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this mOnth’s cOntributOrs

Fran Black
Thoughts on the Theme

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 Elphick
Women’s Day

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!

Lisa Cipparone
Best Vegan Chocolate Chip Cookies

Lisa is a Yoga Teacher, Akashic Reader,
Reiki Master/Teacher, Goddess
Channel, Channel of the Divine, Circle
Facilitator, Spiritual Coach, a Priestess
of the 13 Moon Mystery School and

the Wayshower for the New Earth healing modality called
Heart Startgate Healing & Activation. She is clairvoyant,
clairaudient, and clairsentient. Originally a Traditional
Chinese Medicine Practitioner, her work is
transformative, awakening and healing.

Christine Ball
e-interview: New Healing Horizons

Christine has a 35 year career in the
healing arts, and loves working with
Nature. Her biggest delight comes
from helping her clients discover their
own power to create change. Humour,

science and magic all come together for Chris, whether
she’s working as a Reiki master, Buteyko Breathing
educator, dowsing, creating energetic essences or
connecting with Nature. 

Sandy Bassie
Walking Each Other Home

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.

Catherine Glanville
Sand and Stone

Catherine is a mother, grandmother,
observer and light worker. She is also
an aspiring writer, and a member of
the No Rules Writing Group on Lake
Erie’s north shore. 



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.

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. 

Allison Mitchell
Toasty Toes

Allison founded and organizes the
annual ToastyToes Guelph sock
collection campaign. She also founded
and co-organizes a monthly meeting

for adults living with Type 1 Diabetes in Guelph. For her
day job, Allison is passionate about helping young people
prepare for their careers and is currently leading a project
to help connect small businesses with post-secondary
students in Kitchener-Waterloo. Allison lives in Guelph
with her husband, two kids, and dog named Izzy. You can
reach her by email at toastytoesguelph@gmail.com or
t1diabetesguelph@gmail.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. As a corporate training manager, Andrea
developed, designed and ran training programs and
motivational talks worldwide. 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. Art and music therapy, coaching, energy
healing, workshops and support groups are a small part
of the holistic care that is offered for all ages at Mandalia
House. Visit her at www.mandaliahouse.com.

Marilyn Helmer
Count Your Blessings

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.

Colleen Heighington
Walking Each Other Home

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.



Cynthia Spring
The Story Behind the Story: 
7 Suitcases

Cynthia, who is a retired teacher-
librarian, continues to appreciate the
art of “story.”  And now, with more free
time, she enjoys exploring various arts

and a variety of new experiences....like hoola hooping!

Lorna Wyllsun
Four Keys to Healing from Trauma

Through her journey to heal, Lorna has
discovered that  so much of our pain is
not caused by ill will. Individuals often
have the best of intentions but lack the
awareness, knowledge and skills to

align with their goals. It has become her mission to
address this and prevent unnecessary suffering by
providing individuals with the tools and resources they
need to live compassionately and resiliently. Lorna seeks
to transform brokenness into wisdom and joy.

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.

Arlene Spencer
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.



Publisher’s POnderings

My dog, Mandy, is a very intuitive dog. She is deeply
sensitive to energy, and can read me like a book! In fact, if
I happen to be upset about something, up on the second
floor while Mandy is on the main floor, she instantly bounds
up the stairs to whatever room I am in, and looks me
straight in the eye with an intensity that is hard to describe.
If my spirit guides are present, she knows it.

One of our favourite things to do is walk on the trail through
the wetlands that surround my subdivision. I have had miraculous experiences on that
trail ... and it is there that many ideas come to me, as well as answers to questions and
solutions to problems.

Walking Each Other Home is a powerful theme for me, for many reasons ... the idea of
“home” -- safety and belonging, and the idea of companionship and knowing that we are
never alone, to name just two. I am blessed to have many people in my life who have
helped me through the dark nights of the soul that have become quite prevalent as I
continue my healing journey. My gratitude to each of them is limitless.

So is my gratitude for Mandy, my consistently loyal and dedicated companion, and for
the opportunity I have to walk through this journey called life, with the support of friends
who have become like family, and family members who I can consider friends.

Lisa
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THouGHTS oN THE THEME
by Fran Black

‘Walking each other home’ could be a
metaphor for a perfect death. Unless
we are in the unique position of being
able to plan an assisted suicide when
life becomes too difficult, it is hard to
imagine being able to facilitate such a
thing for oneself. Most of us will not
see its imminent shadow lurking at the
door like an unwelcome guest and we
are unlikely to have time to plan a
‘perfect ending.’

Sometimes the ending will become as
good as it gets, as they say. This was
the case for my father.  My dad used
to be a tall, slim, handsome pilot in the
RCAF who swept my mother off her
feet at their first meeting. At 80 years
of age, years of dialysis had taken their
toll and left him skeletally gaunt with
teeth that looked too big for his face
but his full head of silver hair still
flirted like the good old days.

He had lived in the Veterans ward of
Parkwood Hospital in London for four
years. My mother faithfully visited him
several times during the week and
brought him home on weekends. This
time away from hospital was like an
oasis for my father and he looked
forward to it like a horse returning to
the stable at night. He couldn’t wait to
put his feet up in his easy chair, grab
the newspaper and pretend, for a
moment, that he was normal. His
mind was still sharp, which may or
may not have been a blessing. He was
certainly cognizant of his reality and of
his limitations. He also knew how
lucky he was to have such a devoted
wife, Elena.

My father was no longer able to
sustain his weight, so he was hooked
up to a gastric feeding tube at night
and ate what he was able to during
the day. Undaunted, my mother, in her
mid 70’s had been shown how to
operate the feeding tube so, on those
weekends, like a faithful camel, she

hauled  the feeding pump, cans of
supplement, his walker, oxygen and
any other needs, in and out of their
apartment. He had finally quit
smoking, which felt like a blessing
once he began to use oxygen, but, to
be honest, it probably wasn’t going to
extend his life and his smoking
certainly didn’t make me carsick
anymore. It probably did help him
breathe more easily and I guess that
was the point. 

There may have been divine inter-
vention that led me to spend a night
with my parents on the weekend my
father died. I had never done so
before, recognizing that my mother
had her hands full without adding me
to the mix. We were to celebrate her
78th birthday, however, so this special
occasion prompted the visit. I brought
a video along that told a story of a
couple who had been married 54
years just as my parents had been. I
gave them foot massages and we
toasted my mother with their classic
rye and ginger drink. It was a perfect
evening. In hindsight, I was able to
truly recognize its gift as the intimacy
we shared was rare given my father’s
typical lifestyle, my work demands and
the unlikelihood of us all being in one
place at the same time.

At breakfast the next morning, the
aneurysm in my father’s stomach
finally blew like an unhappy balloon
and he collapsed at the table. We
called 9-1-1 and they guided us to
place him on the floor. He squeezed
our hand to confirm that he knew we
were there. 

My dad’s #1 death wish was that he
not die in Parkwood Hospital and,
#2—that he not die alone.  Whether
or not we truly can plan the time of
our death (apart from the foregoing
exception of assisted suicide) can’t be
definitively known but there are
certainly a lot of timely coincidences.
On this occasion, I was so grateful to
be present for my mother so that she

didn’t have to experience my father’s
passing on her own.

In this case, as my mother and I held
my father during his last breaths, and
on the heels of such a wonderful
evening, it felt like we walked him
home. Home to the hereafter. Home
to the place where he could enjoy his
onion and cheese sandwiches without
them being pumped through his veins.
Home where he might feel the angelic
embrace of his daughter. Home to see
his mother who left him at age 3. 

If home is where we feel like we
belong, where the blind comes down
but we still feel safe, where tears wash
regrets away, where there is a
rightness to the universe, where love
wraps us tight like a swaddled baby,
then I can say that, when my darling
father closed his eyes for the last time,
we truly walked each other home. 

* * *

THE JourNEy HoME

Like all journeys it was one step at a
time until he finally walked home.

Growing up on a dairy farm in Central
Ontario in a family of eight children,
lead to a pretty crowded farmhouse.
So you can imagine the number of
vehicles that lined our yard when we
all began to drive. It was in one of
those vehicles that changed my
Brother John’s life forever.

One sunny Saturday afternoon
travelling home from a charity
baseball tournament on oil slicked
roads, John skidded through a stop
sign, flipping his vehicle several times.
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He was ejected from the car and
thrown across the uneven pavement
landing in a swampy ditch, where he
laid unconscious, face down
suffocating in the mud. 

Miraculously, the first passerby
happened to be a nurse. Without
hesitation she emerged herself into
the muddy gutter, flipped him over
and administered C.P.R. until the
ambulance arrived.

Sirens blared and lights blazed as the
ambulance accelerated promptly
through the country roads on route to
our local hospital where a team of
doctors were waiting. Quickly, they
confirmed that John had fractured his
neck.

He immediately was transferred to
Sunnybrook Trauma Centre in Toronto
where many of us waited anxiously in
the emergency department for an
update on his condition, silently
praying for a miracle. Our emotions
were jagged as a young surgeon
dressed in green scrubs approached,
delivering us debilitating news. He
reported John would spend the rest of
his life a quadriplegic.

I recall my mother instantly dropped
to her knees, looked up to heaven and
said, “Dear Lord please take him.” 

John lay terrified in the trauma unit for
weeks with little signs of improvement
and family by his side, miles from
home. There was no suave, no
ointment, ice or heat that could take
our fears away. 

