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THIS MONTH’S CONTRIBUTORS
Emily Brant

Essentially Emm

Emily is a holistic health enthusiast
who has overcome various health
challenges herself and realized the
power of nature’s tools like whole
foods and essential oils to assist in
healing. Emily is on a mission to share her unique story
and gifts in hopes that it’ll help inspire and motivate
anyone who might be up against any challenges, selfdoubt or difficult times.

Paul Hock

A Dog Named Whisky

Paul is an author, illustrator, songwriter and storyteller. Two of his books
were inspired by songs he has written.
"A Pilgrimage to Memphis" inspired a
novel he completed in 2014 and has
published in 2018 and a children's chapter book "The
Tree" published in December 2017, inspired by a song he
wrote of the same title. For more information, visit his
website at www.paulhockpublishing.com.

Andrea Lines-Botell

When Life Gives You Lemons
&
Release Your Tears

Andrea oﬀers gentle support to others
through her coaching company,
Mandalia House of Healing. Many
modalities are available including art, mindfulness
techniques and supportive tools for change. With a vast
training background in conﬂict, crisis and mindfulness,
Andrea's passion is to help others ﬁnd their own solutions
for inner peace and betterment. For more information
visit www.mandaliahouse.com.

Colleen Heighington
Thoughts on the Theme

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.

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.

Maureen Malone
Heart Fire

Maureen loves to heal, and to
empower others to know that they are
their own healer. She believes that the
heart, mind and spirit are all integral
parts of the process, and has always
loved the concept that there is much more out there than
any of us can imagine. Miracles do abound everywhere,
and we must trust our heart to go where we are guided.
She also has recently started to practice restructuring
work, believing that some of the root cause for illness is
a result of our earlier traumas and stresses. Email her at
heartfireheal@hotmail.com.

Kayleigh Radatus

The Music of Life

Arlene Spencer

Kayleigh is a Certified Life Coach &
Certified Level 2 Reiki Practitioner,
helping you feel the music of every
day. She uses intuitive Spirit guided
readings, Groovy Reiki, and personal
development workshops to help her clients remember
what life on Earth is for, and create a life that feels as
awesome as their favourite playlist. Learn more by
visiting her online at www.ThisGroovyLife.ca, and on
facebook at www.facebook.com/ThisGroovyLife.

Words I Couldn’t Say

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.

Sandra Wilson

My Adventure Called Life

Sandra is a writer, photographer and
educator with a passion for fun and
learning. She holds a BA in English and
History, and has continued to take
courses online throughout her adult
life, deeming herself a life-long learner. She believes that
life is a learning experience, and continues to ﬁnd lessons
every day, which she applies to her writing, her photography, and lessons she can share with others. Connect
with Sandra at www.quiteacharacter.ca.

Creativity is the space between
chaos and structure.
David Rankine

PUBLISHER’S PONDERINGS

The 2019 Guelph Y Women of Distinction Gala takes place on
Thursday, May 2, and I am looking forward to being there.

Almost a year ago to the day, I was busily preparing for the 2018
Gala, as one of the 2018 honourees. So much has happened in the
year since the gala, which was a life-changing event for me.

I remember, shortly after moving to Guelph, reading about the
Women of Distinction event in the paper, and thinking what a great
idea it was. My internal dialogue went from something like “Wow, how
cool would it be to be nominated?!” to a lamentful “I wish I could be nominated” (followed by the inner
critic who would always say “Who are you kidding?!”). But in 2017, I purposely changed that internal
dialogue from one of lament and “Who are you kidding?” to “One day, I will be nominated for this!”

I do not exaggerate when I say that, less than a week after this new message to myself, I was having
lunch with a colleague, who said, out of the blue, “I’m going to nominate you for a Women of Distinction
Award.” I was absolutely speechless. The power of intention, and of energy, was palpable in that room,
at that moment.

Ever since then, I have paid very close attention to energy. As an empath, that’s easy. It has been more
difficult to recognize negative energy before it affects me. I’m getting much better at it!
The launch of volume 5 of the Sharing anthologies was one such occasion when the room was filled
with positive energy. The authors who spoke at that event impressed me beyond words. Such
vulnerability and courage!

Momondays Guelph, which I took over in January, together with Rob Osburn of BNR Media, is another
amazing opportunity to share stories that empower and inspire.

A friend told me recently that I am powerful, because I hold space for others to share their stories and
speak their truth. The “powerful” part threw me a bit, because powerful is the last adjective I’d use
todescribe myself. But I understand his point, and I am honoured by it.

The quote below is taken from a testimonial given to me by one of the writers in Sharing Volume 1. It
sums up, beautifully, what I believe to be true about the power of speaking our truth, and my role in that
process.

Hers are not the actions of loud tumbling waves, that crash and recede with each surge.
They are the quiet actions of a single stone thrown into a pond,
that creates a soft ripple eﬀect. Each ring travels outward,
reaching further and further, forever taking with it the energy of the stone.

Lisa

THOugHTS On THE THEME
by Colleen Heighington

I remember having lots and lots of
energy and not even giving it a second
thought. In also remember wanting to
excel in something throughout my life.

