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THIS MONTH’S CONTRIBUTORS

Colleen Heighington
I Hope You Dance

Colleen is happily married to a
wonderful husband named Ken. They
have been blessed with three
beautiful children, and four terrific
grandsons. She enjoys reading, writing

stories and poetry, and she keeps fit by walking 3 to 4
kilometres every day. Her summers are spent at their
trailer in Orillia, and she really enjoys the time she spends
with family and friends. She has been a volunteer with
Hospice Wellington since 2015.

Joan Almond
My Bubble Trip

Joan is a Canadian writer, who  was
honoured to be mentored by Dan
Needles and Joe Kertes. Both authors
encouraged her to go forward, seeing
the 'heart' in her writing. Travelling to

Saskatoon last spring was a highlight in her CANSCAIP
experience. Photography and creating in the kitchen are
also passions. Some of her work can be seen on
Redbubble and ArtofWhere.

Sandy Bassie
Lean Into the Sound
& 
Dance

Sandy is an artist, a poet, and a
dreamer. She is a stubborn advocate
for those she loves. Fierce, yet tender.

She holds to this: it is never too late to learn or change.
The things we believe about ourselves drive our lives and
choices. Choose to believe the good and those will be
places we soar.

Marilyn Elphick
Waste Not

Marilyn’s first career was as a
Registered Nurse in various fields of
medicine. Her last position was as a
dialysis nurse. She completed an MDiv
degree in 2002 and a TH.M in 2013.

From 2002-2015 she worked as the Director of Campus
Ministry,  and at present she works as a chaplain at a long-
term care facility. She recently moved to Orton, Ontario,
and she loves to write!

Fran Black
I Hope You Dance

Fran is a writer who fantasizes about
writing a book one day.  She worked
for the government for many years, at
the Ministry of Natural Resources, and
later as a Northern Affairs Officer.  Fran

reinvented herself late in life and became a Social Services
Worker, and ended her career as a Protection Support
Worker with Children's Aid.  She believes in the power of
writing and is beginning to believe in her gift.

Marilyn Helmer
Life Dance

Marilyn is the award-winning author
of many children's books including
picture books, early chapters, retold
fairy tales, riddle books and novels.
Her short stories, poetry and articles

have appeared in numerous children's magazines and
anthologies in Canada and the United States and her
penchant for entering writing contests has resulted in
success with short adult fiction as well. You can visit her
website at www.marilynhelmer.com.



Andrea Lines-Botell
Spice, Splatters and Soul

Andrea is a public speaker, writer and
wellness practitioner who first started
creating steps for solutions in conflict
and crisis areas over 20 years ago in

England. Andrea offers gentle and creative support to
others through her coaching company, Mandalia House
of Healing. With a passion for supporting people facing
grief, addiction and loss, Andrea offers a safe space and
holistic approach to each individual, incorporating art and
music therapy, coaching, energy healing, workshops and
support groups. Visit her at www.mandaliahouse.com.

Christine Nightingale
Fred Astaire & Ginger Rogers:
Dancers and Illusionists

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.

Beverly Nuttall
A New Normal

Beverly enjoys writing poetry on topics
related to self-discovery and social
change. She works for the Canadian
Mental Health Association phoning
people who are isolated. Beverly is an

active participant in the musical community in Guelph,
Ontario where she lives with her 21 year old son.

Arlene Spencer
The Dance

Arlene is a wife, mother of three
grown boys, and a special education
educator who has a passion for life, an
abundance of energy and a need to be
heard because at the end of the day

everyone has “Words They Couldn’t Say.”  You can reach
Arlene by email, at Arlenewics@gmail.com.





PUBLISHER’S PONDERINGS
Wow ... when I realize that, the day I put the March magazine live, the world
was still “normal,” I am flabbergasted. And it’s interesting that I included
Marianne Williamson’s “Our Deepest Fear” quote that month. 