This particular night, my sister took
and I took our turn sitting with him. I
remember sitting motionless in the
ironic stillness of the darkened unit. I
listened to familiar puffs and alarms
that echoed from machines keeping
perfect rhythm providing breath to the
many admitted there. 

Something moved. Unsure of what we
had just witnessed, we observed more
carefully. It was then we compre-
hended that John had moved his leg.
A small movement but the hope we
needed and what we had been
praying for. 

The doctors learned that bone
fragments from his shattered C2
vertebrae had caused some damage in
the spinal cord but did not totally
sever it. If he could move his leg and
feel pain then perhaps he would be
able to live a life with partial paralysis. 

Transferred to the rehabilitation
hospital associated with Sunnybrook,
John realized he was on a long
desolate lonely journey, Daily; he
attended physiotherapy and
counseling where they prepared him
for life in a wheelchair

John, known for his determination,
stubbornness and tenacity, would not
accept that he would never walk
again. At night long after the exercise
rooms had closed, in the shadows of
the street lights, we could find him
crawling onto the exercise bike.
Struggling, he linked his floppy feet
into the boot straps, coercing his right
leg to oblige. This was truly
inspirational and proved the depth of
John’s character.

Three months later, in a crowded
farmhouse full of family and friends,
John walked home. His limp and
limited use of his right arm and hand
has never hampered him from living a
healthy, prosperous and normal life.
He is truly a warrior. 

The “Words I Couldn’t Say” is, Life
placed a wall in John’s path and he had
two choices. He could beat his head
against it, or figure out a way to walk
around it. He chose to walk.

* * *

WALKING EACH oTHEr HoME

To address this issue, it is necessary to
be clear on what “home” means, and
also, what the chosen “other” means.
For some people home may mean
where one grew up. Not for me, as by
the time I grew up I had lived in a
castle with servants in Linz, Austria; a
cold water shack in Kapuskasing in
Northern Ontario, surrounded by poor
French Canadian farmers who spoke
mangled “franglais” ; and middle class
homes in Edmonton, Alberta;
Providence, Rhode Island; and
Etobicoke, Ontario. 

When home is constantly shifting, one
sometimes finds whatever security
there is within members of the family
who are sympatico. For me, that was
my brothers. My father was a
workaholic, often travelling for his job.
And my parents had no friends. Like all
normal kids my brothers and I wanted
friends, but making friends was
actively discouraged by my father. (My
older brother and I were in the habit
of going down the fire escape every
night to visit our forbidden friends.) As
for my little sister, she never made
friends, but my parents did not see
that as a problem.
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As the older girl, I had a lot to do with
the raising of my baby brother. I took
him out to play for hours in the fields
of northern Ontario, told him his
bedtime stories, and took care of his
“booboos” with a band-aid. 

I remember my father telling me, ”You
are very bright. Hide it. Boys don’t like
it.” Terrible advice, which was not true
for me, and I did not follow it. (I think
my father was intimidated by his sister
with the multiple university degrees.
She was married, by the way.)

My father died when I was 16, leaving
me the oldest of 4 kids still at home. (I
remember him saying shortly before
his passing, speaking in Dutch, “I am
so tired, I am so tired, and no one pays
attention to how tired I am.”) He
worked far more hours than he
needed to, and was harsh and
controlling to his family. (He was
furious that I had a male black friend
with whom I used to sing duets at the
piano). I believe that my father
deprived himself of the opportunity of
having even one friend or family
member to “walk him home.”

My mother found a job within months,
worked until retirement age, started
to talk to the neighbours, and joined a
Dutch club and a crafts group. I put
myself through university on scholar-
ships and part time jobs, as did my two
younger brothers.

But my mother insisted that I end my
relationship with the love of my life,
who I met at university, saying that his
family would never accept me as they
were Jewish. It took me a long time to
succumb to her pressure, and I never
told my beloved young man why we
broke up, in the hopes that he would

find lasting love. Even when he visited
me decades later, I did not tell him the
answer to his unasked questions. I also
understood how wrong my mother’s
advice had been. (But I had learned
that he was happily married.
Happiness is rare and precious.)
I wanted very much to have a family.
In time I would make a home for my
children which included being the
main breadwinner. (I taught Grades K-
7, English as a Second  Language,
French as a Second Language, and
Special Needs). Naturally I decided to
give my three children absolute
freedom in their mate choices, with no
interference, in the hopes that they
would find lasting happiness. As for
me, although I did not have a lasting
marriage, I have found great
happiness in my children and
grandchildren, and assorted friends.

To me, “walking each other home”
includes giving others what used to be
called “unconditional positive regard”
in my psychology classes...leaving the
person free to be themselves. Such a
simple concept, really!

I have a dozen friends of both genders
and varied lengths of friendship (50
years, 40 years, 30 years, 12 years, to
a few years, to less than two.) Some of
my friends are now without a partner. 
When my daughter, her Jamaican
partner and their son moved out two
and a half years ago, I quickly learned
to enjoy having more control over my
schedule and how I spend my time.
Almost every day includes a social
outlet, with the arts (musical groups,
plays, art gallery membership, writing)
and social justice activities (volun-
teering for the women’s shelter,
raising money for Aids orphans,
Amnesty meetings) predominating. 

My friends’ ages range from 30 years
younger to 20 years older than me.

For me, home is where the heart is...
visits from my beautiful and dedicated
daughter who works in management
at a women’s shelter and my grandson
with the great sense of humour;
monthly lunches with my son the
science fiction writer and volunteer
writing instructor; and family dinners
with my older son the high-achieving
IT guy with a strong wife, two
opinionated little daughters and a
delightful Jewish mother-in-law, who
is a soulmate of mine.

Home is also when I am with my
closest sibling (the one I largely
raised), and with any friend with
whom I can share emotional space on
a regular basis. Even just with my cats
and backyard chickens! 

Home is also what spiritual people
often call ”the other side”. I have no
doubt that death is an illusion...and
also that it is necessary to hold the
hands of those who are close to
reaching that farther shore. 

Those of my friends and family who
are now without a partner (my
youngest brother, divorced or
widowed friends, my never married
sister) are perhaps more in need of
someone to “walk with”. My oldest
friend says I am a “people collector.” I
feel that it is never too late in life to
meet a new friend. 

We all need someone to walk
with...and more so the nearer we are
to “going home.”

* * *
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THE rEASoN IS THE SEASoNING
by Andrea Lines-Botell

I feel that stewardship plays an
essential role in all that we do and that
part of that stewardship is over
humanity itself. We often forget
stewardship over our own self-care
and also friendships. I wrote this blog
a little while ago based friendships. It
was inspired by a friend that
represents walking home to me. His
grace has shone a bright light over the
past 30 years that I have known him
and he was an essential part in helping
me through trauma in my life years
ago.

I was cooking when I received a
message from a lovely friend. The
message was recognition of the length
of our friendship, and that true
friendship isn’t tainted by time,
geography or marital status. True
friendships really do mean that there
can be years apart and when you meet
again it will seem like yesterday. As I
continued to cook, I reflected on the

saying that people come into your life
for a reason, a season or a lifetime. I
believe that people always come into
your life for a reason irrespective of
the timeline.

I stirred the sauce and added a pinch
or two of spices, and as I did, I
considered that relationships are like
seasoning. Some spices you add
frequently and others occasionally.
This is true with some friendships.
Each spice or herb adds a little
something different to the meal and
each friend adds something different
to your relationship. The spectrum of
flavours are just like the spectrum of
personalities in people. You ultimately
know which ones add heat, sweet or
zest!

I considered this friend and the reason
we were brought together and some
of the values that it has instilled in me.
Some of these included being a safe
person for another, holding no
judgement for another and finding fun
in situations where I hadn’t before.
Among many things, we had spent
some time together in an orphanage
overseas as part of a fundraising
program. 

The experience was magical,
challenging and full of diversities and
tragedies. The people we met laughed
and loved in the face of their own
difficulties. 

The children were crammed into small
rooms with little food, and yet they
always greeted us with huge smiles
and hugs. Each day I saw them find
happiness in simple things. 

The experience was emotional,
humbling and expansive. My sister
came with us on a couple of the trips,
and the three of us would follow the
lead of the children finding laughter in
the sadness. 

One evening we joined a family for a
meal. Their home consisted of three

rooms. The family bed was in the main
room, and there was a kitchen and an
area for the toilet. We sat crossed
legged on the floor and shared a
delicious meal with simple heartfelt
ingredients. The family had taken time
to slow cook the food taking sheer
pleasure in creating the meal. 

Conversation and heart grew while we
humbly ate. Looking at my own meal
that I was preparing I thought how
many of us rush everything these days
including meals and eating. In this
society, it is easy to forget that
something so important can be so
simple. Gathering ingredients and the
pleasure of a few items coming
together to create mouth-watering
delights can be full of connection for
ourselves and loved ones.

Thinking back to the children at the
orphanage I see that their relation-
ships were built on a simpler
foundation without the materialistic
noise of our society. The children were
finding pleasure in learning about
each other or being creative with
items and life around them. They were
genuinely connected on all levels with
themselves and each other.  Many of
us irrespective of age are in a
disconnected state looking outside of
ourselves rather than within. Our
society has become a quick fix society.

