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Leilan Grace Adair

What If You Could Accept All Of
Your Selves?!
Leilan is an Innergy practitioner and
the Health & Wellness editor of One
Thousand Trees Online Magazine.
Leilan (ee’lon) may be reached at www.facebook.com/
MioCuoreLG, leilangrace@gmail.com or you may call
her at 1-226-980-5568, to book an appointment.

Russ Bentley
The Miraculous Magical Mystery of
My Flowering Christmas Cactus
Russ was born in 1950. He grew up
and loves living and writing in The
Kawartha Lakes. He loves kids, young
and old, and drives the local ones far
and wide all over Ontario on adventures in a yellow
school bus. He lives by himself, is never lonely and is ever
so grateful to have his head above ground and,
increasingly, up in the clouds.

Carly Genys

Leah MacCannell

Volunteer Profile

Lost

Carly is the Volunteer Services
Coordinator for the United Way of
Cambridge and North Dumfries. She
is originally from Sault Ste. Marie
Ontario and moved to Kitchener six
years ago. Since graduating from Brock University and
receiving an Honours Bachelor of Science and Bachelor
of Education degree, Carly has pursued her passion of
education and volunteerism. When Carly is not at work,
she enjoys spending quality time with her family and the
occasional night watching reality TV with friends.

When she is not working at her own
housecleaning business, Leah is
often found on or around horses! She
is a mental health advocate, and has
recently assumed an administrative
role with the newly-established Roots & Wings, a mental
health initiative of One Thousand Trees. Leah believes
that life is a journey of loving and learning, and knowing
what to let go of and when. Her passion is finding inner
happiness and peace, and bringing love and joy to others.

Gord Melville

Jill Michelle

My Struggle Isn’t My Identity

Dear Angels

Gord wants to be known as a husband
and father first, then as a man who
loves and cares for people, then as a
successful business man … only in that
order! He lives in Waterloo with his
wife of 25 years, and their three growing sons. Gord has
become a serial entrepreneur businessman founding and
running two international companies as well as running
his own rapidly growing fully holistic financial consulting
practice, specializing in working with women and small
businesses. He is passionate about building relationships
and helping people achieve their goals and dreams.

Jill Michelle has been communicating
with angels for most of her life. She is
an angel reader and channels healing
light to her clients. She has been
helping her international clients in person and on the
phone for over 15 years. Jill's passion is to help people
release issues and blockages, propelling them forward on
their spiritual journey and bringing love peace and joy into
their lives. For more information visit her website at
www.jillmichelle.ca.

Dominic Mitges

Christine Nightingale

Mental Fitness Begins with
Physical Fitness

Spirit Babies

Dominic is the Founder of Spartan
Motivation Coaching and Motivational
Speaking. A highly sought-after
speaker and coach, Dominic works one-on-one with
clients who want to overcome the fears and limiting
beliefs that are preventing them from living life on their
own terms. For more information please visit
www.spartanmotivation.com.

Marion Reidel

• The Story Behind the Story
• I Quit
Marion writes award winning
humorous short fiction. The inspiration
comes from personal experience and
observation, but her characters take the
situations in unexpected directions. Her readers will laugh
out loud and shake their heads, but beneath the
amusement they’ll find insights about self-esteem, shame
and overcoming familiar obstacles. Marion feels strongly
that the short fiction format is well suited to the busy lives
of contemporary readers. Her first collection of linked
stories is now available on Amazon. You can find her
website at https://marionreidel.wordpress.com.

Bob Smith
Slices of Life
Like many writers, R.K. (Bob) Smith
has worked in widely different settings,
accounting for diverse characters,
settings, and story lines. He describes
his stories as ‘character-driven,’ rather
than ‘plot-driven.’ People face some kind of challenge and
face it with creativity and integrity, often connecting with
others as part of the process. He has published novels and
short stories in online, newspaper, and more traditional
printed formats, as well as having written Christmas
stories heard on radio. To read more of Bob’s stories, visit
www.slicesoflifestories.com.

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.

Jessica Sgrignoli
To Stand in the Fire
Jessica discovered her desire for writing
during her Yoga Teacher Training in
2012. She had been writing for many
years prior, but did not make the
connection until she started writing one
day and just couldn’t seem to stop! Through her writing,
Jessica hopes to convey truth, humour and emotion about
everyday life. You can catch up with Jessica’s latest writing
at http://j.sgrignoli.blogspot.ca or check out her latest art
project on Instagram @patterns_in_the_sand.

Sandra Wilson

My Adventure Called Life
Sandra is a writer, educator, and
amateur photographer. With a Bachelor
of Arts in English and History, much of
her work includes historic facts
presented in fun and interesting ways.
Although trained to take portraits at Sears Portrait Studio,
Sandra prefers to capture nature with her camera. Her
passion is to help people learn, laugh and be inspired. For
more information, please visit www.werconline.ca.

PUBLISHER’S PONDERINGS
The last thing I do each month, before I put this magazine live, is write the words
to go on this page. It is now just after 4pm, and I have been at the computer pretty
much all day, since about 6am. To be honest, the last thing I want to do right now
is stay here any longer ... but I do want to get the magazine up today.
I am always very proud of these magazines, and the amazing writers who
contribute to them. This month, however, I am especially proud. Actually, that’s a huge understatement.
I am totally overwhelmed, and the gratitude and respect I feel for those who have opened up with
vulnerability and raw honesty cannot be adequately put into words.
I completely understand the courage it takes to express vulnerability, but I also understand the power
that comes along with such expression. As some of you know, in July of this year, I spoke publicly for
the first time, on a MoMondays stage, about my experience with emotional abuse, the underlying causes
which resulted in my being in that situation in the first place, and the resulting PTSD that landed me in
hospital under Form 1. Since the speech, my passion to raise awareness of mental health issues, and
to help those dealing with mental health issues to realize that they are not alone, has taken on a life of
its own. And as always happens when we follow our passion, the people and situations I need to meet
or be a part of it have shown themselves to me as if by magic.
I am so excited to be starting another season of Sharing Evenings, and am especially looking forward
to September’s evening, which focuses on Mental/Emotional Health. I am also excited to be launching
a new initiative called Roots & Wings. At Roots & Wings, our goal is to partner with individuals, groups
and community organizations, to help change the way society in general perceives mental health, and
empower those who are struggling with mental health issues. We offer three products, one for
elementary school students, one for high school students, and one for adults and/or university students.
Stay tuned for more details as they develop!
I will end here with the same words with which I ended my MoMondays speech:
I firmly believe that everything happens for a reason, and that reason is our highest good. I also believe
that we must embrace our own darkness, in order to see the light. One thing I know for sure: the light
always comes.
Please always remember, you are not alone.