I know I am not alone when I say that the events of the past few weeks have
been ... challenging, devastating, fear-producing. I went for a drive the other
day, and as I was returning home it struck me just how unbelievable this
situation is. And I realized, more than ever before, how much I love this life.
It was Joni Mitchell who sang, “You don’t know what you’ve got till it’s gone.”
How true. I would give anything right now to see my daughter and my
grandchildren, to go out for a coffee or dinner with a friend, to see a movie.
And I know we’re all feeling the same way.

But here we are. And we have to make the most of it. We have no choice.

Again, it is with some sense of incredulity that I realize the full meaning behind this month’s focus (which, by the
way, was selected last summer) ... I hope you dance.

I got the most wonderful message from a friend this morning, part of which was his sharing what he thinks about
me. I was honoured, humbled, and blown away. There’s something incredibly powerful in learning what others
think of us.

I have a new monthly assignment as a writer, starting this month. I am to write editorials about what makes the
people and places in Guelph so great, and how they inspire a sense of community and belonging. Not only am I
thrilled to have been given this assignment .... I am over the moon excited about the focus! And it couldn’t have
come at a better time.

We are in for a very challenging time. But as motivational speaker Vivian Green said, “Life isn’t about waiting for
the storm to pass. It’s about learning to dance in the rain.”

My dance begins today. Its steps include reaching out to and encouraging those struggling or in need, in whatever
ways I can; providing an opportunity for self-expression through writing; spotlighting those I know who are making
this world a better place; and strengthening my relationship with and knowledge of myself. 

Feel free to reach out to me at any time, should you need to do so, for any reason. And stay strong, stay safe,
and stay well. We will all get through this. Together.

Lisa



Do you have a story to tell?
There are many ways to make it happen!
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A NEw NorMAL
by Beverly Nuttall

Never thought our world
would be caught in a web so big.

I recall a stadium concert, 
music playing,

people singing, swaying.
Everyone now concentrating

on safely separating.
Focus on home.

A new normal during difficult and
anxious times.

Feeling grateful to be alive 
will help us survive this.
Virtual group support.

House concerts on social media.
Spread roots.

Blossom.
Reminders to thrive.

* * *

I HopE You CAN DANCE
by Andrea Lines-Botell

I began dancing at a young age. I
wasn’t as graceful and flowing as my
older sister, who to this day is still
gracious in her dance movements. I
moved with awkwardness and self-
consciousness that didn’t allow the
freedom of my spirit to come through.
Looking back I now know this came
from a limited belief about my body
shape. Amazing how these thoughts
start so young with so many.

Sitting during this time of isolation and
rapidly changing world I realize that I
have found ways to dance my own
dance of life. This may not be on a
dance floor or in a dance show. My
dance is my life. It has come with its
changing genres and styles. I started
with more discovery steps when I was
young to tentative and more explora-

tory journeying into my adult years.
Now at this point in my life, I am
choosing the rhythm and the genre
with each passing moment. I no longer
care what it is or what it looks like.
What matters is that it is mine. It is my
dance of life with a rhythm that is as
unique to me as my fingerprints. 

I get to choose in each day or moment
how my body responds to the tune of
life. The choice is always ours. We just
forget that it is there. We spend so
long conforming to layered beliefs and
pressures that we forget that we can
dance to any tune our way.

Being under the roof 24/7 with family
led to my dance and my song having
to alter and change. It is not better or
worse it is just different. New steps are
learned, and melodies are created.

The question for many is how to not
lose yourself in the current state of
unrest and added stressors. How to
not lose yourself when around family
24/7. The only way is to work on
yourself, your reactions, triggers and
responses. To take time each day and
sometimes several times a day to
ground, refocus and find your joy.
None of us dance our life to the same
rhythm. It is this that makes humanity
so amazing. We are such multi-faceted
beings. All living things create their
own harmonies that become a
symphony for the world. 

Allow your spirit to free itself into your
own rhythm of life and take your place
in the symphony of this glorious world.

* * *

I HopE You DANCE
by Colleen Heighington

I hope you dance ...
I see you across the room

I hope you dance ... 
I can feel my heart go ... 

BOOM!! BOOM!! BOOM!!

I see that you are all alone 
I sure hope that you truly are

I hope you dance ...
I can see your beauty from afar

I see that your hair is long and brown
However - 

I cannot see your pretty face
I hope you dance ...