Ultimately looking within first and
being completely at peace with
yourself is the only way to be in
healthy relationships. The analogy of
peeling the layers of an onion in
regards to self-help is very relevant.
The outer skin is scrappy and
protective, and then the other layers
have built up through its growth to
ultimately protect its sweet centre. To
look within at your own sweet centre
is key. The real starting point is to
begin by almost dating yourself again.
Take time to fall in love with who you
are and if needs be to divorce yourself
and then start over getting to know
yourself again! It is critical to love
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yourself first before you can be in full
healthy relationships.

To be the best that I can be for myself
and others, I had to learn to be my
own reason and my personal lifetime
friend. That does mean saying no,
removing some relationships from
your life and being able to really see
yourself for all that you are. Only when
you are all things to yourself can you
experience all things in others and see
them for who they really are.

Whether it is a lifetime or a season
remember that there is always a
reason. The ingredients of a meal are
like your life. Choose wisely what
spices or flavours you add as a meal
can be delicious or a disaster. There is
a lesson in both. Any situation you can
learn and grow from, and anyone you
meet can add flavour to your life if you
allow it. Whether it is the person next
to you at the grocery store or a
lifetime friend they all have value.

My own meal turned out simmered,
spicy and rich, and I made sure that we
took the time to sit and enjoy this
simple yet beautiful moment.

* * *

rECIpES For THE TrAIL

Prepare these easy recipes at home,
then take them with you as you walk
the trails! 

Apricot pistachio Salami

Nutritional information:
calories: 126, protein: 4.3 g, 

carbs: 13 g, fat: 7.6 g, 
sugars: 8.2 g, sodium: 1 mg

you’ll Need:
2 cups dried apricots
1/2 cup unsalted and shelled
pistachio nuts, chopped

Method:
• Pulse the apricots in a food

processor until you get a sticky
paste.

• Mix in chopped pistachio nuts.
• Place the paste at the center of a

sheet of plastic wrap.
• Tightly roll up to form a ”salami.”
• Refrigerate 1–2 hours until firm.
• Slice “salami”; divide into equal

portions and pack.

Cajun Spiced Nuts and Seeds

Nutritional information:
calories: 230, protein: 7.1 g, 

carbs: 8.5 g, fat: 20.8 g, sugars: 1.4 g,
dietary fiber: 5.3 g, sodium: 225 mg

you’ll Need:
1 cup almonds
1/2 cup pecans
1/3 cup shelled pumpkin seeds
1/3 cup shelled sunflower seeds
1 tablespoon olive oil
1 tablespoon agave syrup
2 teaspoons Cajun seasoning
1 teaspoon pink Himalayan salt

Method:
• Preheat oven to 190C/375F.
• Line a baking dish with parchment

paper.
• Combine all the ingredients in a

large bowl. Stir until thoroughly
coated.

• Lay spiced nut and seed mixture
on a baking sheet in a single layer.

• Roast for about 15-20 minutes,
stirring every 5 minutes, until
lightly browned.

• Remove from the oven and let
cool completely.

• Divide into equal portions and
pack into separate zip lock bags.

Chocolate Almond Tsampa
Energy Balls

Nutritional information:
calories: 95, protein: 0.9 g, 

carbs: 15 g, fat: 3.4 g, 
sugars: 10.5 g, sodium: 19.4 mg

you’ll Need:
1 cup Medjool dates, pitted
1/3 cup Chocolate Almond Tsampa
Cereal
2 tablespoons virgin coconut oil,
melted

Method:
• Pulse dates in a food processor

until you get a sticky paste.
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• Add Chocolate Almond Tsampa
Cereal and melted coconut oil. Stir
well

• Using tablespoon, scoop out the
mixture and shape 10 balls about
an inch in diameter.

• Store in an airtight container in
the fridge for up to a week, until
you are ready to put them in your
backpack.

Fig and oat Bars

Nutritional information:
calories: 124, protein: 3.3 g, 

carbs: 20.8 g, fat: 4.2 g, 
sugars: 12.1 g, sodium: 4 mg

you’ll Need:
2 cups dried figs
1 cup rolled oats
2/3 cup pumpkin seeds (pepitas)
2/3 cup shelled sunflower seeds,
unsalted

Method:
• Line a 25×20 cm (8×10 inch)

baking dish with parchment paper
or kitchen plastic wrap.

• Pulse figs in a food processor until
you get a sticky paste.

• Transfer the fig paste into a large
bowl.

• Add oats, sunflower seeds and
pumpkin seeds. Stir until well
combined.

• Press the fig and oat mixture into
prepared baking dish.

• Refrigerate 1–2 hours until firm.
• Remove the slab from the baking

dish and cut it into 16 bars.
• Wrap each bar in waxed paper or

aluminium foil.
• Store bars in an airtight container

in the fridge for up to one month,

until you are ready to put them in
your backpack.

Super Berries and Almond Salami

Nutritional information:
calories: 97, protein: 3.1 g, 

carbs: 8.9 g, fat: 6.2 g, sugars: 5.2 g,
sodium: 1 mg

you’ll Need:
1 cup dried apricots
1/2 cup dried berries (cherries,
aronia)
1/2 cup almonds, toasted & chopped

Method:
• Pulse the apricots and berries in a

food processor until get a sticky
paste.

• Mix in chopped almonds.
• Place the paste at the center of a

sheet of plastic wrap.
• Tightly roll up to form a “salami”.
• Refrigerate for about 1–2 hours,

or until firm.
• Store salami in an airtight

container in the fridge for up to
one month, until you are ready to
put it in a your backpack.

Source: www.trail.recipes

* * *

INTErNATIoNAL WoMEN’S DAy
by Marilyn Elphick

The United Nations declared that 1975
would be Year of the Woman. By 1977,
March 8 was designated as “Inter-
national Women’s Day.”  

It wasn’t until early 2004 that I
became involved with the Intercultural
Dialogue Institute (IDI) in Toronto. I
was invited to a Women’s Day
luncheon which included women from
the community that were involved in
police enforcement, politics, health
care, social workers teachers and
prison administrators, to mention but
a few. 

Here we were, gathered in one large
room celebrating each other, learning
about each other through our stories
and shared experiences. I was so
impressed with this gathering; I
offered to help on the planning
committee for the next Women’s Day
event. 

So began a friendship that lasted well
over 15 years and continues to this
day. We chose topics like literacy,
creativity, balancing home and work,
celebration of First Nations’ Women
and countless other topics. It began
with lunch followed by a guest
speaker, an activity, table discussion
and some type of Turkish dessert.

At the time, I was working as Director
of Campus Ministry at a downtown
university. How was I going to bring
back the feeling of comradery and
empowerment I felt from that
gathering to my young university
women? I began by creating the
‘Women’s Faith Sharing Group’ which
was first and foremost a safe space, a
confidential space that mirrored
inclusivity and acceptance.

Empowerment evolves out of example
and by celebrating the stories of
strong women. As a woman of colour
working in an ecclesial, patriarchal
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environment, I resolved to challenge
my young students to seek out their
convictions, articulate their opinions
and touch the painful moments of life
with laughter and tears.

Within that sacred circle, we talked
about body image, self-esteem, grief,
anger and any other emotion or
incident that was in need of
discussion. We took turns leading the
group and sometimes my office was
overcrowded with participants. Some
of the topics were very dark and
people would dissolve in tears
especially one incident which dealt
with a student’s experience with a
dying woman in Africa during her
student placement. There were
‘coming of age’ stories where wisdom
moments or insights were honestly
shared. I learned a lot from them and
realized how very difficult their lives
were. They juggled heavy academic
schedules, worried about their
futures, and struggled to fit life into an
already packed calendar.

One of the most touching moments
occurred when a Woman of First
Nations heritage spoke about the role
of tea in her culture’s women’s circle.
“Tea,” she said quietly, “binds women
together. It is a ritual that has many
steps. First the water must be boiled
to just the right temperature. Loose
tea leaves need to be measured
steeped in a teapot and then shared.
It is a way of communing with each
other through the sharing of the tea.” 

This was a practice I was very familiar
with as it had become a daily ritual for
me. It grounded me and separated me
from the gruelling schedule I had for
myself. 

From then on, tea became an
important and necessary component
of the Women’s Faith Sharing Group.
Teapots were the symbols of holding
our innermost thoughts until they
could be poured out and shared.
Sometimes the tea was sweet, other
times bitter, other times tart and

earthy. Like life. Sometimes I brought
in chrysanthemum flower tea that
actually bloomed when hot water was
added. The flowering of the tea
seemed to describe the growth I was
privileged to observe in my young
women. There was no shortage of
teapots, square cast iron teapots,
ceramic teapots, tiny teapots, along
with tiny cups from Chinatown. The
tea collection grew. One year for my
birthday, the students put together a
tea basket with tea from all over the
world. There was green tea, detox tea,
ginger lemon tea, masala tea from
India and tea from Africa, China and
Korea. Choosing the tea became part
of the ritual. It was like magic watching
the leaves plump up with the hot
water.

I think of those days a lot. More and
more I see empowerment as a way of
hydrating a woman’s spirit and feeding
a woman’s soul. Especially with age, it
is vital that women engage in
friendships with other women.
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Perhaps start tea or coffee circles.
Empowerment is defined as the
process of becoming stronger and
more confident, especially in
controlling one’s life and claiming
one’s rights. In order for strength and
confidence to flourish, one must be
able to steward one’s stories with
dignity and grace. These stories are
the badges of courage that emerge
from the deep recesses of a woman’s
heart and soul. Empowerment
emerges from those recesses with
authenticity and courage.

