.

I know I’ll never be a famous musician;
that ship sailed some time ago, but
that doesn’t really matter, either. I
have released a few CDs that I’m
proud of, and I get to play music pretty
much whenever I want, often with
some amazing and very talented folks,
and that’s a blessing for which I give
thanks every day. These days I no
longer – for the most part – play for
money, or out of the need to make
anything lasting. Nowadays I play
simply for the sheer, unadorned joy of
it.

But whether music chooses you, or
you choose music, or if you are, like
me, a “committed amateur,” whatever
your level of involvement, it’s true that
there are very few roadmaps. Perhaps
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STRippeD
by Francine Lee

lower input 
beware incoming threats 
blow dust off old ideas of 

collectibles, charge nothing 
for front yard garage sale junk 

get out of missile range 
let it be another’s wealth 

a treasure to sink their ship 
life preserver remains 

just out of reach for most 
busy boasting of showcases 

bulging pockets of jingling coin 
belonging to insurers of fate 

slow food, slipknots of kindness 
and community gardens thrive 

step outside, reach into the earth 
count yourself lucky to see a worm 

close up on the sidewalk before 
a spinning cycle crushes it 

this is how to live like molasses



that’s as it should be; artistry should
never be straitjacketed into formulas,
or strictures of right-and-wrong. Still,
it’s easy to lose one’s way, sometimes.
It’s easy to fall prey to frustration, to
dissatisfaction with one’s own chops,
to the periodic bouts of writers’ block,
the maddening limitations of one’s
own skills and creativity. 

In such moments, I sometimes turn to
the artists I admire most. They’ve all
“been there,” and they’ve got things
to say about it. Over time I’ve
collected a library of my favourite
quotes from some of my most-
admired musicians, songwriters,
composers and artists, and I refer to
them freely, whenever I need a shot of
inspiration, or a kick in the butt over
my latest hurdle. 

So, here are ones I find the most
inspiring. Some of them are quoted in
the book Zen Guitar, by Philip Toshio
Sudo, which I highly recommend to…
well, everyone. Enjoy.

“Music is probably the only real
magic I have encountered in my life.
There’s not some trick involved with
it. It’s pure and it’s real. It moves, it
heals, it communicates and does all

these incredible things.” 
—Tom Petty, guitarist,

singer/songwriter

“Whether you are playing in the bar,
the church, the strip joint, or in the
Himalayas, the first duty of music is
to complement and enhance life.”

—Carlos Santana, guitarist

“Music should go right through you,
leave some of itself inside you, and

take some of you with it when it
leaves.” 

—Henry Threadgill, jazz saxophonist

“The most important thing I look for
in a musician is whether he knows

how to listen.” 
—Duke Ellington, bandleader

“Playing the guitar is like telling the
truth—you never have to worry

about repeating the same [lie] if you
told the truth. You don’t have to

pretend, or cover up. If someone asks
you again, you don’t have to think

about it or worry about it... because
there it is. It’s you.” 

—B. B. King, blues guitarist

“The question is, ‘What are you
saying with [the guitar]?’ Not ‘Can
you play this lick?’ or ‘What’s your

speed like?’ It’s, ‘What are you saying
with your instrument? What is being

communicated in this song?’” 
– The Edge, U2

“If I can get out of the way, if I can be
pure enough, if I can be selfless

enough, and if I can be generous and
loving and caring enough to abandon

what I have and my own
preconceived, silly notions of what I

think I am—and become truly who in
fact I am, which is really just another

child of God—then the music can
really use me. And therein lies my
fulfillment. That’s when the music

starts to happen.”
– John McLaughlin

“I think musicians, as they grow
older, usually become interested in

something more lasting... You’ve just
got to settle down and make

everything count and make sure that
it’s worthy of being heard again, not

just a throwaway.” 
– Eric Clapton

“You put yourself in some kind of
trance in order to receive certain
songs. You know, it’s like setting a
trap for a song. It’s like fishing or

anything else... you have to be real
quiet to catch the big ones.” 