I can feel my heart beat ... 
RACE!! RACE!! RACE!!

I can’t keep my eyes off of you
I want to ask you to dance with me

I hope you dance and say yes
How very nice that would be!!

I hope you dance ...
I am making my way to you

I sure hope that when you see me
You will feel the same way as I do

However ... 
I hope you dance ...

But definitely not with me!!
Because as I am getting 

closer and closer
YIKES!!! You’re not my dream date

You’re my sister Eileen!!!!

* * *
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THE DANCE

If you get the chance to sit it out or
dance, I hope you dance.

I have an amazing brother, whose
favourite song is The Dance by Garth
Brooks. 

Growing up in a large family, we had
four weddings planned the summer of
1984. Myself, my sister and two
brothers. What a crazy time in our
lives.

With two of the weddings complete,
we waited the arrival of my oldest
brothers wedding six weeks before my
own.

He was marrying his beautiful high
school sweetheart. She was perfect.
The bridal showers were over, their
house was built and the bachelor
party was scheduled for that weekend.

Ten days before the wedding, she
drove to pick her brother up from
school. 

We received a call; there had been an
accident. 

That Friday afternoon the love of his
life became victim to a motorcyclist
who crashed through the window of
her vehicle, leaving her in critical
condition.

She was immediately flown to a
Toronto hospital where we later
learned she would never return to the
lovely girl we once knew and loved. 

As the years passed, she remained in
the care of her dedicated parents at

their home where my brother visit her
for thirty four years. Holding her hand,
he would remind her of the hopes and
dreams they had, giving her a glimpse
into the past they once shared.

She sadly passed away a few months
ago.

When I asked him why this song was
his favourite, he explained, “The song
says I’m glad I didn’t know, the way it
all would end, the way it all would go, 
Our lives are better to left to chance, I
could have missed the pain but I’d
have to miss the dance.”

Then he said, “I am glad I got the
chance to love her if only for a little
while then never have loved her at all.”

Looking back, I don’t think he really
ever got over her and a piece of him
went with her the day she died.

When we are together and The Dance
plays, I know his heart goes to another
place to be with her, if only for a few
short moments.

The “Words I Couldn’t Say” is, “If you
get the chance to sit it out or dance, I
hope you dance.

* * *

MY BuBBLE TrIp
by Joan Almond

I’m in the driver’s seat, turning the
tap at the bathroom sink.

It’s time to go the ‘Soapy Store,’ 
in my ‘Clean-up Car’ of pink!

I rub two hands together in a 
‘Soapy Sea’ of lather white!

I’m floating my ‘Bubble Boat’;
the sunlight shining bright!

My fingers on the track; 
all around my hands I go!

I board the ‘Healthy Train;’ 
I hear the whistle blow!

I’m learning to wash up by myself;
flattening muddy roads.

Riding in my ‘Bubble Monster Truck;’
I clean the dirty loads!

I’m counting from 1 to 20; 
the sky is white as snow.

I float up in my ‘Bubble Balloon,’ 
as high as I can go!

I rinse my hands down slippery
slopes; the water is like rain!

I wave goodbye to ‘Soapy
Mountains;’ flying in my airplane! 

I dry my hands at ‘Yellow Beach’ 
on my ‘Duckie Towel’ I like.

What a ‘Bubble Trip’ we took,
pedaling on my  ‘Bubble Bike!’ 

2

Words 
I Couldn’t Say

Arlene Spencer



SHARING
our stories, our selves, our success

an anthology 
of empowerment stories for caregivers
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Saplings 
is celebrating

Join us online, 
at

www.ottsaplings.com

• book readings by local authors
• downloadable children’s crafts and activities

Books will be available for purchase, and rumour has it that
Kindness Kangaroo will still be making an appearance!