* * *

INTErvIEW WITH CHrISTINE BALL

NEW HEALING HorIzoNS

I have known Christine Ball for several
years now, and was so excited to
interview her about her new venture:
New Healing Horizons! Following is the
result of our e-conversation!

Tell us about New Healing Horizons!

I started this complementary healing
path over thirty years ago, and the
current incarnation as New Healing
Horizons is almost three years old. Just
needed a new name, new start. I offer
Reiki, Emotion Code, Buteyko
Breathing, Flower Essence therapy,
intuitive insights, and will be adding
more Nature experiences next year.
My approach is a little different -- I find
a lot of folks don’t know exactly what
these modalities are, so they might
not be sure what to pick, and if they’re
not sure, they might not try something
new. So I’ve taken that pressure off by
just having them book a session of
time. When we’re together, I will
muscle-test (dowse) for them and ask
their body what is the best approach

for that particular session and explain
how it all works. We might spend all
the time on one treatment, or it might
be a combination, but it’s what my
client needs in the moment. 

I also have monthly meditations, Reiki
classes, and workshops, and I’m
planning and creating more for next
year. For anyone new to this type of
experience, I love chatting on the
phone or having coffee, so they can
get to meet me and I can answer any
questions they may have. 

What caused you to want to open
and run this type of business?

I remember commandeering the
picnic tables and benches to set up a
hospital in my backyard when I was a
child because I was  always going to
become a doctor.  In my teens I
discovered the holistic approach of
complimentary medicine and was
hooked. I don’t use the term
“alternative” medicine because for me
it implies and either/or way of thinking
rather than a both/and approach. We
should use all the tools for our best
health and wellness outcomes! I
decided to open this kind of business
because what we call health care is
mostly sick care and we need more. 

What is your background? 

I attended the Canadian College of
Natural Healing in Ottawa and became
an Iridologist/Natural Health Coun-
selor. I opened a health food store in
my home town of Corunna, and back
then no one knew much about this.
After closing the store, I spent the next
bunch of years studying, raising my
kids, and really just using my skills for
friends and family. In 1999 I completed
the Paramedic course at Conestoga
College and passed the provincial
AEMCA exam but life intervened and I
never did end up working as a para-
medic (but there was definitely a
reason for doing the course).  I started

my Reiki training eleven years ago, and
have been teaching as a Master for
seven years. Along the way I became a
Certified Emotion Code Practitioner,
and a Flower Essence Practitioner
(energy, not oils). In 2014 I also
became a Butyeko Breathing Educator
and it’s astounding to see how
changing your breathing changes your
life. 

What is your favourite part about
running your business?

Seeing something shift for my clients...
being able to move past something
they never thought they would, a
change in pain levels, and the
excitement of knowing that if they
could feel different once, they can feel
different again. Encouraging hope and
possibilities and that our bodies hold
so much information about what’s
going on.

What are your challenges?

Getting all my writings, ideas, etc.
organized! But I’ve found some great
tools -- I’m one for dashing off ideas,
class ideas, articles etc.  on random
pieces of paper. Oh, the paper. But
now that I actually have the time to do
it, it’s coming along well. Another
challenge is finding the balance
between what I’m told I should be
doing about social media and what’s
authentic and manageable for me. 

How/why do you personally find
fulfillment in your business?

I just really love this time in my life,
personally and professionally.  I know
who I am, and I have the time and
space to create what I want.  It feels
wonderful to be here, in so many
ways. 

What does wellness mean to you?

For me, wellness means ditching the
“silver bullet” approach - there is no
one way to eat, one way to move our
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body, no one vitamin or drug, one
body size - this thinking completely
bypasses the reality that we are all
dynamic, quantum, multi-dimensional
beings that change by the second.
Wellness means a unique plan for
each person that changes as they
change and that includes physical,
mental, emotional and spiritual
needs. 

What other interests or activities are
you involved in?

I love cooking and being outside in any
weather...it’s where I feel most alive!
Gardening with Nature, diabolically
hard crossword puzzles, coffee/
breakfast dates with friends, and
plinking around again on the piano
and my flute! And Reading. So much
reading. 

What is your passion?

Encouraging open-mindedness, coop-
eration, collaboration and community.
Isolation is deadly and we really need
to rethink how we’re doing a lot of
things. 

What are your dreams for your
businesses?

My dream for my business is to open
or be part of a completely integrated
health centre. A place where the
group of health professionals all sit
with the patient and ask not what’s
wrong with them but what happened
to them? Naturopaths, energy practi-
tioners, spiritual support, medical
professionals, all together working for
the benefit of the whole person in
front of them. In the meantime, I’m
creating more opportunities to involve
Nature in my healing practice. 

What are your hours of operation,
and where are you located?

I have a space to see my clients on
Belmont Ave. in Kitchener, and hold
my meditations,  classes and work-

shops at various locations in the area.
I don’t have set hours at the moment,
so if someone would like to book a
session, they can get in touch and we’ll
see what works for both of us. I’m on
Instagram and Facebook as New
Healing Horizons, and you can find the
events etc. there. 

As you know, our theme for this
month is Walking Each other Home.
Do you feel like you’ve “come home”
now, after creating this business?

I truly do feel like I’ve arrived. When
my dad passed away last year, I spent
a week in his house before we had his
celebration of life, and I felt like
something cracked open inside me,
besides my heart. Along with the
sadness, and grief, there was an
undercurrent of freedom and
excitement which felt very odd, I’ll tell
you! I could see though, that
something was coming...I had several
experiences of “hearing” that it’s been
35 years since you started this -- don’t
you think it’s time you got on with it?
When his house sold, my “family”
home was gone -- and now I am fully
making myself my home. Talk about
death leading to rebirth :)

* * *

THE rEBIrTH oF

SoMETHING BEAuTIFuL

For the last seven years, I have been
on a journey of deep, painful and
powerful refining. A journey that has
seen me break free of generational
habits and beliefs. A journey of
addressing the past. This was painful,
as there was much buried deep within
my core. I cried a lot through this
process... and often referred to myself
as a “Diamond in a Ruff!”

I still love this term, because a
diamond begins as a lump of coal (my
life at the beginning). This lump of coal
endures great heat, then is
transformed into a sparking diamond
that becomes valuable.

In the beginning, I didn’t enjoy the
heat of my trial... the heat of shame I
felt for my situation. The heat of being
ridiculed by those I wished would love
and support me. I do know today, that
those people ridiculing me was part of
the process, because they added the
feet to stomp me deep into the earth
where the heat for the refining that
needed to take place in me lies. Today,
I AM deeply Grateful to each one of
those beautiful souls.

My trial showed me just how much
strength lies within me... how
magnificent I AM... and how powerful
I AM.

My trial opened me up to the
profound beauty of who I really AM.
As each layer of pain, shame, guilt,
anger, and so much more was
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released, I Awakened to the exquisite
beauty of LOVE. I also began to
Awaken to the voice of my soul. I
began to trust this loving voice and
follow its guidance.

Initially, I resisted the lessons and still
do sometimes now... (one would think
I got this by now lol). I have learnt that
when I resist the lesson, it doesn’t go
away, until I learn it. I don’t know why
as humans we feel the great need to
hold onto the past and old hurts so
tightly. When you learn to release the
past and pain of the past, it opens you
up to incredible blessings. The type of
blessings that transform your life in
the most incredible ways.

When you find yourself at rock
bottom, know that you have been
brought there in order to rise. Rise
above the life you have been living.
Rise above the situation, and people
that brought you to rock bottom.

Today, take a chance on YOU, and
RISE! RISE like you have never known
YOU could RISE!! Be brave! Know that
YOU are RISING stronger... RISING free
of the burdens of the past...RISING
into greatness!

Know that you are being reborn into
something beautiful... YOU!!

* * *

Four KEyS To

HEALING FroM TrAuMA
by Lorna Wyllsun

Just get over it!!! is a phrase that is all
too familiar to victims of abuse. This
advice may be offered with the very
best of intentions because friends and
loved ones don’t want to see someone
they care about suffering. Other times
the intentions are less caring or
honourable. Whatever the motivation,
the outcome is the same; we are left
feeling discounted, minimized and
unheard and, paradoxically, in even
more pain. I heard those words for
many years from my family; they
silenced me, shamed me and made
me doubt my own experience. 

Now that I have found my voice, I offer
my words to those of you who have
grown up in a world made unsafe by
the very people whose job it was to
provide protection and care. It is not
intended as a criticism of those
caregivers because they were doing
the best they could but, for whatever
reason, it wasn’t enough. The
suffering needs to end so that healing
can begin.

It is my hope that increased under-
standing of the complexity of trauma
will encourage compassion and
support for those who are struggling
to move beyond their personal
suffering. I choose to believe that each
of us has the potential to heal. By heal
I don’t mean cure. I mean release the
demons that haunt us and let go of the
bitterness, fear and disconnection that
keep us trapped. 

We can’t change what happened to
us, but we can change our relationship
with what happened. It is not easy. It
is a messy, painful, terrifying, and
exhausting process. Only you can
decide if it is worth the effort. I am
sharing decades of work and study,
because this is information that I wish
I had been aware of when I was trying
to find my way through a lifetime of
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pain and manipulation. While I still
have my struggles, I really like and
trust the person I have become. It is
my wish that you find strength and
wisdom in the following and come to
believe that healing is possible for you
as well.