– Tom Waits

“My own thing is in my head. I hear
sounds and if I don’t get them

together nobody else will.” 
– Jimi Hendrix, guitarist

“I try to be prepared for the moment,
through understanding and being

warmed up, knowing all about chords
and scales, so I don’t even have to

think, and I can get right to what it is
I want to say.” 
– Pat Metheny

“My chops are not as fast... [but] I
just learned more on what was in my

mind than what was in my chops. I
learned a long time ago that one

note can go a long way if it’s the right
one, and it will probably whip the guy

with twenty notes.” 
– Les Paul, guitarist

“I write by twiddling the strings 
into a different tuning — I throw it

open to the cosmos. Then when you
discover something that has an
element of divine intervention, 

it’s like a blessing.” 
– Joni Mitchell, singer/songwriter

“Differences of opinion... [are] part of
collaborating with another human

being. But music is not a competitive
thing. I don’t want to deal with

someone who’s in competition with
me, I want to work together and

make music.” 
– Edward Van Halen, guitarist

“I don’t care who likes or or buys it.
Because if you use that criterion,
Mozart would never have written

Don Giovanni, Charlie Parker would
never have played anything but

swing music. There comes a point
where you have to stand up and say,

this is what I have to do.” 
—Branford Marsalis, jazz saxophonist

“To be an artist means 
never to avert your eyes.” 

—Akira Kurosawa, film director
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You Are What You Eat

Featuring:

Thursday, October 18, 7‐9pm
Harcourt Memorial United Church

87 Dean Avenue, Guelph ON
free admission (reserva$ons recommended)

An Evening of SHARING

For more informa$on visit www.onethousandtrees.com.
To reserve your spot email lisa@onethousandtrees.com.

Rick Zuccato
The Olive Experience

TBA!
Stay tuned!!

Moragh Lippert
Body of Health



iT’S JuST A NuMBeR
by Sandra Wilson

Lately I have made some changes in
my life that have me feeling good. I am
focusing on eating better and am
making a point of walking places when
I can. I feel like I have lost a bit of
weight and am quite pleased with how
I look and feel.

But then a nurse came by to do a
medical for an insurance policy. She
had me stand on the scale so she
could record my weight. I haven’t
weighed myself n quite sometime and
was shocked at the number. (Of
course, I don’t even know what
someone my size and age should
weigh so the number might have been
a good/average number.) It is amazing
how, in that moment, how awful that
number made me feel. Despite how
good I had felt up to that point that
number made me question my size,
my looks, myself. How I felt when I
heart that number was depressing. It
was annoying that society has placed
such parameters on us that just one
number could erase the good that I
felt. There is too much based on size –
on numbers – clothing sizes, waist
sizes, bust sizes, weight – all of these
numbers seem to have important
meaning in society. They give us
parameters that we should fit into
rather than allowing us to be who we
are, to feel good without having
society tell us we should feel
differently.

After that brief moment of concern, I
decided to ignore the numbers and go

back to how good I felt before I heard
the number. Believe in yourself. When
you feel good, know that you are the
perfect size for you.

* * *

THe MuSiC oF YouR LiFe
by Kayleigh Radatus

Welcome, to The Music of Life. Some
of the most important connections of
our lives, those we form with
ourselves throughout life as well as
those we form with our families and
friends, are being lost in this modern
world of “social” media, minimalism,
and keeping up with society. I hope,
through this column, to remind my
readers of all that matters, and help
them re-establish their bonds with life,
memories, mementos, and traditions.  