As a youngster, it was go, go, go.
Whether riding my bicycle, playing
baseball or just hanging out with my
friends, a lot of energy was consumed.
As I became older, I took a lot of
interest in sports, especially track and
field and excelled in it! With the help
of my mom cheering me on and being
my biggest fan, most of my winning
ribbons were red. I would settle for
blue – second place but my favourite
colour was red! The years leading up
to becoming an adult was just as busy.
With working full time, I was still very
much on the go. The best day of my
life was getting married and being
blessed with three beautiful children.
Busy, busy, busy is an understatement.
I was on the go constantly but in a
good way like getting the children up
for school, going to appointments,
volunteering, and getting them
involved in many school activities. I
could go on and on but most of you
know the drill. My husband always
gave me a helping hand and I applaud
him. What a difference he made.

Energy was always on my side until the
day that I began to not feel well. I was
in my mid 50’s and I started to feel
dizzy and light headed. I went to see
the doctor and tests were done and
nothing out of the ordinary came up,
so I continued on my merry old way
but still not feeling myself. I will always
remember this day perfectly. I had
taken my two grandsons to the dentist
and was feeling fine until my bus ride
home. By the time the bus stopped at
our stop, I had to hold onto my
grandson for dear life as I felt so weak
and dizzy, feeling like a drunken sailor.
I held onto a nearby railing and
wouldn’t let go of it for fear of falling
until the ambulance came and took

me to the hospital. To make a long
story short, there was nothing
seriously wrong after some tests and I
went home by taxi a different person.
I did not have energy to do much of
anything for about two months and
couldn’t even go outside. I remember
looking out of my window and seeing
people walking and thinking to myself,
they don’t know how lucky they are to
be just walking. Even going shopping,
I needed to hold onto the grocery cart
while my husband did the shopping.
Not so much fun. Eventually, after
seeing several doctors including
specialists and being treated for Lyme
Disease, I did start to feel a little better.
I was also diagnosed with Fibromyalgia, which is constant muscle pain
with fatigue and chronic pain which I
do believe I had for many years before
being diagnosed.

Today, I walk three times a day, watch
my diet, pace myself and take
minimum medications for pain. My
energy level is not like it was but I am
thankful to God for feeling much
better and that energy has returned to
me the best that it can. In closing,
never take energy for granted and I
have learnt that energy is healing and
that healing is energy. Also, always
remember to look after yourself and
as my dad would say - “ALL IS WELL.”
***

We are SO pleased to welcome
two new columnists: Emily Brant
(Essentially Emm) and Arlene
Spencer (Words I Couldn’t Say).
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Words
I Couldn’t Say
Arlene Spencer

THE REASOn

Do you ever wonder what it really
means when someone says, “Things
happen for a reason?”

Sixteen years ago I spent my summer
with my elderly mother, and four
wonderful sisters. We travelled to
quaint B&B’s, shared lunches on quiet
patios, visited second hand stores and
toured interesting small antique
shops. We enjoyed a summer filled
with laughter, happy tears and
wonderful memories. Little did we
know that would be our last summer
with our sister. She was killed in a car
accident the following month.

While sitting in a classroom at work,
the intercom buzzed asking if I could
go to the main office. Feeling
apprehensive I made my way to the
front desk but was quickly escorted to
the principal’s office. With despair on
their faces, they handed me the
phone. I heard my sisters cracking
voice and through her sobs she
painfully told me that one of us was
killed in a car accident that afternoon.

I was in shock, my legs were numb, my
heart pounded as I slumped to the
floor in a state of panic. What would I
do without my sister; she was the
extension of my heart. I had spoken
with her on the phone that morning
making plans for our families to enjoy
the fair that evening. My last words
were, “have a good day” she replied,
“you too,” as we hung up one last
time.

My faith was tested that day as I held
her three beautiful children, who were
ten, thirteen and fourteen and had
just lost their mother.

I felt her presence that evening. I felt
her pushing me, guiding me and giving
me the strength I needed to help her
precious babies try understand why
this was happening. I know she was by
my side that night.

That tragedy in our lives was truly
heartbreaking and changed our family
forever. I don’t know the reason why
she was taken from us, but looking
back, I do know why we spent so much
time together that summer. We were
making memories of us.

The “Words I Couldn’t Say” are,
someday everything will make perfect
sense. So for now, I live with the
confusion, smile through my tears and
keep reminding myself that everything
happens for a reason.
***

with the challenge alone. Sometimes,
one may be afraid to share this
challenge, for fear of being judged,
shouted at, laughed at, or simply just
being afraid!

In this world where suicide is taking
place amongst us, please let us take a
moment to be loving and kind to each
other, especially to those we love.
Today, if you haven’t heard from a
loved one, please pick up the phone
and let them know that you love them
and are there to help them through
their “busyness,” (whatever it is that’s
keeping them “busy”). Let them know
how very important they are to you.

Remember: Self Love is just a
Heartbeat Away.
***

Self-Love Is
Just a Heartbeat Away
by Cheron Kovacs,
Teacher of “Self-Love”

IF I DOn’T CALL

Are you one of those people who
wonders why people don’t call you?
Who when they do call, you give them
a hard time for not calling sooner,
etc...?

If you are, I’d like to encourage you to
go easy on the other person. People
always use the excuse that they have
been busy, that’s why they haven’t
called, sent a text, been to visit. Yes,
life has become very busy and hectic
for the most part, but sometimes, just
sometimes, we use “I’ve been busy” as
an excuse, to save you from the fact
that we have actually been dealing
with some of life’s challenges.
Sometimes, one may just need to deal

THE MuSIC OF LIFE

The Spring In Your Step
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.