Lisa

MY STRUGGLE
ISN’T MY IDENTITY
by Gord Melville
“Unexpressed emotions will never
die. They are buried alive and will
come forth later in uglier ways.”
Sigmund Freud
This is the very first time I have told
this story out loud to ANYONE. As I
sit and write this, not even my wife
knows. But it’s something I am ready
to share and something that I feel will
be therapeutic to get out of me, so here
goes. Please be gentle.
It’s 1:16pm in the afternoon and I am
still in bed, my wife is at work and my
sons are at school. My grey sport
boxers and my white v-neck t-shirt are
plastered against my clammy skin with
gratuitous amounts of warm sweat.
The salty liquid has soaked not just my
clothes but also my bed sheets,
comforter and pillow. Although it’s a
feeling that I abhor, I seem oblivious to
it. My mind is numb and racing all at
the same time and as I lay on my back
I stare at the vaulted ceiling in our
bedroom. Although it’s the middle of
the day and bright sunny outside, all I
see is darkness. The fog that hangs in
my mind darkens everything around
me as I ponder the consequences of
what I am contemplating. It feels like
I am slogging through deep mud and

no matter how much I try, I just can’t
seem to find my way clear. My
breathing is laboured and fast as my
anxiety grows. Then down go almost a
hundred pills with a few swigs of my
favourite beer.
How did it all come to this? I feel
alone, abandoned and hopeless. How
did I get myself here? I feel so
ashamed. I’m a burden and a failure
because I’m sick and not able to live
up to even the lowest of standards, I
can’t even consistently get my butt out
of bed to get done what needs to be
done. What kind of a man is that?
There is no way out. THIS is my way
out. Sorry.
And then like a crack out of the blue; a
realization of the finality of what I
have just done. All of a sudden, I am in
a panic as I picture one of my young
sons finding my lifeless body, and
think about what that would do to
ANYONE, but especially someone
under ten years old!
Oh my goodness, what have I done? “I
DON’T WANT TO DIE” I am
screaming in my head. “This is not the
legacy I want to leave for my wife or
young sons to have to live with or
follow behind! What am I thinking?”
Then the tears come, lots and lots of
tears, ugly crying tears. In wave after
wave of sadness the flow of tears just
don’t stop. I haul myself to my feet,
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steadying myself with the edge of my
bedside table, but as I push off towards
the end of our bed and around the
corner, I stumble and land hard,
crumpled into a lump like a big worn
out, useless bath towel. This can’t be
the end, I think to myself, so sheer will
makes me press on towards the
bathroom on my hands and knees.
It takes me what seems like hours to
agonizingly go the twenty feet to reach
the bathroom, where I rigorously jam
my index and middle finger down the
back of my throat and I convulse and
arch and dry heave. Again I jam my
fingers back in and again I lurch,
convulse and arch but still not the
desired effect. Third time I pray works,
so I jam them in even deeper this time
because I know my chances are
running out. Then with a violence I
have rarely experienced, I throw up
again and again and again, and there
are white, round pills all over the toilet
seat, and in the water, and scattered
across the floor. I watch one roll across
the linoleum and another slide down
the side of the white porcelain bowl in
the juices from my stomach.
My body is still heaving and the pain
is terrible as the reality of what I have
just done floods over me. I collapse on
the floor in tears. Nothing can be this
bad, there just HAS to be something to
live for. In my tormented, self-inflicted
pain I am looking up from the floor,

and above me in the hallway is a
picture of our family and it punches me
in the face with the force of an anvil!
That right there was my reason to live!
Those four souls that I desperately
loved, and who loved and relied on me,
who needed me; THAT was my
reason!
All of my adult life I had been the
energizer bunny, three hundred miles
an hour with my hair on fire! Eighteen
to twenty-two hours per day, twelve
days a week, three hundred and ninetyseven days per year, for close to 30
years! That was my ‘A’ type
personality, and personal care was not
even a thought then. I was young and
bullet-proof and when those around me
or staff that reported to me called in
sick or had feelings of depression or
mental struggles of any kind, I
discounted them summarily and I was
completely intolerant because I had
zero idea just how insidious this really
was. I figured it was a cop-out for a
weak, lazy person. There was no
sympathy or empathy even, in those
days, for the plight of those around me

dealing with mental disorders, due to
my own ignorance and blindness to the
issues.
Needless to say, my opinion has
completely changed, and if there is
anyone reading this who had the
misfortune to have run into me in those
days, I am truly and deeply sorry.
These days I have a profound respect
and a whole new appreciation for what
mental illness is, and how crippling it
can be for those suffering with it. I
used to think it was the most selfish
thing a person could do; suicide, by
taking the easy way out. First, it’s not
an “easy” way, trust me. Second, when
in that state where there appears to be
absolutely no way out, it’s not a
choice...it’s a lack of perceived
options. I had convinced myself that
taking my own life would make it
easier for my wife and less of a burden
on the family. It is SO dark and sinister,
menacing and truly dangerous! The
problem is, with all that pain blocking
your sight, it is very difficult to see any
other way out.

With lots of love and much support
from GREAT family and wonderful
friends, I am happy to report that I am
not anywhere near that place anymore,
but I guard my mind against being in
that place again.
I have been doing personal development for more than twenty five years
and typically have a naturally positive
slant to my brain most of the time; and
even I wasn’t immune to where one’s
mind can be led if allowed to be.
I instituted a “Gratitude & Miracles”
jar with my family. We sit down each
Sunday evening and each of us says
something we are thankful for from
that week. Or something that was
special for us, or a miracle that touched
us. They all go onto a small sheet of
paper that then gets folded up and
dropped into the jar. On New Year’s
Eve next year, right after dinner
because we still have young sons who
won’t be awake at midnight, thank
goodness; we will dump all fifty two
pieces of paper out onto the floor and
read about all the wonderful things that
happened that past year, to focus on the
good instead of the opposite, which we
are surrounded by on a daily basis.
Even from the weatherman: “There is
a twenty-five percent chance of rain.”
Wait a minute! That means there is a
seventy-five percent chance of no rain!
Why not slant it in THAT direction?
WAY more positive!
Please just consider being part of the
solution to this human crisis in
whatever capacity you can be; even if
that just means being a little more
tolerant around sufferers; whether you
understand it or not.

"The thing that lies at the foundation
of positive change, the way I see it, is
service to a fellow human being.”
Lee lacocca
***
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Lost
by Leah MacCannell
I am no good for anything,
Everything I do and say is wrong,
In the distance I hear them sing,
It’s about me, it’s my funeral song.
What did I do that was right?
Could I ever please?
The people that seem to always fight,
With the one they like to tease.

Hope is the thing with feathers,
That perches in the soul,
And sings the tune without the words,
And never stops at all.
Emily Dickinson

I am left in the cold to rot,
My body will slowly disappear,
They laugh still, the ones that fought,
But little did they know that this was my fear.
Even though my body may be gone,
My soul is still very much alive,
They don’t care, they move on,
But one day, this is where they will arrive.
This was from suicide,
Because no one loved me,
I went for a long ride,
I took drugs, I thought I was free.
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My
Adventure
Called
Life

MY DESCENT INTO
A HELL HOLE
by Sandra Wilson
Our hiking trip holiday was to include
a visit to a hell hole, a 20ft descent into
the ground that was carved by a
glacier. The hole had an iron rung
ladder to help you descend into the
blackness. My husband handed me the
flashlight and I started down. While
my head was still above the earth
things seemed to be okay but as the
rock sides began to tower over me
things got a little more uncomfortable.
The rungs of the ladder were covered
with grit and who knows what
(probably better that I couldn’t see it).
The temperature was noticeably cooler
until the metal rungs were actually
freezing my hand.

I finally got to the bottom and with a
little bit of exploration of the tight,
small space I knew I wanted to go right
back up. (Which I did once my
husband got to the bottom). But the
experience itself was very much like
an analogy of life.
I made it to the bottom – rock bottom
– but when I looked up I could still see

light – hope, God, a way out? I was
uncomfortable being down there but I
was patient enough to wait for the way
to be clear so I could go back up – no
panicking, no worry because I knew
that in a short time I could work my
way back up. I came up pretty dirty but
I survived without injury and I indeed
conquered something I wasn’t keen to
do. My husband was proud of me and
I was too.

more choice, for yourself? What if you
finally felt a sense of freedom? As we
re-connect with our ‘inner child’ and
all of our Shadow Selves (light and
dark), we move towards a deeper sense
of
unconditional
love,
more
compassion and acceptance for
ourselves, and ultimately, we can
accept these traits, in others.