Music weaves and flows through our
lives, sometimes so subtly as to almost
be unnoticeable, yet it has the power
to invoke every emotion imaginable,
conjure memories of the past, and
create dreams for the future.  The
radio, always present, can, for me at
least, send me on a roller coaster ride
of emotions as different to each other
as the songs that trigger them. Terry
Jack’s Seasons In The Sun sends me
scrambling to change the station
quick, before I succumb to the
inevitable tears the lyrics cause. The
familiar chorus of “Take me home,
country roads, to the place, I belong…
” will always conjure a memory of
riding in my Mum’s Plymouth Valiant
as we rolled down…yes, a country
road…past the fields surrounding our
home, as will “Tie a yellow ribbon
round the old oak tree….”  Most of us

will have our own memories and
emotional triggers from music, but if I
ask you if you’re feeling like you’re
Walking on Sunshine, or if you have
the Eye of the Tiger, chances are good
you know exactly what I’m talking
about. 

The time we spend listening to music
tends to drastically decrease as we get
older; busy lives with jobs, our own
homes and children getting the better
of us as we succumb to the stress of
trying to manage it all. Yet, music
could significantly change that stress
we’re feeling. 

When we forget the power of music,
no longer listening or paying attention
to what we hear, we’re doing
ourselves, our families, and the world,
a huge disservice. We need the arts.
All of them, to fully realize our
potential as humans. When we
connect with music regularly, we’re
happier. When we connect with others
and music, we’re all happier. There is
a reason why every single type of
event we celebrate has music
connected with it. Think about it; ever
been to a wedding with no music?
How about a birthday celebration?
What about a graduation? And it’s not
only our happy celebrations that
include music; we even have music we
play when we remember those who
have passed on. Sometimes, as is
often the case when we celebrate the
dead, the music invokes sadness,
triggering our grief as we mourn the
loss of a loved one, whether newly
passed, or long ago. Either way, this
sadness is okay. Not only is it okay, it’s
necessary. All those feelings and
emotions help us heal, while also
connecting us with others. The
connections we make through these
celebrations and the music we play
remind us we’re human, and we’re not
alone. 

It’s a wonderful thing that we have all
this music for our celebrations, but too
often, we’re forgetting to include it in
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our daily lives. There are countless
opportunities to include music: over
dinner, in the car as we shuttle
everyone to everywhere, or even
during our, or our kids’, bedtime
routines. Or, have you ever thought
about turning on some music and
dancing around the living room with
your partner and kids? It’s a ton of fun,
fantastic at fostering connections with
those you love, and an amazing stress
reducer. Even if you’re simply listening
and not dancing, music reduces stress.
And feel free to sing along; studies
have found that singing contributes
amazing benefits to our health and
wellbeing. 

There are a million ways and reasons
to include music in your day-to-day
life. But here is the most important of
all: music makes us feel good.
Remember, song is vibration and so
are we; so bring those Good Vibrations
back into your every day life. Don’t
Worry, (you’ll) Be Happy you did. 

i’d love to hear from you! Join the
conversation about The Music of Life

column by visiting my blog;
www.thisgroovylife.ca/blog/the-

music-of-life-column.

* * *

SHARiNg: ouR SToRieS, ouR

SeLveS, ouR SuCCeSS
by Dave Derraugh

In 2017 an anthology of men’s
empowerment stories was printed
and shared.  I was honoured to be
included in this sharing of stories and
successes.  I did not hesitate to join
with these other amazingly strong
men.  I needed and wanted to share

an important story of a life challenge
and of a life growth and resilience.  

Looking back on the history of what
was the motivation of and for that
growth, it truly did need to be told and
shared with the world.  A story.  But oh
so much more than a story.

The empowerment, the strength, the
love, the compassion and the peace
that all intertwined within the story of
relationship and of resilience were and
are what was and is the most
important.  The intertwining which
lead to growth and gutsy purpose.

The story that I wanted to tell as a part
of the anthology, and which is even
clearer to me today, was and is that
personal growth and relationship
growth and connection can and do
happen simultaneously and on
purpose - and with purpose.  Not by
coincidence or chance.  Closeness and
connection - Love and Life are real
together - when done so intentionally
and with intention.  This is how strong
connections start, grow and develop.
This is one of the integral parts of our
story that was and needed to be
shared.  It was an honour.  