May 2 through May 9, 2020



I HopE You DANCE
by Fran Black

With grace
you wore the hats 

and heels
of an era

when women charmed men
without revealing clothing

You inspired their full plumage
as they peacocked about

to impress you
A dapper pilot
In full uniform

compelled your attention
into full salute

You took his hand
He took your heart

In unison you crossed the
dance floor

like genies on a carpet
soundlessly mapping a future

you would form together
In ‘rhythm’

you had four 
picture perfect children

who sat for a minute
like eggs in the carton

then scattered like jacks
on the floor

A lifetime of blessings
challenges
adventure

made you whole
You took on hardship

like a hammer in your hand
and rose above grief

and tragedy
Kindness and generosity

flow from your heart
like water from the tap

still
attracting thirsty suitors

The days are growing shorter
Laments are left in the garden

There will come a time
when I can visit you no longer

Wherever it is that we
Go

when we are no longer
Here

I hope you dance.

* * *

LIFE DANCE
by Marilyn Helmer

As a child growing up, I remember
watching my parents as they danced
together at parties and on special
occasions. How they loved to dance!
Even to my young eyes, their skill and
grace was a sight to behold. I felt
proud when the other guests stood
back to watch them, applauding and
clapping time. 

Dad tried to teach me to dance but I
was born with two left feet. Although
I learned to dance only passably, I did
learn the names of the dances – the
Viennese Waltz, the Samba, the Tango,
the Foxtrot and the Chacha. I rolled
the names around on my tongue like
sweet candies. They sounded so
glamorous, exotic and exciting.

When I was in my teens, I remember
how my parents would roll back the
rug on the family room floor, turn on
the stereo and dance. Occasionally, I
took time out of my busy life to watch
them. They seemed to dance as a
single body. In my newly-awakened
romantic soul, I realized that when
they danced, they only had eyes for
each other. 

Dad passed suddenly ten years ago.
He died shortly after their fiftieth
wedding anniversary, where as always,
they had danced the night away
together to the cheers and bravos of
their guests. 

Mom was in her seventies then. She
sold the house and moved to an
apartment. I encouraged her to join
the Seniors Centre and she did. She
took classes there and made a few
new friends. But when I suggested
that she go to their monthly dances,
she shook her head. Her words come
back to me now. “Without my beloved
partner, I am no longer interested in
dancing.” 

My mother is now eighty-seven years
old. Due to advanced dementia, she
lives in a nursing home. I visit her
regularly as do her grandchildren but
she rarely recognizes us anymore. I
usually find her sitting in her wheel
chair, living in a world that I am no
longer a part of. Those times are so
sad I can hardly bear it. 

But there are other times, the special
times, when she smiles that beautiful
smile of hers and her hands sway,
moving gracefully to music that only
she can hear. And I hope, oh, how I
hope that she is dancing with my
father once more, safe in the arms of
the man she loved and danced with
for over fifty years. 

Dance on, my beautiful mother, dance
on!

* * *

LEAN INTo THE SouND
by Sandy Bassie

I started painting dancers this year –
playing in watercolours. I chase down
the form seeking to improve line and
shape, entranced by the movement of
colours blending and changing,
creating a dance of their own beyond
the image I set out to convey. 

I love to dance, not a specific style, but
those random movements we all
instinctively know as children just
doing whatever comes. Dance is an
expression of life. It’s been that
throughout time. It’s my space today.
Standing in my kitchen, soup on the
stove, tidying and listening to a
favourite singer, I dance. Filled with life
and hope … I move … sometimes to
the work zone, sometimes to the
spaces in between. Work and rest fill
hours in predictable ways, but dance
braves the unknown.

Dancing suits my mood. It prompts
memory, pulls me through time.
Whether we dance together or alone,
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for a special occasion or in a moment
of random inspiration, dance takes us
to a different space, a young
uninhibited place. Babies dance.
Before they can speak or interact in
other ways, they engage us in a dance
of their own … in plays of movement
spanning the distance between
themselves and the wider world, they
know instinctively the joy of dance.
Tiny bodies bouncing they laugh in
delight, enjoying the beat. The world
watches and joins in – young and old
moved by the sight. 

Oh yes, we are moved by music and
mood. Tuned to hear, we lean into that
sound. You know the one … it tugs on
our heart beats and whispers … I hope
you dance. 