Sometimes life sends you into a hell
hole, but be strong, be brave and
persevere and you will be proud you
survived.
***

WHAT IF YOU COULD
ACCEPT ALL OF YOUR
SELVES?! (PART 2)
by Leilan Grace Adair

What if you and I welcomed back all
of our disowned selves or shadows?
What if we gave ourselves the
permission to clear limiting beliefs,
judgements and perceptions attached
to each part or Self? All parts/
selves/shadows such as the Critic Self,
the Child Self, the Rational Self are
important; but, what if we balanced
them? According to Marianne
Williamson, “…As we are liberated
from our own fear, our presence
automatically liberates others.” How
would you like to create a feeling of
expansion, lightness, and room, for
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Wouldn’t it feel fantastic to be your
authentic Self and let your walls
down? My own internally created
walls have been breaking, softening,
dissolving and peeling away from me,
for over the last twenty plus years. For
example, I first recall seeing (in my
mind) a brick wall covering my entire
self, and only 1 brick space remained,
to allow me to view my own eyes
peering directly at me! Next, I saw a
thick smoky amber coloured glass
covering all of me. Then, I saw a thin,
whitish peel being pulled away, from
my face, and body.
In my 30s and 40s, I intuitively saw an
ongoing vision of me climbing out of
a deep, dark, empty well of despair and
depression. It took years to do; but, I
accomplished it. I had also healed my
spiritual body by slowly closing up an
energetic, crater sized opening in the
centre of my torso—around my 3rd
chakra. I endeavored to heal my self by
using various and affordable
techniques such as:

keeping a Gratitude Journal,
a Dream Journal,
learning Reiki and becoming a
certified Reiki Master and Teacher,
learning about Access Consciousness and practicing it,
furthering my awareness of Self
with courses such as Psych K,
exploring and clearing personal
Shadows with Shadow Energetics,
along with writing my own
Conversations with God,
channeling messages for myself
and others, and
receiving guidance by reading and
listening to a multitude of amazing
enlightened/self-aware/authentic
people within my community and
the world at large.
How do you move forward when
feeling stuck, and not receiving
answers fast enough? How do you
grow and expand when you feel
isolated and alone? Your answer lies in
the question. According to Gary
Douglas, founder of
Access
Consciousness®, never stop asking
questions! Here are a few possible
choices suggested by Gary Douglas
and Dr. Dain Heer of Access
Consciousness®:
1. When stumped, or pushing for an
answer immediately from the
Universe—Remember to breathe,
calm down (if possible!) and ask
yourself: What else is possible?

breath and breathe deeply, in and
out as you say: Barriers down,
barriers down, how much change
am I willing to receive? See it, feel
it and let it go!
4. 10 Second Rule: You can change
your mind, your thoughts every
ten seconds. Give yourself
permission to do so and allow
yourself to receive from the
Universe. It does have your back,
if we allow it to be.
5. Truth feels light, a lie feels
heavy—enough
Today, I can happily say (with
gratitude!) that there are no more
internal walls, and barriers! A few
months ago, I saw myself as a hockey
player dressed in all of the protective
gear; but now, I see myself in belly
dancing attire with a masculine
looking figure. So protective gear
gone! Moving forward, I will continue
to balance my masculine and feminine
sides. What else is possible?!
Remember, no matter how stuck you
may think you may be, ask questions.
But stay away from ‘why’ questions.
They just keep you in quick sand, and
spinning your wheels, inside of your
own head. Just another way of
analyzing everything to death—our
ego, again!

2. If someone must be right, and their
response is irritating you, say to
yourself: Interesting point of view,
I have this point of view,
repeatedly -- until the charge on
your reaction is diminished and
(possibly) gone!
3. Road Rage: If you are suddenly
feeling anger and it is escalating
into rage and it feels like it came
out of nowhere; but you are sitting
in a car, stuck on the 401! That is
Road Rage and not your own!
What can you do? Focus on your

shown my Adult Self varying degrees
of emotions (fear, distrust, shame,
blame, anger, rage and hate) when she
doesn’t feel safe and has been found to
be wrong. Her scary monster faces are
quite impressive! So heads up! Be
gentle but firm; loving and kind, and
remind your ‘little/inner child’, to use
her words, and share her needs with
you, in an appropriate manner! No
hitting allowed! But when Little Elle is
happy, joyful, playful, content, safe
and secure, she will snuggle in my
arms, and give me the best hugs!

A person’s walls and masks will come
down that much faster, if they are made
to feel safe, and not made to be wrong.
Remember this when you are speaking
to your ‘inner child’! Little Elle has
5

Now, what if you and I did not
completely process all of our ‘lower
vibrational’ emotions such as anger,
guilt, shame, etc., and left these
emotions unresolved by suppressing,
repressing, avoiding and denying
them? Might this incomplete process
be considered to be irritating and
stressful to our body, cells and tissues?
What if these unresolved emotions
were allowed to continue--never
ending? Would cellular dysfunction
result? Would our health diminish?
What if my mother had begun the
process of accepting herself and
dialoguing with her ‘inner child’
sooner than later instead of resisting?
Would her memory loss have been as
debilitating, as it is now?
As you can read, I am full of questions
and do not propose to have all of the
answers! I do my best to never settle
on one particular answer and continue
to stay in the question! But in this 10

second moment, I am of the opinion
that much of our physical problems
stem from psychological roots.
Resisting, denying, and repressing our
emotions does change us. It makes us
more vulnerable to disease, pain,
fatigue, and the improper functioning
of our body’s organs which can then
lead to the deterioration of our
relationships.
For example, being yelled at and
berated (sometimes) by my mother
(shortly before entering the nursing
residence) made my energy, my sense
of wellbeing contract and feel
exhausted. My own emotional
response was sometimes exaggerated:
meaning, I yelled back and tried to
reason with her! Ludicrous, I know;
but it happened.
Thankfully, I learned to be quiet,
redirect her thoughts and/or left the
scene entirely, either by locking myself
in my bedroom, sitting in my car and
venting on my cell phone with a friend
or my father, or going to a bookstore
and relaxing with a cup of tea. I would
have my crayons and sketch book, and
intuitively channel and draw messages,
for each month of the upcoming New
Year, and gift the calendar, to my
friends. It didn’t always work!
Sometimes, I called the police for her
own safety and mine; but, the
emotionally charged episodes with my
mother were managed better, and I was
grateful. However, a crisis stage was
looming—rapidly!
So how did I get my mother to agree to
enter a nursing residence? How did I
persuade her to walk freely into her
new living quarters? With help from
my friends! In Christine’s (my
mother’s) lucid moments, she
encouraged me to place her into a
nursing residence and to get on with
my life. But remember, she had 1 Huge
Energetic, Bad Ass Phenomenon
attached to her, and it was attracting
and feeding itself with smaller

demonic, dark entities. Now, I ask you,
how would you convince something
like that to leave ITs home, of ITs own
volition? IT doesn’t reason. There is no
logic. IT uses and abuses everyone and
everything in its trajectory. My
mother’s true nature and voice had
been eliminated, along with a
dramatically weakened sense of self.
SURPRISE! Fortunately, IT could be
lulled into a false sense of security.
The day my mother went into the
nursing residence was one of the most
emotionally charged days of my life.
Earlier in the day, my mother was
being pampered and having lunch with
dear friends, while another generous
friend and I were preparing a
welcoming room for my mother at the
nursing residence. My body was
energetically depleted, and I was
physically on the verge of manifesting
bronchitis and/or pneumonia. The
stress level was intense and friends and
I had tricked my mother into stepping
into the nursing residence, and into her
new place to live, in the secured area.
It had been the only way to get her
inside the building and into the secured
area. It was a dismal, sad day, for all
involved; but, a necessity--with Spirit
guiding us, all the way.
My mother raged at all of us once she
realized she was not leaving. Guilt
flooded my entire body. I didn’t go
home that day. I stayed overnight with
a dear friend who mothered and
supported me through the first couple
of days. Within the next couple of
weeks, I knew that I had to let go of my
guilt for placing my mother in the
nursing home. I was guided by another
trusted friend to explore what freedom
looked like, sounded like and felt like,
to me. I saw clearly, in detail, what
freedom was for me. Then my friend
guided me to explore what my life
would look like if I had continued
taking care of my mother. I recognized
and accepted the final outcome was the
best one for both my mother and
myself. The exaggerated emotionally
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charged Guilt had taken a back seat
and Acceptance was now in the
driver’s seat.