With the sharing of our story, I wanted
to engage the readers.  Engage and
envelope them with the positive and
strengthening reality that life, its
circumstances and challenges can be
and are only temporary curve balls.  A
baseball analogy that I often enjoy and
like using, being a baseball fan.  Curve
balls can be hit and hit harder than
they are thrown.  The hits are stronger
and create far more affect and
personal definition than any curve ball
that hits the batter - meaning us in our
lives.  

I wanted to share with our story, that
despite being hit with some curve
balls (Cristina both literally and
figuratively) - that we stayed on base,
in the park and on the strong,
empowered, loving and winning team

and reality of positive growth,
resilience and recovery.  Cristina and
her special needs, as I touched on in
the story, were often,  regularly and
absolutely special leads in her, my and
our resilience, rebound, release and
refocus.  Cristina’s inner strength,
emotional awareness and energy, and
her positive approach and ability to
openly share what her own personal
needs and requirements were,
empowered and enlightened us both.
It increased our connection, our bond
and our strength as a unified force and
formidably so.  Through and with the
communication, which built trust and
empowered our approach and unity.
Cristina still, to this day, regularly asks
me to have her back and to back her
up - in various circumstances and
discussions.  In her choosing to share
and empower her voices and her
choices.  

Being one of the authors of the
amazing anthology, our team grew in
a way that is truly beyond description!
The actual physical, emotional and
purpose filled connections that were
made through the engagement of the
writing, sharing and empowering were
and have been, as I mentioned,
beyond description!  And more than
that, have developed into several
connections of strength and strong
friendship and support, at various
levels.  Some from the Sharing evening
in Guelph when the anthology was
launched in its live and real life form -
and some since and on going with
social media, social/professional
connections and understanding and
loving support. We are definitely part
of a much stronger team as a result of
the Sharing and Caring anthology.  A
much stronger connection and
connecting of love, understanding,
empathy, compassion and caring.  A
truly quality team from the anthology
and beyond - with an amazing on field
presence with strong arms - strong
bats - but most importantly strong
hearts.  We have been truly blessed.  

9



Our human empowerment, individ-
ually, collectively and overall has been
and is amazing!  It has only been
surpassed - and understandably so -
by the power, love, connection and
glorious guidance from God.  The
messages and words delivered with
strength, timing, peace and on going
beauty and wonder are and have been
amazing and awesome!  They have
been absolutely life changing, freeing
and ones of growth, strong and clear
vision, of release and of a peaceful and
peace-filled new reality.  Doors
opened.  Doors closed.  Thank you
God!  Hearts opened.  Hearts opened.
Hearts opened. 

Note: Space is still available in the
5th anthology. This volume will
contain women’s empowerment

stories. If you are interested in being
a part of this project, please email

lisa@onethousandtrees.com.

* * *

NuRiTioN pRioR To AND

DuRiNg pRegNANCY
by Christine Nightingale

In my work with couples who are
trying to conceive, I often mention
diet as incredibly important, and not
just during pregnancy.  (The universal
experience of food cravings, and also
food rejection, is testimony to the fact
that unborn children know what foods
they need, and those they cannot
tolerate).  Diet is also important in
order to facilitate conception. 

During pregnancy I craved pudding
and mandarin oranges, while the smell
of coffee (which I normally drink in
great quantities) made me ill.
Obviously my babies knew that their
bodies needed milk products and
vitamin c, and did not tolerate
caffeine.

Did you know that raspberry tea can
strengthen your uterus? Also, a TTC
woman should  get carotene
daily(carrots are an easy source) as
carotene is most highly concentrated

in the female body at the site where
ovulation takes place. Cranberry and
lemon are helpful in stimulating
normal ovulation also.
In medieval times, wealthy women
often had difficulty in childbirth. The
peasant women, who were described
by the rich as “disgustingly healthy” or
“healthy as a horse”, often had large
broods of children and went back to
farm labour soon after birth.