When I was a little girl 
Lithe and loose of limb, I danced 
Upon the cartage way innocent 

To sin, before the world turned me
Round, took childhood away 

The dance was mine 
And freely flowed 

Along the cobbled way 
Then came responsibility 

Like spokes pushed through my soul 
Its burdens anchored hard to me

I could not let them go 
Unhobble me 

Don’t break me 
Remind these feet 

To play, to 
Move with grace 

And dignity
Dance through 

Every day 
Sorrow don’t you 
Weigh me down 

Choke 
This tender frame

While grace 
Remains 

I need to dance
Along the

Cobbled way

* * *
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by Sandy Bassie
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Hot Off the Press!

Top: Super Kids vs the Motor Monster (part of the Super Kids Save the World series) 
and Marooned (part of the new Unpleasant Pirate series), by Sandra Wilson 

Bottom: Sharing: Care for the Caregiver, a Special Edition Sharing anthology!



A Special Edition SHARING anthology 
is a great way to get your story told, 

and raise money for your favourite cause! 

Email lisa@onethousandtrees.com or visit
www.sharinganthologies.com for more information.



FrED ASTAIrE & GINGEr roGErS:
DANCErS AND ILLuSIoNISTS
by Christine Nightingale

Fred Astaire, born Frederick Austerlitz,
1899-1987, was the most influential
dancer in the history of film. His stage
and film career spanned 76 years.

Nine movies shot over 6 years made
Fred Astaire and Ginger Rogers the
most famous dancers on earth, and
the richest. 

Were they also romantically linked?
Both insisted that theirs was nothing
more than a working relationship. She
was married 5 times, with 5 divorces,
and no children. He was married
twice, with 2 children. They did not
marry each other.

Yet letters and diaries discovered after
Ginger’s death in 1995 told of her love.
Ginger’s niece, in whom Ginger
confided just before her death,
confirmed that the couple were
actually in love with each other. Yet
every time Ginger was between
marriages, Fred would hold back on
changing his situation until Ginger ran
out of patience. Their choreographer
also confirmed that Ginger adored
Fred.

So the lack of real feeling between
them was the first illusion.

In Putting on the Ritz, Astaire sings at
the same time as he dances...quite a
feat... and also uses his cane like a
magician uses his wand. Astaire also
uses his body like a magician,
apparently defying the laws of gravity.
The effect is strengthened in the
mirror scene, in which multiple
versions of himself first do something
different than he is doing, then dance
at the same time, including making
the cane apparently jump into their
hands.

The third illusion includes dancing on
the ceiling in Royal Wedding. It starts
with Fred Astaire nabbing a photo of a
woman from a marquee and taking it
into his dressing room.

First the sound track plays a song, then
Astaire starts to sing  it...singing to the
photo. He then starts dancing...on the
floor, on a chair, up the walls, then
onto the ceiling. It is as delightful to
watch as a magician when he pulls an
egg out of your coat.

The fourth bit of magic is the work of
Ginger Rogers. She of course did
everything Fred Astaire did...but
backwards and in very high heels (or
even roller skates!).

It is not necessary to know how all this
was done, any more than one will ever
discover the secrets of a conventional
magician. Millions of fans of Ginger
Rogers and Fred Astaire just enjoyed
the amazing things this talented duo
was able to accomplish with their
bodies (while making it look effort-
less.) 

* * *

wASTE NoT
by Marilyn Elphick

I don’t know when I developed such a
love for cooking and baking. I do know
that I love it. I come from a long line of
proficient cooks going back several
generations so maybe I just inherited
it. I seem to have a knack for
combining spices randomly to develop
exotic fragrant flavours. I never
learned to cook for one. In my house
there was always room for one or two
more at the dining table. It was
shameful to run out of food. I can
proudly say that in all my years of
entertaining, I have lived up to the
tradition of never running out of food.
In fact, it gives me absolute and
indescribable joy to send guests home
with leftovers.

Which brings me to the story of my
great-grandmother, Ada Fuller, who
was married to Harry Figredo. Ada and
Harry were my grandmother Violet’s
parents and my mother’s grand-
parents. There was a round cutting
board which held a place of honour in
our kitchen. I never really paid too
much attention to it. I saw my
grandmother and mother using it, but
I never realized the value of that
simple cutting board until recently.