As for my mother’s dream of being a
published writer; her fear of not being
good enough or smart enough ruled
over her desire to write and be
published. She was gifted. Her short
stories and poems, poignant. It took a
lot of courage for her to return to high
school and take classes, in her late 30s
and early 40s and a single mom. One
of her high school English teachers
was always in awe of how my mother
could write the longest sentences and
not trip herself up grammatically! Her
dream to be published is now in my
hands, and my Responsible Self will
accomplish this, for her!
My Care Taker Self is still very much
involved with my mother’s care plan,
medication and overall well-being.
Christine continues to have highly,
emotionally charged episodes and can
be occasionally dangerous towards
herself and/or others and may
sometimes be given a powerful drug to
calm her. It is always, a last resort, after
all redirecting tactics have been
explored. The doctor and nursing home
staff are working diligently to find the
perfect mix of medications that will
work for my mother, promoting a
healthier quality of life. Please know
my mother is well cared for, and I am
stepping into living my own life. I
willingly and gratefully receive and
will continue to allow others to assist

me through this new and very
challenging life experience. What if I
had not? Thankfully, that is not my
story—this time, in my life!

MENTAL FITNESS BEGINS
WITH PHYSICAL FITNESS

Will you take action for being
authentic and moving towards loving
and accepting all of your SELVES? Is
freedom within, something you aspire
to have for yourself?! Will you have
this discussion with your ‘little/inner
child’? As Deepak Chopra says, “We
are not in the world, the world is in
us.” Every personality or ‘selves’ that
we see in others, and pushes our
buttons or makes us desire something
we see in others is really a way for us,
to see everything is within our own
Selves! So what if you and I Allowed,
Embraced, Accepted, and Loved with
as much compassion towards yourself
and others? What would our lives look
like then? Do you dare to dream? Well,
I double dare you to do the WORK!

“It’s hard to be mentally fit if you’re
not physically fit.”

The information gathered for this
article was researched using Leilan
Adair’s notes from the “Shadow
Energetics” course manual, created by
Darryl Gurney. (Shadow Energetics: A
Holoenergetics® and Health Quest
Creation by Darryl Gurney, © 2013)
Darryl’s work is based on Hal and
Sidra Stone’s Voice Dialogue, PsychK®, Leonard Laskow’s Holoenergetics® and Darryl’s own
channelled thoughts and thought
processes. For more information,
contact Darryl (BC) at health-quest.ca
or Angelika Baum (Mississauga, ON)
at greendoorrelaxion.net. Angelika is
the only other certified Shadow
Energetics instructor.

by Dominic Mitges

I received this piece of advice from a
Sergeant several years ago during my
indoctrination into the world of law
enforcement. This nugget of wisdom
struck a chord with me and has been a
common refrain over the years as I go
through the ups and downs of life. I
knew that keeping myself physically
fit was essential to help me cope with
life’s challenges, but I had never really
given much thought to how my
physical fitness affects my mental
fitness.
Enter Spark; a book which discusses
the science behind the connection
between mental and physical health. It
is authored by Harvard graduate,
psychiatrist and MD Dr. John J. Ratey
who not only researched the science
behind this mind-body connection, but
also discusses how he uses exercise to
treat his patients, helping them
alleviate depression, anxiety, bipolar
and ADHD among other afflictions.
What I found the most interesting,
though, is the chemical response in our
bodies to stress and how for many of
us, it is never ending.
Everyone has heard of the stress
response system or “fight, flight, or
freeze” system our bodies use to
defend ourselves against threats. The
brain dumps adrenaline into our
system (among many other chemicals
or “neurotransmitters”) when there is a
perceived threat, which also releases
the neurotransmitter Cortisol, also
known as the stress hormone.
Cortisol’s job during the stress
response is to stock fat, which the brain
will use as fuel. In people who are
exposed to chronic stress, however, the
stress response is almost unending,
causing the body to stock fat around
the abdomen leading to unhealthy
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weight gain, depression, anxiety and a
host of other issues.
What most people don’t realize
though, Ratey explains, is the human
brain does not differentiate between a
threat that is real or imagined. So
watching an episode of Cops can
trigger a similar stress response in your
body as if you are actually chasing that
bad guy down a dark alley yourself.
Now think about how often you watch
24-hour news and check your social
media and consider the effect all this is
having on your body.
While we can’t shield ourselves from
all the bad news in the world, Ratey
says exercise is the antidote for chronic
stress. Exercise balances out the
chemicals in our brains and inhibits the
stress response. It triggers the release
of serotonin and dopamine: feel good
chemicals which are responsible for
improved mood, sense of well-being
and self esteem. It also releases BDNF,
which Ratey termed “Miracle-Gro for
the brain” because it can actually repair
brain cells and help us to grow new
ones. Essentially, exercise can help us
to grow our brains, which was
previously thought to be impossible.
Exercise also improves our social life;
all those feel good chemicals boost our
mood and our confidence, which
increases the opportunity to meet new
people.
Don’t worry, though. You don’t have
to be a marathon runner or powerlifter
to reap the benefits. One study Ratey
found demonstrates that 30 minutes of
exercise 2-3 times per week is enough
to reverse the effects of stress. If you’re
also looking to capitalize on the ability
to grow your brain, Ratey recommends
exercise that challenges both mind and
motor skills such as tennis, yoga,
martial arts or skiing.
As always, check with your doctor
before beginning any kind of exercise
or fitness regime.
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7 FOODS TO BOOST YOUR
MOOD NATURALLY
If you’re feeling blue—or want to
ward off feeling that way—there are
some foods to consider adding to your
diet that might help. Studies suggest
that the following foods may help
reduce stress, ease anxiety and fight
depression. See which healthy foods to
eat to help you boost your mood.
1. Chocolate

Despite persistent myths to the
contrary, carbs don’t make you fat and
they can boost your mood. In a new
study in the Archives of Internal
Medicine, people who for a year
followed a very-low-carbohydrate
diet—which allowed only 20 to 40
grams of carbs daily, about the amount
in just 1/2 cup of rice plus one piece of
bread—experienced more depression,
anxiety and anger than those assigned
to a low-fat, high-carb diet that focused
on low-fat dairy, whole grains, fruit
and beans. Researchers suspect that
carbs promote the production of
serotonin, a feel-good brain chemical.
Also, the challenge of following such
a restrictive low-carb diet for a full
year may have negatively impacted
mood.
3. Fruits & Vegetables (and other
whole foods)

This may not be news to you, but it is
good to know is that there’s some
science behind the theory that
chocolate makes us happy: eating dark
chocolate (1.4 ounces of it, to be exact)
every day for two weeks reduced stress
hormones, including cortisol, in people
who were highly stressed, a study done
at the Nestlé Research Center in
Switzerland recently found. Experts
believe it could be thanks to the
antioxidants in chocolate. When you
do indulge, be sure to account for the
235 calories that 1.4 ounces of
chocolate delivers—or you may be
stressed to see extra pounds creeping
on.
2. Carbs

It’s possible that the protectiveness of
the whole-food diet comes from a
cumulative effect of these nutrients.
4. Fish

Eating oily, fatty fish (salmon, tuna,
sardines, rainbow trout) and mussels
will give you omega-3s—a key moodboosting nutrient and one our bodies
don’t produce. Omega-3s alter brain
chemicals linked with mood—
specifically dopamine and serotonin.
(Low levels of serotonin are linked
with depression, aggression and
suicidal tendencies, while dopamine is
a “reward” chemical that the brain
releases in response to pleasurable
experiences, such as eating or having
sex.)
5. Saffron