How can we explain this? Well, the
wealthy had a high fat, high meat, high
sugar, high caffeine diet. (Remember
Marie Antoinette saying “let them eat
cake?”) The peasants did not eat cake
at all as sugar was expensive. They ate
homemade bread, and a few veget-
ables they could grow on their own
tiny plots...maybe some eggs if they
were lucky enough to own a few
chickens. They also worked hard
physically. And guess what...their
“poor man’s diet” was healthier, and
their active lifestyle was healthier also. 
According to Samantha Peris,
registered holistic nutritionist and
owner of Nu-Roots.Com, diet may play
a huge role in trying to get pregnant.
She says 3 palm sized servings of
organic meat a week are sufficient.
Samantha Peris  recommends  that
women make sure they get  plant
based sources of protein, Selenium,
Vitamin A , Vitamin C,  Vitamin E,
Folate,  increased fiber intake, Maca
root powder and  pumpkin seeds. 

A common sense approach to
nutrition today includes the
understanding that the more natural,
the better. The more fruits and
vegetables the better.
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SHARING
our stories, our selves, our success

an anthology 
of men’s empowerment stories

Volume 4

“Stories are medicine.”
(Clarissa Pinkola Estes)

On December 6, 2013, in commemoration of Canada’s National Day of
Remembrance and Action on Violence Against Women, the first edition of
SHARING: our stories, our selves, our success was launched.

The anthology featured 24 writers, a group of women with different yet
very similar stories to tell ... stories of pain, struggle and courage; healing,
hope and vision ... whatever guided each woman on her journey to healing
and wholeness, on all levels.

Publisher Lisa Browning, of One Thousand Trees, was overwhelmed by
the response to the project. “It was incredibly healing for the writers who
courageously shared their stories, but equally healing for all those who
read those stories.”

In response to requests and suggestions from writers and readers, One
Thousand Trees published a volume of men’s stories in November 2014,
and a second volume of women’s stories in December 2015.

One Thousand Trees is honoured to be offering this fourth volume, the
second anthology of men’s stories.

19.95 Cdn
19.95 USA

Cover Photograph: Sandra Wilson
Cover Design: Marcey Gray
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The less processing the better. No junk
food, easy on the salt, sugar, fast food,
and fried foods. 

Michael Pollan, cookbook author, says
we should “Eat food. Mostly plants.”
This is his wry way of saying that junk
food is not food at all. (The body does
not know what to do with the
synthetic garbage, and stores it as fat.)

In my work with Spirit Babies I ask
women to learn to communicate with
their children long before they are
verbal. All women have this ability...it’s
called women’s intuition, and its
purpose is to help mothers give their
children what they need. 

A woman who has not yet a child can
also learn to listen to intuitive
messages when deciding for example,
what foods make her feel good. One
trick which can be used in the
supermarket is to hold a piece of fruit
against your stomach and sense
whether your body moves forward or
backwards. (And when you are
pregnant, your baby will send you
even clearer messages as to which
foods to eat or avoid.)

with thanks and acknowledgement to
Samantha Peris and Michael Pollan

* * *
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MAiDeN - MoTHeR - CRoNe,
SoNg oF THe SouL

by Lynda Brooke

Step into the darkness whispers the Crone
I’ll stay right beside you – you won’t be alone

Let out your passion, your anger, your rage
Set free your Spirit – unlock your cage.

There are shimmering diamonds beneath layers of black coal
And we are the miners in search of our souls

The Goddess within you is crying in pain
It’s time to acknowledge her power again.

Welcome the darkness, the Mother suggests
Cast off your burdens – it’s time to rest
Lay down beside me, safe in my arms

My love will protect you and shield you from harm.