As a child I desperately longed to be
loved, protected and nurtured by my
parents. Unconsciously, I did whatever
I could to be loveable, to feel safe, and
to meet with their approval. It didn’t
work. Like all children who grow up
with abuse, I blamed myself. A child
that’s being abused by its parents
doesn’t stop loving its parents, it stops
loving itself, Shahida Arabi. 

I was in my late teens before I
recognized that I felt even more
threatened by my mother’s behaviour
than my father’s fists and rages.
Although she was never physical with
me, her unpredictable coldness,
contempt and rejection were
terrifying. There were occasions when
my parents were calm, generous and
loving. These times were even more
disorienting and crazy making for me.
Anyone familiar with the work of
behaviourist and psychologist BF
Skinner knows that these intermittent
rewards, these times of relative
normalcy, are highly addictive and
much harder to escape from. 

It has taken me decades to untangle
from the web of chaos, manipulation
and shame I was ensnared in. Many
times I have felt overwhelmed and
unable to trust my own reality. My
study of childhood abuse and trauma
and what I have learned particularly
about the concept of Adverse
Childhood Experiences or ACEs has
helped me understand and take
responsibility for my reality. The
Adverse Childhood Experiences Study
was an extensive research study
initially conducted in the late 1990s,
which identified various types of
abuse including physical, emotional,
psychological and sexual violence. The

study demonstrated an association
between the resulting trauma and
health and social problems extending
into adulthood. 

It is very frustrating when people tell
survivors of abuse or trauma to just
get over it and move on, as though
that isn’t exactly what survivors would
love to be able to do. Resenting a
parent because they didn’t let you
wear your favourite shoes to the prom
or holding a grudge against a
colleague who took credit for your
work is the kind of slight that is served
by such advice, but discounting
trauma survivors’ experience in this
way serves to continue the harm and
deepen the wounds. Comments like
get over it are themselves abusive.
Many survivors internalize this
message and punish themselves when
they can’t just get over it. The voice of
their Inner Critic can be even more
vicious and insistent. Certainly that
was my pattern for many years. I
believed I was broken and flawed and
this left me feeling ashamed and
unworthy. My unconscious protected
me from the pain and discomfort by
denying my experiences, going numb
and just putting on a happy face. The
cost for me was profound.

Although our society promotes and
expects the quick fix - an immediate
cure, survivors need to process trauma
in a time and manner that works for
them even though it may not make
sense to others. 

I remember hearing a radio interview
after the Dunblane Primary School
massacre of 1996 that demonstrates
this in a surprising fashion. At that
time 16 children who were five and six
years old and one teacher were killed
in a mass shooting in Scotland. 
This event remains the worst of its
type in Britain. Initially the interview I
heard shocked me. What the
psychologists were describing was the
behaviour of the children in the weeks
and months after they survived that

horrendous attack. They were
observed recreating the events of that
day with one child even taking on the
role of the attacker. What surprised
me at the time and now, makes sense,
were the comments of the
psychologists that this role-playing
was an important aspect of the
children’s healing and ability to move
forward. 

Years later I attended a workshop with
Bessel Van der Koch, a neuroscientist,
who has been studying trauma since
the 1970’s. He observed that survivors
of the 911 attacks suffered far less
PTSD than would have been expected,
because they were able to engage the
fight/flight system the body naturally
mounts to deal with threats. They
were able to run away from the
danger as the buildings were
collapsing. A precious memory he
holds onto from his work at that time
was created and given to him by a 5
year old survivor of the buildings’
collapse. The coloured drawing depicts
people falling from the twin towers.
An important addition this little boy
made to his image is a trampoline
placed at the bottom of the tower. He
drew it so that people jumping from
the tower would be safe, because they
could land on the trampoline. He was
able to process such a horrendous
event by creating the image that gave
him some agency, some control over
his experience. 

In both of these situations, Dunblane
and 911, the victims were more able
to recover and avoid the negative
results of trauma, because of the way
they were supported. No one told
them to just get over it.

The importance of personal agency,
the ability to run away as 911 victims
did, or take charge of the narrative as
the Dunblane survivors did, is a critical
point that needs to be underlined and
highlighted. Abuse victims are
immobilized by pain and by fear.
Family violence happens behind
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closed doors where there is no
support. As an only child living with my
parents in Canada, while the rest of
my family was in England, I had no
opportunity to escape, no one to
buffer the horror. I was not even
allowed to express the natural
emotions the abuse induced. Wipe
that look off of your face or I’ll wipe it
off for you! If you want to cry I’ll really
give you something to cry for!

KEY TO HEALING: In an ideal world, the
opportunity to process the traumatic
event, to work it through psychically,
emotionally and perhaps even
physically in the moment can diminish
the trauma and promote resilience if
the child has a trustworthy, caring
adult to support them. For those of us
who didn’t have this, the ability to let
go of self-judgment, blame and shame
also has an impact on the ease and
success of recovery. 

I have found the practice of Self
Compassion particularly beneficial.
One strategy I use when I am triggered
or become aware of a painful memory
is to simply put a hand over my heart
and say, “Dear One, I am here for you.”
It may sound like woo woo, but
research shows this gesture causes the
release of oxytocin, a hormone
associated with well-being, attach-
ment and trust. This simple act helps
survivors create a sense of caring and
safety for themselves in the present.

Often victims are unable to describe
explicitly and in detail the events
which are the source of their trauma.
This can reduce or negate entirely the
perceived validity of their experience,
as much for themselves as for others.
It helped me tremendously to
understand what is taking place in the
brain that causes this happens. 

The use of Functional Magnetic
Resonance Imaging, fMRI, has allowed
neuroscientists to identify that
traumatic experiences turn off the
region of the brain that is responsible

for the production of words and
language. This suppression of Broca’s
Area explains why victims often can’t
provide specific details of what
happened. While the memory is held
in the body implicitly, the individual
simply doesn’t have access to the
words needed to describe what
happened explicitly. 

Obviously this is exacerbated when
the victim was a child who was
preverbal or limited in their ability to
use language. How often do
perpetrators deny the victim’s
experience and essentially revictimize
them, because the victims are unable
to describe coherently what
happened? 

The last time I had this experience was
when I was in my early sixties. My
mother confronted me demanding to
know what the problem was between
us. After decades of expressing my
concerns only to have them dismissed
and discounted, because I didn’t have
access to details, I put the question
back to her and asked what she
thought the problem was. To my
surprise, she recounted an incident
that I couldn’t even remember and
that, from her telling, seemed so
innocuous I still can’t understand why
she believed this incident was the
source of the years of strain and
tension in our relationship. 

According to her, she and my father
had been invited across the street to
the home of our neighbours. At the
time we were living in Toronto so it
wasn’t far. They asked me if I was okay
staying home alone and I responded
that I was fine, because I had our dogs.
Suzie and Tammy were small terrier-
spaniel mixes. As my mother related,
at some point in the evening she
looked out of the neighbour’s window
and saw a police car parked in front of
our house. I knew what you had done.
she said to me. My parents came
home immediately and apparently
resolved things with the police.

I asked my mother how old I was at
the time. I was 7. My best friend lived
in the house they were visiting and if I
had the ability to phone the police I
would have had the ability to phone
the neighbour’s place if I needed
something, so why did I call the police
instead? This was in the 1950’s and to
this day I don’t remember the incident
even after hearing my mother
describe it. 

The reason it is so significant for her
still remains a mystery to me. Perhaps
it stuck in her memory decades later
because it was the one time she was
threatened by the family violence and
secrets being exposed. Did I call the
police hoping they could protect me
from my father’s beatings? I don’t
know. Something I do recall is my
father telling me that he hit me on my
head, so that there would be no
bruises. There would be nothing for
people to see and no one would
believe me. Was this the time I first
heard this message? I simply don’t
know and don’t remember, but I do
know how I feel around my parents. 

KEy To HEALING: The body has
memories and it has information the
conscious mind cannot access. Listen
to and trust its messages. Seek out
alternate ways to communicate with
it. I have found various forms of
energy work, Vipassana Meditation
and Emotional Freedom Technique to
be helpful. When I recognize that I
have been triggered I hold myself
gently and compassionately, staying
open and curious about the
experience. Over time I have
discovered that I am able to untangle
my emotions and unpack what is
actually going on in the present. With
that clarity, I have choices about how
to respond. I no longer feel at the
mercy of situations and events. I can
identify the experience of being
triggered, breathe deeply and return
to the present moment. My triggers
have become valuable teachers that
are helping me reconnect with vital
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parts of myself, that I have suppressed
or separated from. 

Traumatic events that are ongoing or
not processed in an effective window
of time are much more difficult to
heal. They change the victim’s
neurology, the wiring in their brain
and are stored in a way that becomes
part of their identity. This occurs
especially when individuals them-
selves are in denial of what has
happened to them. While the painful
experience often remains below
conscious awareness, the hurt and
suffering created are very real and are
held in the body. It is difficult and may
be impossible to heal this non-specific
pain and many victims succumb to
self-medication or other distractions in
order to alleviate their suffering. As Dr.
Gabor Maté observes Don’t ask why
the addiction rather why the pain?