Another reason to eat healthy, whole
foods! In a recent study of close to
3,500 men and women published in the
British Journal of Psychiatry, those
who reported eating a diet rich in
whole foods in the previous year were
less likely to report feeling depressed
than those who ate lots of desserts,
fried foods, processed meats, refined
grains and high-fat dairy products.
Previous studies have shown that
antioxidants in fruits and vegetables
and omega-3 fatty acids in fish are
associated with lower risk of
depression. Folate, a B vitamin found
in beans, citrus and dark green
vegetables like spinach, affects
neurotransmitters that impact mood.
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In one study, from Iran’s Roozbeh
Psychiatric Hospital at Tehran
University of Medical Sciences, 50
women with PMS were given two (15
mg) saffron capsules or placebo
capsules daily over two menstrual

cycles, keeping track of their
symptoms in diaries. By the end of the
study, over three-quarters of the
women who had taken the equivalent
of a micropinch of saffron reported that
their PMS symptoms (such as mood
swings and depression) declined by at
least half, compared with only 8
percent of women in the placebo
group. In earlier studies, saffron had
antidepressant effects comparable to
the antidepressants fluoxetine (Prozac)
and
imipramine
(Tofranil).
Researchers believe that the spice
works by “the same mechanism as
Prozac,” helping to make the feel-good
neurotransmitter serotonin more
available to the brain.
6. Coconut

Fuzzy brain? Drinking caffeinated
black, green or oolong tea may elicit a
more alert state of mind, says a study
in The Journal of Nutrition.
Researchers think theanine—an amino
acid present in these tea varieties—
may work synergistically with caffeine
to improve attention and focus. To reap
the benefits, the study’s results suggest
drinking 5 to 6 (8-ounce) cups of tea
daily.
The above article was reprinted from
www.eatingwell.com.
***

THE MIRACULOUS
MAGICAL MYSTERY OF
MY FLOWERING
CHRISTMAS CACTUS
by Russ Bentley
In the fall of 1989 I was in recovery
from an alcohol and meds tag team that
had almost wrestled the life right outta
me. During the first of three big
surgeries I was dead on the table for 2
minutes. More about those 2 minutes
another time perhaps.

When you’re stressed, the scent of
coconut may blunt your natural “fight
or flight” response, slowing your heart
rate. People who breathed in coconut
fragrance in a small pilot study at
Columbia University saw their blood
pressure recover more quickly after a
challenging task. The researchers
speculate that inhaling a pleasant scent
enhances alertness while soothing our
response to stress.

One day in November, after my
parents and I had moved into our new
house, I noticed that the big cement
cellar floor was totally vacant and
swept out completely clean -- except
for two things. There was a spotless
green plastic trash can with its lid and,
on the floor beside that, on its side, was
a tiny 3 inch red clay pot with hard dry
dirt in it and a dead-looking leafless
twig of something.

7. Tea
I was 5 months clean & sober, and just
had my colostomy reversed. The
surgeon who had cut me my new
asshole 8 months before and repaired
it soon after when I ruptured my
intestine again said, when he reversed
it just a few weeks before we moved
into the house: “I don’t know what
you’re doing, but keep doing it. The
first time I looked in you your guts
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were gray and your liver was a dried
out piece of plastic. They are pink now
and your liver looks like it’s on the
mend. So, good luck.”
So when I found this small clay pot on
the floor my eye glanced at the twig in
it. As my hand moved to lift the lid of
the trash can I felt sad that this poor
little thing wasn’t going to make it; it
wasn't going to recover and feel alive.
I was in that pink cloud state of grace
period of early physical and spiritual
recovery wherein all life, including
mine, is a spectacular miraculous joy,
and a daily awe-inspiring, mightily
humbling experience. I hesitated to put
the little clay pot in the trash. Instead I
took it to the downstairs den where I
slept. It had a small window just above
ground. I set the pot on the narrow
window ledge, gave it a drink of water
and forgot about it.
A week later I thought I saw a smidgen
of green in the stem. That east window,
in December, gets light for just a few
minutes in the morning only, so I
moved the pot to the big west room,
with the fireplace in it, to another small
window just above ground level where
it would get good sunlight in the
afternoon. I gave it another drink and
forgot about it.
Just before solstice, Navidad, I was
surprised and happy to see it had put
out a leaf. So I got some potting soil
and Shultz and transferred it to a
slightly bigger pot. It immediately put
out one big red blossom and two more
leaves. Someone told me it was
blossoming in December because it
was a Christmas cactus.
Twenty three and one half years later I
am clean and sober, and still using my
own asshole. But I do have a problem
with that. Since I also quit smoking I
tend to nibble at night for something to
do with my hands and I find that I can
now eat a bag of rusty nails at bedtime
and Never have a problem with any
sort of indigestion or reflux. So I’m not

only growing old and happy, but I'm
getting fat, as well as jolly.

TO STAND IN THE FIRE

Today, I watered my cactus. Still by the
same west window just above ground
it has its own table now. It seems to
prefer it there. Transplanted several
times over the years it is in a huge pot
so heavy that I’m afraid the table may
collapse under the weight. My
flowering Christmas cactus is 6 feet
across with hundreds of big red
blossoms on it right now. I believe
they're magical. I like to collect a lot of
the flower pollen on the tip of my
finger and eat it. Long ago I came to
see the ever multiplying hundreds of
fat shiny green petals as comparable to
my own newly grown clean and sober,
quick-firing synaptic brain cells,
multiplying one by one now for 8,577
days. And the flowers, well, they are
myriads of little magical miracles
blossoming like the thoughts and
stories in my head, like this one, which
I enjoy in my life every single day.

A stressful situation can hit at any
moment, out of blue, and can escalate
quickly without warning.

I cared for Mom and Dad for fifteen
years. One day at a time I changed
myself from a liability into an asset to
them, myself and others. They are
gone now, but I still sleep downstairs
so that when I get up in the morning, I
look at the cactus and out the window,
with the ground at eye level. I
‘remember when’ and I am ever so
grateful to have my head above
ground, vivamente!

by Jessica Sgrignoli

What can you do when the heat of the
moment has taken over? How do you
react when you are experiencing strong
emotions such as fear, anxiety? Is it
even possible to turn it around? Maybe
you already have a tool or technique
that you employ that has been
successful for you and that's great!
But what if kicking and screaming is
about the only reaction accessible to
you at the time? - which is not bad if
that's how you feel. Better to express
'yo self and release, then to keep it
bottled up.
And what if there was another way to
resolve the issue and move through the
thick fog of emotions, would you
consider the alternative?
A technique that I have used many a
time is known by the acronym, RAIN.
It is simple in its recall, but its
application is one that must be
practised again and again (like Yoga) but its pay off is well worth it, I assure
you. It takes a brave soul to make the
journey inward...
RAIN is taken from the tradition of
Kriya Yoga -- the practice of internal
action. It helps one to stand in the fire
of their own emotions; to burn up the
impurities of one's past experiences,
behavioural patterns and most of all
the conditioning that happens as a
result. Maybe it could work for you!
But, don't take my word for any of this
-- try it for yourself and see if it works
for you (or not :) )
So, here it is...

***

Recognize - Recognize what's
happening right now. Recognize that
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yes, I am having an uncomfortable
experience (whether you can name it
or not, matters not).
Accept - Accept that yes, I am having
this experience - an uncomfortable one
(whether you name it or not, still does
not matter). Accept that yes, I am
somewhere in the fear body at this
moment without trying to change
anything. Just accepting and
acknowledging that yes, this feeling
and moment, too, shall pass.
Investigate - Investigate further if you
haven't recognized or accepted what
you are feeling or experiencing.
Investigate what this fear might be
about?
Non-attachment - Create a nonattachment to it. Try not to attach
yourself to the concept of "I'' as having
the experience. According to Yogic
Philosophy, there is no permanent
sense self that remains solidified
indefinitely, we are constantly
changing; evolving. This falls in line
with the law of impermanence with
governs our very existence. Thoughts
are just the same -- impermanent, and
so must come and go; arise and fall.
Our thoughts do not make up who we
are!
***

injury running to her to kiss it better.
Every good friend knows that a hug
can be better than any words when
comfort is needed. And the loving
touch really does heal, with the simple
intent to heal leading to a transfer of
warm energy).