There are shimmering diamonds beneath layers of black coal
And we are the miners in search of our souls

The Goddess within you is crying in pain
It’s time to acknowledge her power again.

Let’s play in the darkness, the Maiden will cry
At first you will hesitate – too embarrassed, too shy

But she’s so delightfully open and free
Soon you’ll be dancing and singing with glee.

There are shimmering diamonds beneath layers of black coal
And we are the miners in search of our souls

The Goddess within you is crying in pain
It’s time to acknowledge her power again.

Be eternally grateful to the Maiden-Mother-Crone
Who guides our lost Spirit on our long journey home

For it’s the Goddess of Light who will set your soul free
The Woman of Love – deep within you, deep within me.

There are shimmering diamonds beneath layers of black coal
And we are the miners in search of our souls

The Goddess within you is crying in pain
It’s time to acknowledge her power again.

She’s longing to love you unconditionally
To give you the sweet gift of serenity

But you must look inside to find the one who
Is waiting to nurture and love all of you.

There are shimmering diamonds beneath layers of black coal
And we are the miners in search of our souls

The Goddess within you is crying in pain
It’s time to acknowledge her power again.
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An Evening of Sharing: Making Time for Your Dreams
Clockwise from left: our speakers, Ruth Kerr, Kayleigh Radatus, Mena Canonico

Our  table at the Eden Mills Writers Festival. 
A COLD day ... but a good one nonetheless!

Hot off the press: 
Top: Lovable Lion, by Sandra Wilson
Bottom: Perspective, by Linda Neff

Another presentation by Malcolm Bernstein, 
Saplings author of Benjamin: a loving story about a dog 

and his lasting impact on the animal kingdom.

Lovable Lion

Story by Sandra Wilson and Brenda Geddes

Perspective
Choosing to See Beauty and Truth

Linda Neff

In your busy life, do you ever want to hit the “pause”
button? Here is your chance. This book will help you to
take a deep breath, and soak in moments of peaceful
awareness.  Poetry is alive and well, and can make you
feel that way too!   

A poem should be like a window, clear and clean,
through which the readers experience the event for
themselves.
Ted Kooser

The world is never the same once a good poem has
been added to it.    
Dylan Thomas

A poem begins in delight and ends in wisdom.
Robert Frost

Poetry is my cheap means of transportation. By the
end of the poem, the reader should be in a different
place from where he started.
Billy Collins

Linda Neff is a writer, speaker, and
former teacher living in Ontario,
Canada. She loves telling stories,
appreciating art, and reading books.

$15.00

Perspective: C
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NEXT MONTH ....
IN ONE THOUSAND TREES

Our focus for November is Addiction.

“There are all kinds of addicts, I guess.
We all have pain. And we all look for
ways to make the pain go away.”
― Sherman Alexie, The Absolutely

True Diary of a Part-Time Indian 

Do you have an inspiring story you’d
like to share?    

If you know of any community wellness
or charitable events taking place in
November, please complete and send
us the Event Listing form found on the
magazine page of our website.

Articles are always welcome for any of
our “regular” departments ...

Connections
Creativity and the Arts

Food and Nutrition
Giving Back

Health and Wellbeing
The Library

Deadline for submissions is 
October 20.

As always, we look forward to hearing
from you with any feedback or article
ideas!

lisa@onethousandtrees.com



The Grand River flows
300 kilometres through
southwestern Ontario
from the highlands of
Dufferin County to Port
Maitland on Lake Erie.

The Grand River
Conservation Authority
manages water and

other natural resources
on behalf of 39

municipalities and 
close to one million 

residents.

One Thousand Trees’ 
target market is defined
by the borders of the 

Grand River Watershed.
Department Editors
are responsible for

promoting practitioners,
events and volunteer 
opportunities in the
cities of Brantford,
Cambridge, Guelph,

Kitchener, and Waterloo.

Visit the Grand River
Conservation Authority
at www.grandriver.ca.