Until recently, it was believed that the
brain could only grow and change
during childhood and adolescence,
which meant that those of us who
were harmed by trauma and abuse
were damaged for life. Fortunately,
brain science is demonstrating that
there is hope in the relatively young
field of neuroplasticity. Neuro-
plasticity, also known as brain
plasticity, is the ability of the brain to
change continuously throughout an
individual’s life. As an example, the
areas of the brain associated with
reactivity become smaller and the
areas of the brain associated with
executive function become larger for
those who practice mindfulness
meditation consistently. 

While there is hope there is still lots of
work to be done. Richard Davidson
describes research being undertaken
with children adopted from Eastern
European orphanages where condi-
tions were often bleak. Despite being
embraced into loving, generous
middle class families in the United
States, as teenagers their brains still
look different structurally. He

describes this as scarring from the
trauma and deprivation these teens
experienced as babies and young
children. 

Neuroplasticity is promising, but there
is not sufficient knowledge about what
types and duration of interventions
will make a difference. One only has to
consider how difficult it is to change a
simple habit to appreciate the
enormity of the challenge in healing
severe childhood trauma.

KEy To HEALING: While the
challenges to healing can be
enormous, practices that contribute to
building resiliency can ameliorate
some of the effects.  Techniques like
yoga, mindfulness meditation and
various forms of energy work are
worth exploring. In my experience,
they ease the suffering with the added
benefit that there are no harmful side
effects. For several years I have taken
up a practice of gratitude and believe
that it has had significant positive
results for me. I have tried a variety of
techniques and found them all to be
beneficial. One is a daily-ish gratitude
journal in which I write at least three
things I am grateful for. Some days it is
easy and some days I really have to dig
to find something to write. The
gratitudes don’t have to be
momentous and those days when I am
struggling to find something, it may be
as basic as I’m grateful for my coffee.
or I’m grateful that I can write.”
Whatever reluctance you may have to
this practice, I invite you to try it out
for a month and notice what a
difference it has for you.

One of the particularly insidious
strategies used by perpetrators is
called gaslighting. Many victims of
abuse describe the crazy making
behaviours they are subjected to from
abusers who lie so convincingly, won’t
acknowledge what they are doing and
dismiss the problems as all in the
victim’s head. Victims are told they are
delusional and just making it up. 

The dictionary definition of
gaslighting is a form of psychological
manipulation that seeks to sow seeds
of doubt in a targeted individual or in
members of a targeted group, making
them question their own memory,
perception, and sanity. Using
persistent denial, misdirection,
contradiction, and lying, gaslighting
attempts to destabilize the victim and
delegitimize the victim’s belief. Sound
familiar?

I remember a specific situation later in
my life when my mother denied that
my father ever hit me even though he
acknowledged it himself years before
his death. She argued that things
couldn’t have been as bad as I was
suggesting or I would have left home.
The fact that the situation we were
discussing started happening when I
was five or six years old didn’t seem at
all relevant to her. 

Because the abuse is often denied for
long periods, it is critical to victims
that their experiences be acknow-
ledged and validated by others. As I
discovered in my own journey, this
recognition contributes to a rein-
forcing cycle or synergy that allows the
victim to observe and accept their
own experience more fully and more
objectively. The resulting distance and
clarity enables them to have a
different relationship with the
memories and start to release the
trauma. 

KEy To HEALING: Compassion and
empathic listening are two powerful
and fundamental healing tools that
allow victims to feel seen and heard. It
requires tremendous patience and a
willingness on the part of the listener
to be fully present in this way. Being
heard deeply and unconditionally
helps survivors find their way to the
truth of their own experience. I have
been so fortunate to find a person
who listens to me in this way. She
doesn’t try to fix or change or rescue
me. She doesn’t try to one up me with
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her own stories. She listens deeply and
compassionately and holds me safely
while I uncover my own truths, my
own strengths and resilience. If you
have one friend who does this for you,
you are blessed. And run away as fast
as you can from anyone who even
suggests that it is time for you to just
get over it.

According to Peter Levine, Trauma is
perhaps the most avoided, ignored,
belittled, denied, misunderstood and
untreated cause of human suffering.
Fortunately, Post Traumatic Stress
Disorder, PTSD is receiving increasing
attention. In 2010 the U.S Senate
declared June 27 National PTSD
Awareness Day. Unfortunately, the
majority of the research and attention
has been directed at adults who have
experienced a single traumatic event
such as a car crash or sexual assault or
those whose work results in repeated
exposure to trauma such as those in
the military or first responders. 

It is very difficult to understand and to
quantify the impact of childhood
abuse and trauma even for those who
have been studying it for years.
Usually, there is no discrete, individual
traumatic incident or event, which
allows for before and after compar-
isons. Our society still doesn’t
recognize the ongoing impact of
childhood abuse and trauma, which is
why dismissive comments are still so
prevalent. 

For those of us who have been victims,
the healing journey can be messy,
painful and often terrifying. I wish I
could say that once you become aware
of the reality of your trauma, there is
a simple cure. That isn’t the case. The
path towards wholeness is compli-
cated and twisting. It can seem
endless. It takes unfathomable
courage and determination to keep
moving forward. This is why a
supportive community is vital. 

For those who have experienced
trauma over an extended period of
time or children who grew up with
violence and abuse, being a victim
becomes a part of our identity and, we
wear that identity like a protective
cloak. The image of the cloak reminds
me of Aesop’s fable,  “The North Wind
and the Sun.” In the story the North
Wind and the Sun are competing to
prove who is stronger. Their target is a
traveller and their goal is to convince
him to remove his cloak. 

Those who demand that victims just
get over it, and this may include our
own Inner Critic, are like the North
Wind trying to force the traveller to
remove his cape by fiercely blowing
stormy and frigid air. It’s in the past, let
it go. Move on with your life! This
approach doesn’t work. In contrast,
the sun’s warmth encourages the
traveller to take off the cape. The sun
represents all those who acknowledge
the trauma. The fable presents a
metaphor for the kind of support that
invites healing: warmth, gentleness,
patience and caring. 

My wish is that each of us is able to
find our caring, supportive tribe and
become free and whole keeping in
mind the words of Parker Palmer;
Wholeness does not mean perfection:
it means embracing brokenness as an
integral part of life.

My blessing gift to you: If you hear
someone advise you to just get over it
and move on , even if the voice is your
own, then take a really deep breath in
through your nose, blow out gently
through your mouth and respond.
Thank you. You can relax because I’ve
got this.… and know that it is true.

* * *

SAND AND SToNE
by Catherine Glanville

The brilliance of the day stirs inside
her as she looks out over the water.
The sun is making its usual way to the
horizon and light dances in patterns of
gold from where she sits to where the
sun will retreat for the day. Feeling a
pull toward the water’s edge, she
rises… longing to connect with the
daily ritual of her sun. 

When she reaches the water’s edge,
she slowly kneels and places her hand
into the cool liquid. She stares out
over the water and beneath the
surface; she pulls from its vastness – a
single stone. Bringing it toward her
face she observes its simple beauty: a
common stone perhaps to the naked
eye – a dull colour, unnamed shape
and at once she is transported to her
childhood. Closing her eyes she
watches herself as a toddler, in what
appears to be a haphazard journey
from stone to stone – picking them up
and considering them before
discarding for another. The practice
itself reveals a truth she had long
forgotten. The child does not hold
onto things. She takes them in and
returns them to the world. The stone
has made a mark on her and in
returning the stone – she opens
herself to something new. 

The woman opens her eyes and
reflects on this simple truth. A gentle
breeze caresses her arm as she again
reaches into the water – drawing out
another stone. This stone is smaller
than the last, characterized with sharp
edges and tiny glitterings of pinks, reds
and silver. She recognizes the stone at
once. Elated, she returns to her past.
She is a child of 5, walking with her
father down a deserted beach. She
earnestly and carefully collects only
shiny stones – each time enthusi-
astically calling to her father to notice
and share in the beauty the earth and
water have produced. She is drawn
only to what shimmers in the light of
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the sun – wanting to capture
something of awe for her father to
see. Again she is struck with a
realization – the importance of the
acceptance of others – the need to be
recognized as a unique gem of the
earth by someone outside of herself. 

A third stone is fished from the waters,
flat and dark in colour – a perfect
skipping stone. The woman immedi-
ately recalls another time. She is
standing at the water’s edge with her
brother who is teaching her how to
suspend the sinking of a stone for a
time. She breathes deeply as she
watches him who she regards as wiser
and untouchable. He directs her to
bring him only the best skipping
stones – which she has learned
through trial and error, through his
acceptance or dismissal, the qualities
they must possess. Medium stones
work best…not too small or too large.
Flat and rounded. She has been
relentlessly bringing them to his side,
each time observing his actions and
committing them to her memory.

Today, his best is eight times – not a
record but an acceptable feat for the
afternoon. Suddenly he is beckoned by
a friend who has emerged on the
scene and he runs without looking
back. She lingers, observing the
discarded pile of stones and raises one
in her hand. With what seems like
built-in-skill she casts the first stone to
sea. 1-2-3. She laughs out loud at her
triumph. This memory brings with it a
reminder of her own true power. 

The woman giggles in spite of herself
as she casts the stone in hand…1-2-3-
4 a forth is retrieved from the depths.
She now considers the council of the
strange stone she grasps - riddled with
marking and awkward in shape. She
connects with this stage of her life and
closes her eyes. These are the qualities
of her adolescent self – the emerg-
ence of breasts and body hair, pimples
and gangly limbs – clumsy and
untamed. This young woman searches
for unique qualities in the stones
which she collects – unsurprising as
this is a time of developing herself in

her own right. The woman pays
attention to the choices of her
younger self and recognizes herself in
each that is collected. She breathes
deeply drawing in the distinct scent of
the ocean and all of its intermingled
splendour – the salt and sand, fish and
pine combining to create a fragrance
only nature could produce. She opens
her eyes and glances at her reflection
in the water - and she is pleased with
what she sees. 