THE CASE FOR A
SPIRITUAL UNDERSTANDING
OF HUMAN LIFE
by Christine Nightingale
A woman who is seeing a (male)
therapist about the unexpected terrible
aftermath of having a termination told
me that her therapist is advising her to
get over it, it’s no big deal. He is
showing her videos about, supposedly,
Neil de Grasse Tyson saying human
life is all an accident.
Neil Degrasse Tyson is a brilliant
astronomer, and I have never read
anything by him that indicates he does
not believe in the spirituality of life.
Quite the opposite. And if he has said
that somewhere, I do not have to agree
with him!
My own experiences with angels and
past life memories started when I was
a baby. Yet growing up in a
materialistic culture (with an agnostic
father and a never-talk-about important
things type of mother), I shut down
(talking about these experiences) at age
5. I learned to keep all that inside for
years...until I was 46 and took Reiki,
which was immediately followed by
my receiving messages from the
deceased relatives of the people who
came to me for help.
(Reiki is not particularly mysterious.
Every loving mother knows the
phenomenon of a child with a minor

But a big part of my spiritual reawakening came when I realised that
the medical establishment was worse
than useless at the time of the
miscarriage of my first baby, when I
was looking for answers that made
sense.
My own spirit baby comforted me
when I was carrying him (in my next
pregnancy) by giving me the sign I
asked for. He came to me in a dream,
running toward me in a field of
flowers. This reassured me as nothing
else could have.
It’s so tiresome when people who
should know better (counselors who
deal with the indomitable human spirit,
and doctors who deal with the
miraculous human body) refuse to
understand that we are more than
physical accidents of evolution. We
are much more!
Above all, we are spiritual beings,
living on a planet which in itself is a
major miracle, a self-sustaining system
which despite human interference
(over the last 200 years especially),
manages to provide for most of her
plant, animal and human children in a
marvelous way.
We are spiritual beings having a human
experience, and not the only one...one
of many. Ma nature does not waste
souls.
A lot of people choose to believe in a
ferocious, hate-filled judgmental old
white man in the sky. They even
invoke supposed eternal punishment
on distressed young women who do
not feel themselves able to carry a
child to term because of a combination
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of factors, often including lack of
partner support.
Personally I feel much better about
believing, as the indigenous people do,
in Mother Earth, Mother Ocean, and
Mother Moon, who love all their
children.
As to the mind-boggling part of what
we are doing to ourselves, here are
some of the stats.
A generation ago 6% of couples world
-wide had fertility issues
Now the figures are 17%! Why is this
not front page news?
My local paper, the Toronto Star, had
a feature article today about how 50%
of men have a reduced sperm count.
Mother Nature is saying very clearly,
“You are destroying your only home,
this Garden of Eden planet, and your
own future, with all your toxins and
chemicals. You are also destroying the
human race.”
(Maybe the Garden of Eden myth is
actually a foretelling of human hubris,
believing ourselves too wise to obey
natural laws, leading to our destroying
and thus casting ourselves out of the
garden we were given to live in.)
Miscarriages (40% of all pregnancies)
are likely related to the same
environmental issues as infertility.
Insecurity about bringing new kids into
our toxic mess may also be an
underlying (if misunderstood) issue
leading to terminations.
The majority of Spirit Babies want to
be part of the solution to our
environmental problems. They state
that they want to help the human race
wake up to being, in the age of the
Anthropocene, the direct cause of the
greatest mass species extinction since
the end of the dinosaurs...the droughts,
fires, floods, heat waves, melting polar

ice caps ,bleaching coral reefs ,
destroyed rainforests, and very soon,
millions of climate refugees.
I also see over and over again that the
New Children(Rainbow, Star Seed,
Crystal, Indigo), whose task is to
soften people’s hearts and change the
world into a spiritual place again, need
their parents to go on a spiritual
journey of discovery. This is precisely
why so many mothers and fathers are
now reconnecting with the spiritual
awareness which humanity has so
recently let go of, and which we need
to invite back into all our lives.
***

Dear Angels ...
________________

God loves it whenever we are willing,
ready and able to receive His help.
Holy Spirit and angels shower us with
gifts including health, but often we are
unable to accept them. Sometimes we
need a brush with death to open up to
His grace and mercy and accept the
gifts He has for us. I often hear people
exclaim that their spiritual journey
began when a loved one passed away,
or when they had a life-threatening
accident. That experience was the
catalyst to their awakening.

healed, it shows unbelief and stops or
slows the healing process.

Praying is the perfect way to ask for
help. Angels are messengers of prayer
requests between Heaven and Earth.
They also guide us and help us through
difficult times. Praying fervently to be
healed, and taking steps to connect
with Holy Spirit in a much more
sincere and profound way than ever
before is important.

Freedom from one’s drudgery is
essential. Sometimes people may be
guided to sell their business, house or
cottage, or to let go of things that are
tying them to a stressful existence.
They may be guided to release people
who are a bad influence out of their
life. They may have fallen off their
soul path. Once the stress is released,
and the person is back on the soul path,
the healing will be accomplished.

JILL MICHELLE

Dear Angels,
My brother-in-law had an oncologistproclaimed “miracle cure” from stage
4 cancer. Why was he saved? Why
does this happen to some people and
not to others?
Bryan L., Cambridge
Dear Bryan,
God, Holy Spirit and the angels
perform miracle healings on people
from cancer and other debilitating
diseases, syndromes and conditions.
Dis-ease of any sort is NOT part of the
divine plan for humanity. God’s plan
for us all is to be healthy, happy,
strong, full of unconditional love, and
live in a heavenly manner. That is why
He is so eager to help us, and why He
sends His beloved angels to guide us.
There are a few main factors that will
influence divine healing and the speed
at which it occurs.

“Ask and you shall receive” is one of
the most important phrases we can
remember. When we ask, God delivers.
Always. The spiritual healing is done
immediately. The body however may
take a while to “catch up” and for the
healing to be complete in the physical.
Keeping the healing-force connection
is directly proportional to how much
faith one has. That is why some people
get healed immediately, and others
take some time for complete physical
healing. It is up to us to believe with an
open heart, mind, spirit and soul that
the healing process is in motion.
Having full faith that the healing is
happening is of utmost importance.
Even when in extreme pain, one must
believe that the healing is absolute - a
“done deal” and is continuing to
manifest physically.
Expecting that Holy Spirit is delivering
on His promise to heal is vital. A full
healing is the only acceptable outcome.
Expectation shows that one knows that
the healing has been received and that
the flow of the healing power
continues. When we don’t expect to be
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Gratitude to God and Holy Spirit
opens the channels to receive more of
what He is giving you. Gratitude
creates a super highway of healing
power between God and you.
Positive attitude is necessary for
healing. It prepares the mind and body
to receive the healing power and to use
it for its highest good.

Giving testimony is imperative to
remaining healthy. Testimony of
healing to friends or family or others
shows Holy Spirit that He is being
acknowledged
as
the
healer.
Acknowledgement is like the fertilizer
for more healing and more gifts from
Him. Without testimony, the healing
often fades.
There may be things that need to be
learned along the pathway to health.
Negativity of all sorts must be
released. Often the learning is to open
the heart to love, or the mind to
kindness and compassion, or the soul
to stronger connection with Holy
Spirit.
Sometimes the “spirit-man” or “spiritwoman” is depleted or broken, looking
for a way out of life. In this case the
spirit must be restored to strength and
regain the passion for life. Our spirit
within is what the Holy Spirit’s
awesome healing power feeds into. A
strong spirit aids the healing process
immensely.