As I write this, the start of another
new month is about a week away;
May 1st. You’d hardly know it by the
temperatures we’ve been having. It
seems like we’re having a rather slow
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wake-up to Springier weather, and I
find myself truly longing for the
warmth I know is coming. I’m grateful
that I can get out for walks again
without fear of slipping on ice, and
without having to bundle up with hats,
boots and mitts.

In noticing this slow awakening of the
world around me, I notice the same
process in myself. I’m feeling new
energy as the sun and warmth returns,
and discover that I am ready to begin
new projects, and return to some from
the past as well. I’ve brought back an
old workshop; Beadiful Intentions, and
am excited to work with a new group
who are ready to jump in and create
their dreams in real life.

Speaking of the past, I resurrected an
old hobby last week too; we made a
mix cd for the car. I know for many,
CDs are obsolete tech, but I still have
a large collection I use regularly, and it
had been at least a couple of years
since I’d made a new mix. This time, I
decided to get my 10 year old
daughter involved in the process, and
together we chose a collection of 21
songs we both love. They’re all happy,
upbeat, energetic songs that will be
awesome to blast out the window as
we return to regular road trips to
cottage country in a month or so.
Country roads are made for windows
down, stereo turned up, singing at the
top of your lungs fun.

What I notice most about listening to
this cd each time we get in the car, is
the shift I feel in my day to day life. I
find myself feeling lighter, bouncier,
more energetic, and generally happier.
I’ve noticed the same in my daughter
too, stresses and anxieties are being
transformed with the beat of a drum,
the resonance of a bass, the energy in
a guitar and the power of lyrics; “Good
morning, Starshine! The Earth says
hello…”. The mix is eclectic, nothing
any professional DJ would put
together; ranging from Serena Ryder
to The Beach Boys, Bon Jovi, Great Big

Sea, Jive Bunny, and more, but it
totally works for us. In fact, I’m
thinking we might need to make a
“Volume 2” of Mamma & Samantha’s
Happy Car Music CD. There’s a bunch
of songs we couldn’t fit on the first
one.

If you’re like me, and finding that
Spring energy is coming a little slower
than you’d like, I highly recommend
making yourself a new mix CD, or even
a mix tape, if you have the tech. There
is something deeply satisfying about it,
that doesn’t come with making a
playlist, at least for me. If a playlist
works for you though, by all means, go
for it. The point is, bring out some of
that music that makes you want to
sing along, I can practically guarantee;
it’ll put a spring in your step.
I’d love to hear from you! Chat about
The Music of Life column by visiting
my blog;
www.thisgroovylife.ca/blog/themusic-of-life-column.
***

My
Adventure
Called
Life

A STAnDIng OvATIOn
by Sandra Wilson

Everyone should have the experience
of getting a standing ovation. They
should get a chance to feel what it is
like to be acknowledged and
applauded by a crowd of people. If you
watch clips of performers receiving a
standing ovation you can see, with
their reaction, how meaningful it is to
them.

But not everyone is a performer, not
everyone would receive an actual
standing ovation. So what can we do
to instill this same feeling in these
people?
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It is important to acknowledge people
for
accomplishments,
create
opportunities that offer them a
chance to receive meaningful
applause, recognition or, especially,
ovation. I don’t mean awards
ceremonies or even a ceremony at all.
I mean giving people a chance to use
their talents, recognizing people for
their achievements and respecting
their successes, no matter how small
they may seem.

I have a project where I work with
classrooms to create books. There are
4 and 5 year-old children who have
illustrations in my books. And although
we don’t always have a recognition
ceremony for them, the fact that they
contributed to a book is like a standing
ovation. It is a chance for them to feel
the way those performers do, to see
themselves as having achieved,
accomplished and be recognized and
receive the praise they deserve.

When people receive a standing
ovation it motivates them, inspires
them and encourages them to keep up
the good work. It uplifts them so they

may reach higher and achieve more. It
could spring board them to bigger and
better things in the future.

How can we create situations where
people can receive standing ovations?
First of all we can watch the words we
use. Creativity should be applauded
whether we like something or not. You
may not like the book, the play, the
piece of art but it doesn’t mean it isn’t
good. We enjoy things differently and
so we must recognize that an
accomplishment is worth applauding
even if we ourselves cannot see its full
potential.

We can find situations to allow others
to showcase their talent. Perhaps we
can arrange a show or a display or
maybe we can simply take a photo and
post it with a comment of praise. We
must be mindful that saying nothing
can also crush creativity.

Use your words to offer applause,
make an effort to comment or review
and measure accomplishments for
each person, not in relation to you. It
is not a big accomplishment for you to
tie your shoe, but it certainly is to a 4
year-old. A drawing from an 11 yearold with mobility issues may not look
amazing, but it is amazing. A speech
by a person with a fear of public
speaking is a major accomplishment,
even if it is a very short speech. We
don’t measure up against each other,
we measure up to ourselves.
Take a moment to look at the people
around you. Recognize them, applaud
them and give them the ovation that
they deserve.
***

down those aisles anymore, because
chances are if something is in a box or
bottle, it doesn’t comply with my diet.
But, I can’t say I can blame the busy
and budget-conscious parents who do
buy the packaged products when they
go on sale because you’ve got to do
what you can to save money and feed
your family!