The wind picks up and a wild gust
catches her breath as the woman
touches the memories of her child-
hood all at once. She emerges from
her thoughts to see two small stones
huddled together in the cool sand. She
reaches out and draws them toward
her, recalling with full-blown-angst the
memory of her first love. She is sitting
back from the water, where the sand
meets the brush, with a boy –
struggling with his own transform-
ation. Both wildly impulsive in their
utter disregard for conformity, yet
yearning and moulding themselves
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into a form they believe the other
desires. Their hearts pound as the
wave’s crash into the shore. Their eyes
do not meet - yet they are profoundly
aware of each others’ presence. The
push and pull of this time draws her
sights to the water as she bears
presence to the waves rolling into the
shore. In this moment, she succumbs
to the ambivalence of striving for
independence and collapsing into
surrender. She wills the face of her
beloved first love to return -
simultaneously a breeze gently kisses
her face – bringing a smile ever so
gently to her lips and she whispers “I
love you”. She casts the stones to sea
where she envisions them separate
beneath the water, settlings into
underwater worlds of their own –
apart yet connected for always.

The woman begins to wander down
the beach and comes across a barren
fire-pit – surrounded with driftwood
and beach stones. She sits upon a
large stone and bows her head as a
warmth washes over her from a fire
that has surfaced from deep within.
She remembers a common summer
evening of long ago, her children
seated with her, along with her
husband, since passed. She feels hard-
pressed to close her eyes – afraid of
the memory catching her and regret
enveloping her. She knows she longs
for these days – still. She recalls the
ease of these times, the simplicity of
randomly handing out marshmallows
and singing silly songs without
meaning or rhyme. She breathes
deeply and the sent of ash and salt
grips her as she buries her head in her
arms. Before she is able to dissolve
into her longing a voice is heard in the
distance, gleefully screeching her
name – nana. She turns as her
granddaughter spills out –face first
into the sand and hardly without a
breath, jumps to her feet and
continues her awkward sprint. She
plants herself in the woman’s lap as
though she had reached a finish line
marked explicitly so. The child sits in

her lap for an eternity- moment before
she attempts to wiggle herself free
from her arms. The woman, too wise
to hold her – releases her to her
journey. Before she dashes off, the
child reaches down and picks up a
stone that has caught her eye. With
what appears complete knowing, she
offers the stone to her grandmother
which is accepted with gratitude.
Solemnly the woman slides the stone
into her pocket without looking at it.
She knows this one is for keeps. She
catches sight of her own daughter and
husband joining their little girl and
waving as they continue their evening
walk into the sunset.

Growing pensive the woman edges off
the rock and comes to her knees in the
sand. She remains there a few
moments before rolling out onto her
back – staring up into evening sky. She
contemplates the gifts of the day –
simple in form yet mighty in wisdom.
She reaches out by her sides and
captures handfuls of cool sand which
immediately seep through her fingers
back onto the ground. She rolls over to
study the sand more closely…noticing
each grain to have individual qualities
– like snowflakes or fingerprints. She
considers her life, then the lives of her
family, her children and grandchildren.
She expands this thought beyond
herself and into the world with all its
families of many forms – and she
knows without doubt that it is all here
– entrenched in the makings of sand
and stone. 

* * *

ToASTy ToES
by Allison Mitchell

What do you do when you have wet
socks or get a hole in your socks? You
probably go to your drawer to get a
fresh pair or you buy a new pair so
that your feet stay warm and dry.
Imagine not having the means to get a
fresh or new pair of socks. Imagine
that you had to continue wearing your
wet, holey socks. Having warm, dry
feet is integral to not only a person’s
comfort, but also to their overall
health. Ensuring that your feet stay
healthy is vital in ensuring good foot
health, and in turn, good overall
health. That’s where ToastyToes
Guelph can help!

ToastyToes Guelph is a campaign that
collects new, warm socks for those
who are experiencing, or at risk of
experiencing, homelessness in
Guelph. ToastyToes was started in
2013 by Sharon Gilroy-Dreher in
Waterloo Region (@ToastyToesWR on
Twitter and Instagram). After
contributing to Sharon’s campaign for
a couple of years, I wanted to bring
this great initiative to Guelph so that
our community could benefit. When
ToastyToes Guelph was launched in
2018, I thought that my family and I
could collect a few hundred pairs of
socks. I’ve never been happier to be
wrong! The community’s response
was  absolutely  unbelievable  and we 
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collected 7,781 pairs of socks in the
inaugural year!

We were thrilled to be able to provide
socks to twelve organizations in
Guelph who support those who are
experiencing homelessness or are at
risk of experiencing homelessness. We
will be providing socks to those same
organizations with the 2019 campaign.
Those wonderful organizations are
listed below along with their Twitter
handle or website if you are interested
in learning more about them:

Chalmers Community Services Centre
@ChalmersCentre

Dunara Homes for Recovery 
dunara.com

The Drop In Centre
dropincentreguelph.com

Guelph-Wellington Women in Crisis
@gwwic

Guelph Food Bank
@guelphfoodbank

John Howard Society (Guelph office)
johnhoward.on.ca/waterloo

Lakeside HOPE House
@lakesideHH

Michael House
@MichaelHousePCC

Parkwood Gardens Neighbourhood
Group

@ParkwoodGardens
Sanguen Health Community Van

@SanguenHepC
West Willow Village Neighbourhood
Group

@GuelphVillage
Wyndham House

@WyndhamHouse1

It was only through last year’s
campaign that I realized how
important and how needed socks are.
When I dropped off approximately
1,500 pairs of socks to one of the
organizations last year, they told me
that those socks would last about
three months. That’s it! I was shocked.
The need for socks is very real for
many in our community. A pair of new,
warm socks can make such a
difference in a person’s life for their

health, well-being, and dignity. 

People take for granted the fact that
they can get a fresh or new pair of
socks when needed and ToastyToes
Guelph has highlighted the fact that
this is not the case for everyone. Each
pair of socks that are donated will help
someone. So, the next time you are
out shopping, please consider picking
up an extra pair (or package!) of
men’s, women’s, or kids’ socks and
donate them to ToastyToes Guelph. 

The ToastyToes Guelph campaign runs
from October 10 to November 10. If

you would like to donate socks to this
year’s campaign, please visit
@ToastyToes_Gue on Twitter and
Instagram or email me at
toastytoesguelph@gmail.com for a list
of organizations around Guelph where
you can drop off your sock donations.
If your organization would like to run
a sock collection campaign for your
employees, please send me an email
for more information.

A heartfelt thank you to amazing
people of Guelph and I look forward to
another great year

* * *
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THE BEST vEGAN

CHoCoLATE CHIp CooKIES!
by Lisa Cipparone

Who doesn’t love Chocolate Chip
Cookies! They are such a yummy
comfort food morning, noon and
night. They bring home memories of
childhood and they are most likely one
of the first things we baked with our
Mom or Dad. 

But when you are vegan it’s not as
easy to find that satisfyingly delicious
cookie treat at your local bakery. Many
vegans, such as myself, often search
and search hoping to find that yummy
warm goodness we know and love so
much from our childhood only to be
disappointed by its dryness, texture or
overall flavour.  In my search I have
often taken recipes and tried to re-
create them to a vegan cookie wonder.
With the recipe below I have finally
found what I have been craving!

Recently I was playing with my mother
in law’s Tollhouse Cookie Recipe and
I’ve found a great alternative to the
traditional recipe. When altering a
recipe to be vegan you need to find a
replacement for the egg and butter
(dairy). If you are concerned about
refined sugar you may also want to
consider a replacement for the brown
and white sugar. And if you are gluten
free you will want to search for the
right gluten free flour replacement.

To start, I decided to simply replace
the egg with a water and ground flax
mixture (see egg replacement chart
below for other options) and the
butter with organic refined coconut oil
(you could also use a homemade
vegan butter here or a store bought

one but do stay clear of canola oil as
it’s not a natural oil and is often
genetically modified.) 

Well the results were AMAZING! See
the recipe below, and substitution
options on page 21.

Other options include replacing the
unbleached all-purpose flour with
Bob’s Red Mill 1-1 Gluten Free Flour
and replacing the sugars with organic
coconut sugar. All options work well
and are equal measurements. I
suggest you try replacing the egg and

butter to start if you are not gluten
intolerant as the results are delicious!
If you do need to use gluten free flour
that’s ok too. If you also decide to
change up the brown and white sugar
for coconut sugar your cookies will
have a bit more of a caramel flavour to
them. All options work and are
delicious! Which ever version you
chose these cookies will not
disappoint! Even my daughter and all
her teen girlfriends who still love the
traditional recipe love my revised
Vegan version!! 
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Walking Each other Home
by Sandy Bassie

I looked up home on the internet. What I found made me cry.  Home is so personal. 
Walk me home. I’m lonely. Lost and longing for someplace imagined.  

As a child I dreamed and hoped for a magical world. 
Home. There is no such place. I looked, but I have not found.