God will heal people who have not
finished their divine life purpose and
especially if their purpose is to open
other people’s hearts and minds to the
Holy Spirit. I’m sure your brother-inlaw has some sort of important purpose
in God’s eyes that will emerge
sometime soon. Because of your
brother-in-law’s prominent position in
his profession, he has access to many
people through email and live venues
where he could tell his story and help
others to heal the same as he did. Holy
Spirit loves it when we expound on our
experiences to help others.
Sending you much love peace joy and
hope,
Your Angels,
channeled by Jill Michelle

My characters and situations are an
amalgamation of experience and
observation. My writing skills and
techniques have been accumulated
throughout a diverse employment path
that included journalism, creating
marketing materials, promoting notfor-profit organizations, as well as
education. I feel that the short story
format is ideal for busy individuals,
and my “linked” approach, in which
characters repeat, is like a novel
offered up in bite-sized installments.
My goal, through these fictionalized
tales, was to entertain my readers, but
also to investigate contemporary issues
such self-awareness and battling
shame. I hope they will speak to you.

"I felt trapped."
"My God Helen, everyone feels
trapped!" Richard retorted. "That's
what life is like for grown-ups. We
have responsibilities, the mortgage,
tuition, car payments, credit card
bills... you can't just quit your job.
That's ridiculous." Richard noticed a
trio of old ladies sitting in the front
window. One held a yellow teapot
suspended above her cup, another
frozen in mid-sip. All three had turned
his way. He lowered his voice. "You're
just having a bad day. Things will look
better tomorrow."
"The monotony is mind numbing."
Richard thumped his own forehead
with the heel of his hand. "Monotony?
You chose to become an accountant.
You've always claimed you have a
passion for numbers. You like the girls
at work. You said your boss values
you. You got a bonus at Christmas.
Jesus, can this be reversed?" he asked
in a controlled tone.

Please email your questions to:
jillmichelle.ca@gmail.com
***

"I'm tired all of the time."

***

WE DRANK WINE
by Marion Reidel
I am a secondary school teacher, on the
brink of retirement, who has taken up
writing fiction as a means of
reinventing myself. I am very excited
about the fact that my first collection
of short stories is now available on
Amazon. The stories in “We Drank
Wine” feature women you will
recognize. Four women lean on each
other’s friendship as they face spousal
betrayal, parenting dilemmas and
social challenges. As they work
through life’s challenges, they share a
glass of wine.

I QUIT

a short story by Marion Reidel
"I quit my job today."
"What? I can't believe that you would
make a decision like that without
consulting me, Helen." Richard glared
at his wife as she sipped her tea and
avoided his eyes. "After 32 years of
marriage I thought you would have
discussed it with me." He looked at the
reflective black surface of his coffee
then scanned the crowded café.
"Listen, I've got to return to my office
in 20 minutes. Let's talk this through
tonight."
14

"Sweetie... everyone's tired." Richard
leaned back in his chair and smiled.
"Let's buy that new mattress we've
been talking about; one of those
memory foam things. If you get a
better night's sleep you'll have more
energy. And we can renew our gym
memberships. You know, exercise
gives you more energy. I realize that
your knees are bad, but you can do the
water aerobics. Lots of gals your age
enjoy that kind of thing. I would be
fun."
"I dread going to work."
"So? Do you think I leap out of bed in
the morning?" Richard chuckled.
"Work is what we do during the day so
that we acquire the resources to enjoy
our lives. We've got a beautiful home,
new cars, and our kids are attending
great universities. We had a holiday to

the Caribbean last winter. What the
hell more do you want?" He didn't
bother mentioning the $5.00 latte his
wife was drinking. Richard took a deep
breath and admired new painting on
the wall opposite him. At any other
time he'd enjoy the friendly buzz of
this cozy café.
He turned back to his wife who was
cradling her designer beverage.
"Listen, I know a lot of people with
real problems. Jake Patterson got laid
off after 40 years, Brad Cunningham's
wife ran off with his neighbour...ah...
Tony Costello's teen-aged daughter is
pregnant and Steve Jackson's wife's
cancer is back. Those are real troubles
Helen. They're not just sad and tired.
You need to suck it up."

"I no longer recognize myself."
Richard snorted. "Are you kidding me?
Christ Almighty, I don't know what to
say to that." He raised his arms in a
gesture of defeat, then promptly
dropped them to avoid attention.
"You've been reading too many
women's magazines, or watching too
much Oprah." He shook his head and
let out a long breath. "You no longer
recognize yourself? Maybe that's
because of the complete wardrobe
turnover you've done in the last year.
You've spent hundreds of dollars on
those bright, glitzy tunic tops. There's
another reason why you need to keep
working. You've got things in the
closet that still have the tags on them."
"I'm getting old."

"Yeah? Well that's how life works as
long as you're living. I haven't got time
for this." Richard shifted his mug
spilling coffee on the table's battered
surface. "Take a breath. Talk to your
boss and tell her you need a leave of
absence. Explain that you're burned
out. Maybe you can go and visit your
sister for a couple weeks. Talk this
through with her. She'll help you
realize that it's foolish to walk away
from such a good job."
"I've got an idea..." Richard reached
across the table and took his wife's
hand. It felt limp and clammy between
his rough fingers. "I'll find a counselor;
a professional who specializes in midlife crises. Someone who can help you
work-through these feelings and get

RELAUNCH NOTICE
Oh! Canada by Nicole Schouéri Abouhalka
An entertaining collection of a few of the anecdotes that happened to Nicole
and her family since they came to Canada. The book includes some fictional
stories, two of them for children, as well as some poems and personal notes.
Each life is worth writing about, one can argue. "Oh! Canada" was a positive
recovery process for Nicole, as she recovered from brain surgery, and is a
tribute to the people who helped her along the way.

For more information:
Facebook: Oh Canada Book for the updates.
www.nicolesdreams.org
You can acquire the book in both English and French on Amazon and through Indigo.
The Audio versions will follow.

Book Signings:
- September 10.2017 from 1 to 3pm at Chapters Kitchener, 135 Gateway Park Drive
- September 23.2017 from 3 to 5pm at Indigo, Montréal
15

you back on track. We've worked too
hard to build a good life. You've given
three decades to that company. It
doesn't make sense to toss it away." He
withdrew his hand and used it to prop
up his jaw.
"I want to do something of value."
"It's work Helen!" Richard glanced
around, adjusted his volume and
continued in a harsh whisper. "It's just
work. They wouldn't pay you if it
wasn't valuable. If you want to save the
world adopt a starving orphan,
volunteer at the Literacy Centre, go
hug some trees for God's sake, but
don't cut our family income by 40%."
"We've built exactly the life we
wanted. You've remodeled the house so
it's precisely the way you want it, the
kids are on their way, your folks are off
in Florida and we finally have all the
freedom in the world. The only
requirement is doing the work that
generates the revenue to sustain our
lifestyle." A knapsack struck Richard
on the side of his head, without
apology, as a bearded youth settled at
the next table.
"I want to find my creativity."
"Great." Richard sighed and checked
his watch. He took hold of his mug, but
set it back down when he realized it
had lost its warmth. "Helen...
Sweetie... you're very creative. All you
need to do is take a course at the Rec
Centre. They've got scrap booking,
painting, pottery, even belly dancing.
Find a hobby. Meet some new people.
Have some fun... but do it after work
hours. Okay?"
"My life is slipping away."