My mother basically learned to cook
when we immigrated to Canada from
Pakistan. We always had cooks,
housekeepers and I even had my own
nursemaid. According to my mother, I
tormented her mercilessly. The way I
remember it, I was just a mischievous
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inquisitive child. I cook like my mother
not by recipes for the most part, but
by taste and experimentation. My
father would say to dinner guests,
“Enjoy what you’re having for dinner
because it will not be the same again.”
My father, on the other hand, cooks by
meticulously following a recipe to the
letter. As a result, his dishes turn out
the same every time. While I totally
understand the need for precision, I
can’t always stop my self from
tinkering with recipes; a substitution
here, a dash there or a pinch of this or
that, a sprinkle of unusual spice
combinations.

Anyway, back to Great-Grandmother
Ada. About five years ago, I asked
Mom if I could have the round cutting
board. “Of course, take it. It belonged
to my grandmother, your great
grandmother.” I had no idea.
Yesterday, I was examining the board.
There are embossed letters running
around the outer border of the item. I
tried to decipher the words and then
this morning it came to me: Waste
Not! The board is over one hundred
years old. The outer circumference is
eleven- and one-half inches. The inner
recessed circumference is nine inches.
The ‘Waste Not’ is on the outer edge
along with some faded decorative
slashes that dance around the edge,
many are discoloured. What stories
this board could tell, stories that are as
faded as the board itself. The inner
surface has many telltale signs of wear

and meal preparation. Probably the
cut marks resulted from chopping
onions, garlic, ginger and vegetables.
Ada would have used a mortar and
pestle to grind the fresh spices into a
paste for curries. There are a few
grease stains, a sure clue that she used
the board to roll our parathas rich with
several layers, a delicious addition to
any meal.

Ada and Harry had 7 children: Violet,
Enid, Jerry, Eric, Derek, Joe and Cissy.
Ada died at the age of fifty-three. My
grandmother Violet was the eldest.
She was tasked with helping to raise
her younger siblings, a task she
continued until her death. The idea of
‘waste not’ was instilled in us growing
up. The other part of waste is, want
not. This proverb can be traced back
to 1772 but gained popularity in 1932.
According to The Dictionary of
American Proverbs:

The other variations of this proverb
are:
Those who waste will want
Waste and want, save and have
Willful waste makes woeful want.1

The precious cutting board has a
special place in my kitchen now. Today
as I was cooking some curry, soaking
and boiling beans from scratch, I found
myself thinking about Ada. Did the
women in my family inherit her love of
cooking from her? My mother says she
loved to cook and was a very good

cook. If the well-worn board is any
indication, I believe this to be true. It’s
like the message on the board is a
daily reminder to me to be more frugal
and more generous. Frugality is
something I struggle with. With the
advent of so many ready-made
products, I am trying to make things
from scratch. It feels good to create
dishes and then share them.

I suspect, like many that have been
bombarded with news about Covid-
19. I am weary of it. Time which used
to be a lack has become somewhat of
an unwelcome burden. It does present
a challenge to me, being an extrovert,
to be so isolated. I am reverting to
tasks that have lain dormant and
ignored for months, years and in some
cases decades. So, I am cleaning out
closets, rearranging furniture, sorting
piles into ‘keep, donate and throw.’ I’m
trying to be more generous and waste
less. These are trying times which I
think is teaching us the value of
relationships, family and the fact we
cannot afford to waste the time we
have. I wonder what other treasures I
am going to uncover in my sorting. For
now, I am so grateful to have found
out a little about Ada. I wish I could
have met her but maybe I have
through my mother and grandmother.

1 Mieder et al. A Dictionary of American
Proverbs. Oxford University Press, New
York, 1992.
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We hope you dance ...



NEXT MONTH ....
IN ONE THOUSAND TREES

May’s focus is 
The Gifts of Gardens

“The greatest gift of the garden is the
restoration of the five senses.”

― Hanna Rion

If you know of any community wellness
or charitable events/initiatives taking
place in May (online, no doubt!), 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 
April 25 

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.