HOW TO EAT HEALTHY
On A BuDgET
by Emily Brant

Have you ever committed to a new
diet, and then quickly realized it
wasn’t just your taste buds making
sacrifices, it was also your bank
account? Friend, listen…I hear you! As
someone who’s been put on a very
restricted (no gluten, dairy, corn,
sugar, processed foods) diet, I know it
gets costly. Basically, what you’re left
to pay for is meat, fish and vegetables
or fruit. We all know meat and fish can
be expensive but even produce is
pricey now, especially if you want
organic. When buying meat you’ll
want grass fed and organic whenever
possible too, and that’s of course even
more money you’ll have to cough up!
With frozen pizzas constantly on sale,
the value menus at the drive thru that
could feed your whole family for under
$10, and the takeout that makes
cooking seem absolutely pointless…it’s
no wonder we struggle to eat healthy
and cook nutritious foods at home,
especially while on a budget. Don’t
even get me started on the sales and
deals of the processed food aisles at
the grocery stores. I don’t even go
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I hear you when you say “I want to eat
and cook healthier for my family, but
it’s so expensive!” because truthfully
it really can be. So, I have come up
with my own ways of saving money
while sticking to my diet and thought
I’d share with you!
Ready for my top 5 tips? Here we go!

Tip #1: Batch Cook + Food Prep

What has helped me avoid buying
lunch through the week, or indulging
in takeout is making sure I’m prepared
ahead of time. I food prep every
Sunday, and almost always include at
least one large “batch” meal like a
soup, stew, chili or curry! These tend
to make more meals than say chicken
breast and salad, and you can double
or triple the recipe depending on what
you need for the week. I always make

a big batch of something, eat it that
night, pack enough for my lunches for
the week, plus I freeze a big container.
Don’t be a snob about freezing
leftovers. There is nothing gross about
it. Plus, on busy days it is such a time
saver to have something you can just
defrost, heat and serve!

Tip #2: Eat Plant Based Protein

I said it earlier - meat and fish can get
expensive! That’s why on top of
buying one or two meat proteins for
the week, I alternate with plant-based
proteins! Chickpeas, lentils, and tofu
are three of my go-to’s. I often make
curries with lentils and chickpeas or
add them to soups to make them
more filling and stretch more meals
out of it! My fiancé Derek and I love to
make tofu stir-fry once in a while too.
I eat mine with quinoa, which is
another great source of protein and a
good replacement for starchy carbs.
Once in a while we also do #meatless
monday at our place and we eat
roasted cauliflower with tahini and
hummus for dinner and it’s delicious!

aren’t vegan or egg free, eggs are
great way to get cheaper protein in
too!
Tip #3: Shop at Multiple grocery
Stores

I live directly across the street from a
Metro grocer and it can be tempting
to just get all our groceries from there
but it’s not the cheapest place to shop.
What I do is get my produce and
usually my meat or seafood from
there because I like the quality. Then
any canned food like tomatoes,
coconut milk, chickpeas, tuna, and
frozen fruit and veggies, I will check
flyers and shop wherever they have
the most sales going on- usually
Walmart, No Frills or FreshCo for my
area. Definitely check the flyers, which
you can do easily using a free app
called “Flipp.” We actually order some
grocery items online too, usually from
Amazon or Well.ca when they have
good deals. I know convenience and a
one-stop shop is tempting and some
may even argue it’s a must. If that’s
the case, choose a store that is
typically competitive with their pricing
and offers price matching, which leads
me to my next tip.
Tip #4: use Coupons and Price
Matching

If you’re already vegetarian or vegan
then I don’t have to tell you about the
power of plant protein! Vegans too
though, need to be careful of getting
tricked into buying highly processed
and often expensive products like
mock meat or cheese, marketed to
vegans. Stick to nature’s products if
you want true optimal health! If you

Listen people, coupons are awesome!
Admittedly I used to be someone who
didn’t bother with coupons because I
never got to the store before they
expired, forgot about them, or found
them more trouble than I thought
they were worth. My frugal fiancé,
bless his heart, has helped me realize
the importance of taking advantage of
coupons! When you sign up with your
email for places like Bulk Barn for
example, you can get amazing offers.
One time I got 30% off any bulk item
so I used it to get my expensive
pumpkin seed protein, and Derek used
his coupon to get me my macadamia
nuts. Optimize coupons like this by
splitting your purchase into two sales,
5

if you’re shopping with a partner. Bulk
Barn also almost always has $3 off any
$10 purchase, too. Always have the
Flipp app on your phone so you can
also price match sales from other
stores, where applicable.
Tip #5: Stock up

When I feel like money is tight, the last
thing I want to do is buy more than I
need for the week but, it truly is the
smartest way to shop if something you
regularly consume is on sale for an
amazing price and it’s non perishable
or freeze-able. For instance, my
protein powder- I stocked up on it
when I had the coupon for 30% off and
months later I’m still thanking my
earlier self for making that wise
investment. Another example is
Cosco- although that can be a
dangerous place to go because you
almost never leave without spending
at least $200, we like to buy certain
things there like coconut oil, salmon,
chicken, hummus and sometimes
nuts. We portion out the salmon and
chicken and freeze it.