I’d let you walk me home, but I don't know where it is; a difficult concept. Home. 
Wherever I go, I take myself there. Unsettled.

I spent my life unsettled. In houses, moved less than some and more the last three years 
than previous decades. I am a bird without a nest. A bear without a den.  

A lone wolf longing for a mate. Home. You are belonging. 
If I could find you, I’d be there even now. 



BrAvo BEAr
by Sandra Wilson

The children’s book Bravo Bear is
about a character that is not very
sporty but attends all his friends’
games and events in order to cheer
them on. Bravo Bear loves to support
his friends but often wonders what it
would be like to feel that encourage-
ment he gives. At the end of the story
his friends all surprise him by
celebrating him with encouragement
and applause.

“It was wonderful to hear the claps
and the booms,
And see all his friends fill the rooms.
Bravo felt loved, he felt the same
That his friends feel when he cheers at
a game.”

This book is a great reminder to us
that we can help make our dreams
come true by participating in the
dreams of others. When we
encourage and support others
through their journey, we are not only
building a network for ourselves but

we are also practicing the golden rule.
We are showing others how we want
to be treated which in turn inspires
others to treat us similarly. And as the
rules of physics suggest – For every
action in nature there is an equal and
opposite reaction. What we put out in
the world will equally be returned to
us.

So for sure walk the path of your
journey, but know that you don’t have
to walk that path alone. Many times
we can share that path with others
with similar goals, even if it is just a
few steps together. Walk with others,
sharing their journey and in turn, you
will receive inspiration, encourage-
ment and strength to help you on your
own.

* * *

7 SuITCASES
by Cynthia Spring

Having moved house quite often, from
a young age, I came to find that
‘home’ was a place I could find within
myself; a place I would go to feel safe
and at ease.  I have continued to
carried that with me throughout my
adult life; feeling at home with family
and friends, and also when on my
own, wherever I may be.  I have come
to appreciate how grounded such a
space can make a person feel.  I am
also aware that living where and how
I do, here, makes it relatively easy to
feel that sense of security.  

So, when a group of us decided to help
bring a family to Canada, from their
war-torn country, I asked myself what
‘home’ might mean to them.  As we
scrambled to find beds and kitchen
supplies and an apartment in which to

house all these things, we were
striving to create a home for the
family. These were people who had
struggled to survive and to acquire
their own basic needs, living without
safety, perhaps in tent cities, without
a sense of security in their outside
world.  I wondered how they could or
would possibly be able to find a sense
of home here.

The family of five arrived at the
airport, seven suitcases in hand, after
countless hours of travel, full of energy
and smiles.  We greeted them,
standing there, with a glow from what
might have been...relief?  They had fit
the contents of their lives into seven
simple suitcases, yet it appeared that
they had brought an inner sense of
peace with them as well.  And, that
image stayed with me.    

They have continued to express
gratitude and excitement for anything
that has lined their path, greeting new
experiences...and there continue to be
many!...with open hearts and minds.
They gather strength from each other,
and now have two more children who
call Canada home.  I watch them carry
a sense of confidence in spite of their
world having attempted to take that
from them.  They do, indeed carry
‘home’ within.  

So, while we continue to share new
experiences, and delight in the outside
world,  we see that we may have
helped to provide the house, but they
have brought and continue to
maintain the home.

I was so taken by the spirit of the
parents and their children that I began
jotting notes about the things they
said, and about their first impressions
and experiences here in Guelph.  From
there, “Seven Suitcases”, has
developed!  The three children, Hala,
Farah, and Ahmed, have provided
much of the words; albeit,
unknowingly at first, as I noted down
their expressions and first words.  As
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they created their story, I simply wrote
it down, and provided a bit of a
framework for it.  We have worked on
the illustrations together.  They each
chose different pages to illustrate, so
while the style changes slightly from
page to page, we have attempted to
keep it similar!

We are excited to launch our book in
October; excited to hold the book in
our hands! We are thrilled to be a part
of Book Bash, and so happy that The
Bookshelf has offered to help sell our
book!  The profits from sales will go
towards helping other families who
are new to Canada.  

* * *

CouNT your BLESSINGS
by Marilyn Helmer

Although I have not been in touch with
Maria or Tani for over forty years, they
came into my life at a time when I
needed them most. I was struggling to
recover from the death of my first
child. Andrea died moments after she
was born due to an unexpected
complication. My husband and I were
shocked and devastated. We had
expected to come home with a baby.
Instead we came home with empty
arms. 

Family and friends were kind and
supportive but they had their own
lives to live. Time passed and my

husband went back to work. I stayed
home alone, struggling to get over my
grief. I did not want visitors because
that would mean trying to put on a
brave face and I felt anything but
brave. When friends called, I told them
I was busy.  I couldn’t stand to hear
them say, “I know how you feel.”
because they couldn’t possibly know
how I felt. Busy with their own lives,
they called less often. 

The one person who would not take
“I’m busy.” or “I’m not feeling up to it.”
for an answer was my neighbour
Maria. She called often, inviting me
over for coffee. For the next few
weeks, I managed to come up with an
excuse. Then she called one day and
told me that if I wasn’t up to coming
to her house, she would come to
mine. I hadn’t had the heart to do
much housework and the house was a
mess. With the greatest of reluctance,
I told Maria that I would come over.

When I arrived I found that there was
another woman  there too. “I thought
you’d like to meet Tani,” Maria said.
“She just moved into the house across
the street.”

I was annoyed with Maria. It was hard
enough for me to leave my house and
come over for coffee. I didn’t need to
meet a new neighbour. 

Tani turned and I saw a look of
compassion in her eyes. “Marilyn,
Maria told me about you losing your
baby,” she said. I was furious with
Maria. I felt betrayed and turned to
leave.

“I know how you feel,” Tani continued. 
I whirled back. “No one knows how I
feel.” I almost spat out the words.

“I lost two babies, three years apart,”
Tani said gently.

I sank into a chair and stared at Tani. 

“How did you…?” I began, then I

listened while Tani told me what she
had been through. She finished with a
fragile smile. “I’m trying to get
pregnant again.”

We talked way past lunchtime that day
and many times after that. 

A couple of months later, my doctor
had given me a clean bill of health and
assured me that the complication that
had caused Andrea’s death was not
likely happen again. Through my talks
with Tani I had slowly begun to heal.
Now I too was trying to get pregnant
again. 

A few weeks later Tani told me that
she was pregnant. Although my
congratulations were sincere, I have to
confess to some envy. As the months
slipped by I wondered if I would ever
get pregnant again. I was struggling to
keep the faith.

Tani went to the same church my
husband and I did. I remember one
day when we stayed for coffee after
the service. A woman I didn’t know
joined us and congratulated Tani on
her pregnancy. She must have
overheard me telling Tani that, once
again, this month brought no sign of
pregnancy for me. The woman turned
to me, patted my hand and said, “You
know, dear, maybe God never
intended for you to be blessed with
children.”

Although I managed to keep my
composure, those words hit me like a
slap across the face. When the woman
moved on, Tani hugged me. “I didn’t
tell you this at the time,” she said. “but
that woman said the same thing to
me. She has no idea what God’s
intentions are, Marilyn.” She squeezed
my hand. “Keep the faith. I did,
although at times it was a struggle.”

I took Tani’s advice and I kept the faith.
A year later, I gave birth to a healthy
baby boy and fifteen months after that
to a beautiful baby girl. I count them
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among the greatest blessings of my
life. 

Maria and Tani came into my life when
I needed them most. Their caring and
support helped me through a dark and
difficult time. Although we have lost
touch now, when I count my blessings,
their names are high on my list. 
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WALKING EACH oTHEr HoME
by Colleen Heighington

Have you ever felt afraid especially at night
Walking home alone?

I know of someone who is always there
To walk you ... safely home

Have you ever felt so down and out
That all seems gloomy and blue?

I know of someone who truly cares
Who will always ... walk with you

Is there days ... you don't understand
When things don't go your way?

I know of someone you can always count on
To walk with you ... any moment of any day

Are you trying with all your might
To find purpose & belonging in this life of ours?

No need to look any further ... just look up
The answer is found beyond the Heavenly Stars

For our lives here ... filled with joy, happiness, uncertainty & sorrows
Will always fill our days ... of yesterday, today & tomorrow

So as we continue on this earth
To walk, stumble, leap or roam ... one thing we know for certain

That walking Hand in Hand with our Saviour
We know ... We are Walking Each Other Home!!



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.
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Top Left: Craig Dubecki and Clay Williams, our speakers for our Evening of Sharing on Suicide Awareness
Top Right: Special Guests: Cecilia Roberts (CMHA), Cyndy Forsythe (Homewood Research Institute), 

Rebecca Pister (CMHA)

Middle Left: Special Events ~ Eden Mills Writers Festival; Centre: Mental Health in Motion; 
Right: Exploring Death & Beyond

Bottom: Momondays Guelph, September show ~ Holly Hall, Lisa Browning, Brock Boonstra, Thomas Rauchenstein,
Rosemary Fernandes-Ealker, Aisha Jahangir, Rob Osborne, Indu Arora, Linda MacKinnon
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next mOnth ....
in One thOusand trees

November’s focus is 
real men don’t cry

“Recognizing and preventing men’s
health problems is not just a man’s
issue. Because of its impact on wives,
mothers, daughters, and sisters, men’s
health is truly a family issue.

― Bill Richardson

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 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.