Bonus Tip: Don’t Waste What You
Have

I know this sounds obvious … “don’t
waste food.” But it’s a lesson that has
taken me years to realize the
importance of. Even though I grew up
with parents saying, “There are
children starving in Africa” whenever
I’d waste food, and even though I have
literally visited those starving children
in Kenya, Africa, I admittedly still
wasted a ton of food especially when
I first lived on my own. I’d buy all these
fruits and vegetables with good
intentions and recipe ideas, and the
end of the week would come and
they’d be rotting in the fridge. Or, I’d
actually have a ton of groceries but I’d
tell myself I have nothing to eat, and
get takeout. What I really meant was I
have nothing convenient to eat. This is
where the importance of food prep
comes in. In recent months though,

Derek has challenged me and asked
“are you actually going to eat all of
that?” every time he sees my grocery
haul, and because of my pride and ego
I’ve said “yes, of course” and made it
a point to finish every dang vegetable
in the fridge before it goes bad…and it
works! We get creative with what we
have left in the fridge at the end of the
week, and have whipped up some of
the most random meals, all in the
name of saving money!

I encourage you to give some of these
tips a try, and let us know what you
think! Happy grocery shopping and
healthy eating!
***

WHEn LIFE gIvES YOu LEMOnS
by Andrea Lines-Botell

I recently took part in the latest
Sharing anthology, and this experience
has brought up a lot of memories for
me. The story was a journey on my
past fear of death, and about some of
my loved ones who have passed. As I
wrote, I was reminded of their
outstanding courage and zest for life.

I remembered while I was writing that
Aunt met Mohammad Ali once. It was
many years ago, and he was just
becoming famous. He had sat next to
her at the airport, and she asked if he
would sign her boarding pass. He did.
She told me the story often and how
gracious he was and soft in his
manner. One of my sons is now taking
part in boxing, and his idol is
Mohammad Ali. Not just because of
his boxing skill but because of the man
he was and what he represents. My
son has this boarding pass framed. I
began to think about people who rise
in the face of diversity, and the book
launch was another validation of this.
We as humans can endure and thrive
from extreme circumstances. Another
humbling reminder is hearing the
stories of people like Nelson Mandela,
Dalai Lama or Oprah Winfrey for

example. All could have turned
inwards and withered and instead they
faced their seemingly devastating
situation and turned it into something
for all to share and grow from. The
story I’m sharing this month is from my
blog and was inspired by my uncle who
recently passed away. A quiet funny
man who wasn’t famous or didn’t
write a book yet he touched so many
lives with his simple and kind manner.
It is my honour to share with you my
story “When life gives you lemons.”

It was the funeral for my kind and
caring Uncle Wayne this weekend. So
many people turned up that they were
lined up outside of the chapel for the
entire service. There was a wide range
of ages and genders, and he had
touched all of their lives in a positive
and lasting way. During the ceremony,
people recalled stories of him and how
he had brought laughter and light to
their lives. He found humour in each
day and showed thoughtfulness by his
actions.

What became apparent through the
service was how when he was handed
a lemon in life he indeed did stick to
the motto and made lemonade. Items
that were trash to others he made into
treasures. I talked to a few people
after the funeral and shared stories
with each other. Many said they felt
humbled by knowing my uncle and
also by what they had heard during
the funeral. They thought that they
didn’t offer life and others the same
openness and care as Wayne had
done. Even in his passing, he made a
positive impact on others to try and be
a little more like him in life.

On my own journey, I have worked to
change challenging situations into
something more wonderful. A little
like the stone soup story in a way by
taking something that seems hopeless
and making something expansive.
Facing diversity, grief or trauma can
make this feel like it is impossible and
at times perhaps this is true. In the
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end, though we do have a choice. The
choice to find the good among the
sadness. The choice to rejoice in
simple things or just see what is
wrong. The choice to choose love over
hate and the choice to find the lemons
of life sour or make it into lemonade.

Remembering that you are a fabulous
being for all that you are in darkness
and light is a significant first step.
Choosing to stand in love and not fear
can allow bitterness and sadness to
flow through your body rather than
stick to your soul. Finding the treasure
within the so-called trash of your life
is a fantastic gift.

So what are you going to choose? A
glass half empty and sour lemons or a
glass half full of sweet lemonade? I
know what my Uncle Wayne would
have chosen.
***

SHARIng: OuR STORIES,
OuR SELvES, OuR SuCCESS (vOL 5)
by Lisa Browning

When we follow our passion, amazing
things happen. We meet the people
we’re meant to meet, and we are
presented with all the right opportunities, at just the right times.

This is what began happening to me,
when I first started One Thousand
Trees in 2010. At the time, I was doing
a lot of volunteer work, but the
majority of that work involved sitting
on committees. I was tired of sitting in
meeting after meeting, so I resigned
from everything.

Because I feel strongly about the need
to give back, I had to find something
else to replace all that committee
work. Given my background in
publishing, and the fact that I had
always dreamed of publishing a
magazine, One Thousand Trees
became a reality. At the time, it was
just going to be the magazine. (Well,
we all know what happened to that
plan!)

Walking my dog on the trails
surrounding my subdivision is when
ideas come to me. One day, several
years ago, I started thinking about all
the amazing writers who had been
submitting articles for the magazine.
“You should do a book,” was the
message I received. I reached out to
several writers, and within a very short
period of time, Volume 1 of the
Sharing anthologies was a reality. I had
24 women from around the world
included in that volume, and my story
was among them.

A (male) friend read my story, and that
of another woman he knew. “You
should do a men’s book,” he said.
(Again, my plan was to do just one
anthology, nothing more.)

Upon seeing my somewhat perplexed
expression, my friend said, “I know it
would be a different tone than the
women’s book, but I think there’s a
need for it.”

It has been an incredible honour and
blessing to be involved in these
projects year after year, and I will
continue to publish the anthologies, as
long as I have people interested in
sharing their story and speaking their
truth!

SHARING

our stories, our selves, our success
Volume 5

That was all I needed to hear. I secretly
told myself that if my friend would
agree to write in the men’s book, I
would go ahead with that project. The
rest, as they say, is history!

The feedback I received from the
authors in Volumes 1 and 2 was
fascinating. Without exception, the
women from Volume 1 expressed
gratitude for the opportunity to share
their story. The men in Volume 2, on
the other hand, expressed gratitude
for the opportunity to be vulnerable.
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an anthology
of women’s empowerment stories

The Sharing anthologies are available
on the One Thousand Trees bookstore
site at www.ottbookstore.com.
***

HEART FIRE

BY

MAUREEN MALONE

Definition of a Wayshower. A person
who lives according to the divine
qualities, consciously and willingly and
is prepared to own it, discuss it, and
represent it.

They are people we meet in life that
help us show the way. We call them
the Wayshowers. They could be
people we meet at work, in our
neighborhood, through hobbies or just
happen to run into on our journeys
through life. With the latter being the
most probable. They show up exactly
at the time we need them.

Last week I was part of the launch of
Sharing: our stories, our selves, our
success (volume 5), that Lisa Browning
publishes and perfects. The women
were very, very brave. They came from
all walks of life, from all different
backgrounds, and all different
triumphs. Beautiful stories that were
meant to come out at this time in all
our lives. Lisa Brown was our
Wayshower. Every single woman had
Lisa Browning showing them the way
to open their heart and step into their
own power. Trust and belief were all
part of the mix. Lisa gave us all the
extra push we needed.

We meet these people, when it is
time, and we are ready. It could not
happen under any other circumstance.
The universe lines everything up for
us. We are ready, they are ready, all
the stars line up to make it happen.
They show us the way.

I have looked through the different
stories in the book, and am in awe at
the bravery, and willingness to believe
in our hearts, knowing that the truth

sets us free. The bravery to keep
going, to keep believing, to keep on.
We cannot be wayshowers unless we
have been through the pain ourselves.
To the depth of our soul, to sift
through and come up, leaving it all
behind. Every single one of us has
struggled through it, some seem to
have more than others, they will
become the wayshowers.

We may not believe we are ready, but
when circumstances rise up and take
over, it is because it’s time. Thanks to
Lisa for giving us that support and
push we needed. You were in our right
place at the right time. We truly were
asking for it, we just didn’t know it.
Lisa knew though, she could see our
fear, and our potential, and our
braveness.

Thank you, Lisa, for showing us the
way….for pushing us off our cliff, so we
could fly.

I want to share this beautiful story call
The Beginning, that has always
resonated with me.

Two apprentices, A man and a woman
were walking down a path one night,
it was late, the moon was moving
towards full, but not bright enough to
dim the stars. The wind rapidly
pushed the clouds as they danced
over the face of the moon. The
shadows they created moved
ominously over the high dessert
terrain.

The night was from empty, many
spirits were out. They hurried along,
the quiet was almost deafening, only
broken by the sound of their footsteps
on the loose gravel, and the occasional
sound of a cricket. Up in the distance
a coyote howled. They spoke in
whispers about the lessons they had
learned, their teacher unexpectedly
asked them to return home tonight,
they had never been asked to leave
after dark before. They tried to be
warriors, as they walked along the
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path but fear continued to rise to the
surface, they knew someone was
lurking in the dark waiting for them.

As they approached the path leading
towards the cliff, they thought they
saw someone jump out of the
shadows. At first they laughed at their
foolishness, but then they began to
hear a quiet chanting. Before them
stood an ancient one. Only terror held
them in place. The old one said, “who
do we have here, who comes before
me. Come close so I can see you. “

They began inching back, they heard
stories of the old ones and how they
steal the young apprentice souls. Their
hearts began pounding and fear began
to rise, the night was filled with the
sound of their breathing. The old one
asked, “why do you fear someone as
old as me? alone in the dessert. How
can I possibly harm you, are you
victims or warriors?“
The man said, “I have no wish to fight
you, I have heard stories of the old
ones that steal people’s souls.” “Who
asked you to fight me? Do you really
believe those stories, come closer so I
can see you, they edged back again.“

The woman asked, why he was there,
who are you, what do you want? The
ancient one smiled and said the path
to freedom always leads through your
fears. “You can never be free until you
face your fears. Your healing and your
sacred self lie in the direction your
head tells you not to go. Whenever
your head says I will not do this, you
must do it, or you will never truly be
free. Listen always to your heart, not
your head.”

The man said those are fine words but
they sound like a trickster to me. Why
should I trust you? Because your
mind tells you not to, listen to your
heart, not your head. Come closer so I
can see you the ancient one bellowed.
For a moment they all stood
motionless on the edge of the cliff.

Before the man had a chance to stop
her, the woman smiled and stepped
forward. The man yelled NO, but the
woman and the ancient man just
smiled. The old one reached out and
in a rapid movement, pushed her off
the cliff.

And she flew…..

***

A DOg nAMED WHISKY
by Paul Hock

He was my first dog, although my
ownership of the pooch was very
short-lived. How I came about
acquiring this dog, and subsequently
losing him, was a series of events that
took place sometime around the
summer of 1969.

I was at that time a full-time musician,
playing in a band called “The Jades”
and travelling across southern and
northern Ontario performing six nights
a week, primarily in bars and lounges.

I was the guy with the truck, which is
likely why they hired me in the first
place, and after performing on a
Saturday night, regardless of the
distance, I would head to my
girlfriend’s cottage on French Bay near
Sauble Beach.

Distance didn’t matter, I was in love, I
had a day off, and I was heading for
the beach. Along with that good habit
was one that often delayed me.
Forgetting to fill the gas tank before
leaving.

On more than one of these journeys I
had run out of gas and this particular
trip had me leaving Barrie Ontario, and
cutting across the backroads, taking
one of my supposed short-cuts in the
wee hours of a Sunday morning.
With no gas stations in sight and about
twenty miles short of my destination
the 3/4-ton monolithic van coughed
and sputtered in front of the laneway
to a farm.

As the sun rose on what promised to
be a beautiful day, I grabbed the
empty gas can, my future father-in-law
had donated to my cause, and trudged
up the lane to see if the farmer was
doing his morning chores. One thing I
had learned early on in my fuel
challenged life was that farmers had
gas. I’m referring to the fuel of course.

A beautiful Collie greeted me as I
walked into the farmyard, scattering
chickens and barking out a warning for
anybody nearby. I set down the can,
kneeled and extended my palms,
hands up. After a couple of sniffs and
a few strokes on the back, I was
accepted.
I heard a screen door slam. A man in
overhauls and holding a large cup of
coffee strode over.

“I take it you ran out of gas young
feller.”
“Yes sir, right in front of your laneway.”

“How convenient” he chuckled. “Okay
follow me, com’on Bonnie your pups
are making a racket.”

I followed him and the Collie as the
screen door slammed once more
behind us, and two children, a girl and
her younger brother, joined our trek to
the ancient barn.

“You buying a puppy mister,” she
asked?
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“Nope, just some gas,” I replied.

As we entered the barn, the farmer
extended his hand for the gas can and
promised to return shortly. I noticed in
one corner of the large entrance was
a low pen filled with straw. The Collie
plopped down and was soon engaged
by six hungry little pups looking for
breakfast.

The farmer meanwhile disappeared
out the door, walking towards the
implement shed, he suggested I have
a look at the pups.

“You should get yourself one of those
pups, purebred Collies, cheap at ten
bucks.” he yelled back to me.

I chuckled to myself, he’s left me here
with the pups hoping I’ll buy one.

There was no way I could have a dog,
after all, I was a budding rock star, on
the road, and living out of a suitcase.
How could I have a dog?

Then I saw him, he was a small black
and white ball tucked into one corner
of the makeshift pen. Half the size of
his brothers and sisters he struggled to
his feet and slowly made his way
towards his mother and some
nourishment. It was to no avail;
nobody would let the little pup get
near the milk from mom. He sat on his
haunches, whimpering as he looked at
his siblings, hoping for an opening and
some nourishment.
My heart went out to the little guy, but
what could I do?

The farmer returned with my gas can.
“Well, did you pick one?”

“Sorry, no room in my life for a dog sir.”

“Too bad, they’re beautiful pups.”

of the smell, I finally caved and cradled
him in one arm, “okay little fella you
are now an official band mascot.”

My eyes cast to the runt. “What’s the
story on that little fella?”

He scratched his cheek in thought.
“Not sure, bout that guy, likely the
neighbour’s Border Collie. Happens
sometimes. I figure he’s not too long
for this world.”

I kneeled and patted the pup’s matted
fur.

I’m sure at that point farmer Brown’s
eyebrows raised. “Give you a deal on
him,” he muttered. “Little TLC and that
dog’ll be good as new.”

I stood up, and my sleep deprived,
illogical brain spewed out, “How
much?”

“Half price, five bucks.”

I had barely hummed, let alone
hawed, and he added, “and I’ll throw
in the gas.”

“Sold!” I heard someone say as I
reached into my wallet for a fiver.

“Yay!” The little girl yelled.

“Uh, do you have a box or something I
can put him in?” I asked, still in a daze
about what had just taken place.

“Sure thing, kids run inside and grab a
box for this gentleman, got yourself a
deal there young feller,” he said
smiling as he tucked the fiver into his
overhauls.

I picked up the sad looking specimen,
peering into his mucus filled eyes.
Keeping him at arm’s length because

The children returned with a Chiquita
banana box and lined it with straw.
Carry him to this fella’s ride kids. The
children accompanied me down the
tree-lined lane. I opened the side door
of the van and placed the box
between the two front seats.

“Thanks, mister,” the young girl said.
“I don’t think he was gonna make it.”

“He will now,” I yelled out the window,
as I drove off. The truth was I wasn’t
sure he would as I looked down at the
struggling puppy.

“Well little fella, let’s get you to the
beach.”
ADOPTIOn

As I pulled my weary bones into the
cottage driveway, my girlfriend rushed
out to greet me with a big hug and
kiss. Our embrace was interrupted by
a mournful whine from the truck.
“What’s that?” Pat asked.

“Band’s new mascot” I smiled as I
reached in and plucked the puppy
from the box.

“Ahh,” she said as she petted his
matted fur. Then her nose twitched.
What’s that smell, is that you or him?”

“Him I replied, although I may have a
bit of it on me, I think I’ll call him
Smelly.”
“Well, I think you both need a shower.”

Then her younger sister Jan came
bounding out of the cottage. Jan
immediately took control of the
situation as she reached for the pup.
“Yuck, he needs a bath,” she said.

We all walked inside where my future
11

in-laws were enjoying a peaceful
morning breakfast. Bud, who we
called Skipper, looked out from behind
his newspaper, and never one to
mince words, even on a Sunday, he
spoke up.
“Hock, what in hell have you done
now?”
“I ran out of gas.”

“Surprise surprise,” he chuckled.
“And I bought a dog.”

He looked at me from behind his
paper, then returned to his reading.

“Hock you never cease to amaze me,
what the hell are you going to do with
a dog, when you practically live on the
road.”

I sputtered my well thought out plan.
“He’ll join me, sleep in my room, be
our band’s mascot.”
All I could see was the top of his head
shaking derisively.

His wife Louise, who I had
affectionately named Granny for a
certain cartoon character named
Granny Goodwitch, was analyzing the
situation. She studied the mutt and
said in her usual practical style. “Well
whatever you are planning on doing
with him, that dog needs a bath.”
We all headed for the bathroom.

“Outside!” she specified in no
uncertain terms.

We made an about-face except for
little Jan who retrieved all the
necessary items from the bathroom.
Tearless baby shampoo and her classic
pink baby tub.

We filled it with warm water, and soon
a confused puppy was being scrubbed
by three pairs of hands, rinsed off,

towel dried, and bundled into a
blanket. He was trundled back into the
bathroom for a blow dry and
grooming with Jan’s doll brushes. The
result was something that resembled
a Gerbil with a perm or a “Tribble”
from a Star Trek episode.

When we all returned to the breakfast
table, even Bud had to admit
whatever it was under all that fur was
kind of cute.

during breakfast. My choice of Smelly
was voted down, seeing as he wasn’t
smelly anymore.

After feeding him some warm milk, we
all decided to take him for a “run on
the beach.” We moved down the
sandy path with puppy, who now
seemed full of energy. He ran or
should I say staggered out in front. His
canter always swerved to the left, and
whenever he hit a bump in the path,
he would take a tumble, shake himself
oﬀ and carry on. We all laughed at
these antics and Bud said he looks like
he drank too much whisky.
“That’s it!” I shouted. “I’ll call him
Whisky, perfect handle for a rock and
roll bar band’s mascot.”
Later that day Skipper and Granny sat
me down for a serious talk.

WE NEED A NAME

Now if a dog is going to hang around
for any length of time, it needs a
name. This was on everyone’s mind

“We’ve been thinking,” Skipper said.
“Whisky should probably stay with us,
Jan sure has taken a liking to him, and
you taking a puppy on the road just
isn’t practical.”
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“Okay, I replied,” quite relieved. “He
won’t be a bother, and he’s only half
the size of his brothers and sisters.
“Oh yeah” Skipper replied. “Haven’t
you looked at the size of that dog's
paws?”
“Yeah, I guess he does have big feet.”

“Just like you Hock, and you aren’t
exactly tiny.” Anyway, it’s settled,
Louise will take him to the vets
tomorrow, now go and tell the kids.
I did, and for the next ten years,
Whisky Robertson became part of the
clan.

When I asked Skipper about the ﬁve
bucks, he smiled and said “that’ll
cover the gas can I gave you.”

And of course, as I remember it,
Whisky wasn’t any trouble at all.
***

The Power of Telling Our Stories!

Kristen Eva, David Rankine, Lauren Stein, the three speakers at our Evening of Sharing about Spiritual Expression.
SHARING: our stories, our selves, our success (vol 5) - Official Launch.

Our April momondays Guelph show! Left to right: Clay Williams, Lisa Browning, Meg Roe, Anne-Marie Zajdlik, Jesse Parent,
Stephanie Birt, Leo Tintinalli, Rob Osburn

So Much
To Ponder

A Walk Through My Spiritual Reflections

Andre Auger, PhD

Question
Quetzal

Pleasant Penguin

by Sandra Wilson

by Sandra Wilson

Hot off the press in April:
So Much To Ponder, by Andre Auger; SHARING Volume 5, by Lisa Browning (editor); This Is Me Now, by Lindsay Brant
Pleasant Penguin, Victorious Vole, and Question Quetzal, the latest in the Emotional Alphabet Series by Sandra Wilson.
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NEXT MONTH ....
IN ONE THOUSAND TREES
June’s focus is Aging Gracefully.
“Aging is not lost youth but a new stage
of opportunity and strength.”
― Betty Friedan
Do you have an inspiring story you’d
like to share?
If you know of any community wellness
or charitable events taking place in
June, 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
May 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.