"Honey... Helen... my love..." Richard
sighed. "Our life is right on track. You
and I are exactly where we wanted to
be. We've got everything we wanted.
We're both driving new cars, the
cottage has been renovated, we got the
power boat and our home theatre. We
are living the dream. " Richard made
eye contact with his wife and noticed
a tear toppling over her left lid. "You
know what this is, don't you? You've
just turned fifty and you're having a
mid-life crisis. It happens to everyone.
There's no need for you to feel
ashamed, Sweetie. You'll get over it.
Trust me."
"I don't know where I am going."
Richard drew in a deep breath and let
out a sustained sigh. "You're going
with me." He attempted a weak smile.
"We're travelling together down the
road of life. We're partners,
contributing to a shared dream and
that's why you have to keep working.
We can't sustain our lifestyle on my
income alone. Think about it
realistically. Imagine what we'd have
to give up if we lost your salary."
"And be honest with yourself. How
long would it take before you got
bored? You think you want to quit
work, but you'd be isolated. You'd miss
your friends. There'd be no reason to
get out of bed in the morning. Without
a career you'd be lost."
"My spirit is dying."
"Now you're being silly. Spirits don't
die. They're eternal. They outlive your
body for heaven's sake. Do you think
this is depression? Shall we go see a
doctor and get you on some
medication? What do you think?"
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Richard touched his phone as it sat on
the table and checked the time. He
placed his palms on his cheeks
cradling his face while he looked at his
wife who was silently weeping.
"I feel like running away."
"Honestly, I've got to get back to work.
How about I call your office and let
them know that you're not feeling
well? Your boss will understand. You
can count on her to be discrete. I'll
explain that you're having a little
breakdown and you need some time
off." Richard picked up his cell phone
and scrolled to find the number. "Did
you resign in writing or speak to her
directly? If you left a letter maybe she
hasn't even seen it yet. We could
pretend it never happened."
"I don't want to give up."
"I agree. Don't give up. You've worked
hard. What? Why are you making that
face?" Richard's phone pinged. "Shit. I
have a meeting in 10 minutes. I need
to get back. You've picked really bad
timing for your crisis, Helen. I've got
to tell Sharon that I'm on my way," he
said as he tapped on his phone. "Of all
the days... I don't have time for this... "
Richard mumbled then he held his
phone to his ear and turned to look out
the window past the old ladies who
were still yacking. "Sharon, I'm
running a bit late. I know. I'll be there
in... 8 minutes. I'm leaving now. If he
gets there before me make him a coffee
and bat your eyelashes at him. Yeah.
That's my girl. Thanks." Richard
pocketed his phone and turned in time
to see Helen walking out of the café.
***

Distance runner and mental health advocate Clay Williams completed his 3rd
Canal Pursuit for Mental Health on September 1. Over $11,000 was raised in
support of the Mood Disorders Society of Canada.

Another fundraiser for mental health issues was Amber McAuley’s
Move-It For Young Minds (MFYM). To date, MFYM events have raised
over $20,000 for the Royal Victoria Regional Health Centre in Barrie.

Left: Holly Mastrogiacomo, owner of
Smitten Apparel, graciously agreed
to display our Sharing anthologies,
as well as the anthology of hope
published in support of Hospice
Wellington. The Sharing anthologies
are on sale for $10, which is 50% of
the cover price, and $5 from the sale
of each book goes directly to Holly’s
Tampon Tuesday initiative.

Above: Authors Peter Watson and Noah Nogueira (back row from left)
joined me at the Guelph Humane Society, to talk with the kids attending
summer camp, and to make a donation from the proceeds of Angel
Has Her Wings, published by Saplings.
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ARTIST SPOTLIGHT: MICHAEL BROWN
A tool and die maker by trade, Mike discovered airbrushing 6 years ago. In 2011, while building RC airplanes, he
decided to teach himself to airbrush pin-up girls on his planes. He watched you tube videos and tutorials. There weren’t
any airbrush artists in the area that he knew of. Mike wanted to create a photo realism look to his portraits, and he set
out to give his paintings a 3D effect.
Airbrushing everything from roller derby helmets to motorcycle gas tanks, he has been perfecting his hobby ever since.
He paints to relieve the stress of his job as a technical services manager. It’s still just a hobby but he is finding himself
busier by the month. He paints portraits of people’s beloved pets that have passed, as well as cars, boats, motorcycles,
and of course people. Just two years ago, Mike picked up a paint brush and discovered oils. He loves to put both
mediums in a portrait. Also a lover of photography, he takes most of his own pictures and sketches freehand. On a
sunny summer day you will find Mike and his wife Cindy out on a country drive with his camera. All year round, Mike
teaches a fun Learn to Paint class on Thursday evenings, in his home studio in Kitchener. A big believer that anyone
can learn to paint, he enjoys helping others create art. You can email Mike at brown4729@gmail.com
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FOCUS ON VOLUNTEERING
by Carly Genys
A Little Time
A Lot of Knowledge
The first step to responding to a need
comes from gaining understanding.
Every year, United Way works with
local workplaces to build awareness of
the needs of the community. We invite
people to create their own impact
through
giving,
acting,
and
volunteering by working as Employee
Campaign Managers. These hardworking supporters assist the United
Way by volunteering during work
hours to organize campaigns in their
workplaces. They create and run
special events at their companies to
help fundraise in order to support
various programs across the region.
Through their work they help
supporters find the answer to an
important question. What does my
donation look like?

expectations. Anne and Chantal are
two people who can always be counted
on. They put community first in all
their plans and have shown up to
support the United Way every way
they can. Clarion Medical Technologies is dedicated to Cambridge &
North Dumfries and it’s through the
work, support and endless effort of
these two committed women that this
community is a better place to live,
work and play.
“I feel very fortunate to work for a
company that cares so much about
giving back to the community,” says
Anne, while Chantal states, “Volunteering with United Way allows me to
be a positive role model in our
company. I can help people understand
how easy it is to contribute to a greater
cause and make a difference in
people’s lives.”
Do you want to volunteer but aren’t
sure where to start? Search the online
Volunteer Opportunities Database at
https://volunteercambridge.cioc.ca/vol
unteer/ or call the Volunteer Centre at
519-621-1030, ext. 243.
***

• Provide positive reinforcement and
promote
healthy,
non-violent
behaviours.
• Communicate with the workshop/
seminar coordinator and volunteer
mobilizer regarding ongoing facility,
program, and client needs.
• Follow all agency policies and
procedures.
• Enjoy and have fun with the kids!
Queer Men's Social Network
(Q2MSN) Facilitator
Out on the Shelf, Queer Library
and Resource Centre
Peer facilitator for monthly discussion
group for gay, bisexual, queer and
pansexual men led by Out On The
Shelf
• Maintain and set up venue for
monthly meetings
• Promote the group to target population of gay, bisexual, queer and
pansexual men
• Facilitate monthly meeting, including
creating a safe space for men, and
preparing discussion questions and
activities
• Record group attendance numbers on
a monthly basis.
Program Assistant
Guelph Public Services, Guelph Carden St - City Hall, Recreation
and Leisure Support Services

Anne Tucker and Chantal MacIntyre
are great examples of Employee
Campaign Managers.

Offers adapted recreation programs
(wheelchair basketball, wheelchair
tennis, goalball, etc) for children and
youth of all abilities in Guelph.

VOLUNTEER OPPORTUNITIES
IN GUELPH
ISGW - Child Care Volunteer
Immigrant Services GuelphWellington
Anne and Chantal have always gone
above
and
beyond.
Through
coordinating their internal workplace
campaign at Clarion Medical
Technologies in Cambridge to
volunteering on our campaign cabinet,
this dynamic duo always exceeds

• Provide children with support and
engaging activities.
• Keep the playroom areas clean and
organized.
• Assist with crafts, games or free-play.
• Act as a positive role model.
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No experience with child/youth
programs or sports is necessary.
Program assistants would be expected
to attend programs and offer support
by:
• helping with setup
• assisting participants in the program
activities
• helping with take down

HELP (Hospital Elder Life
Program) Volunteer
Groves Hospital Volunteer
Association
Volunteers help to create a friendly
hospital environment by providing
sympathetic support, encouragement
and companionship to older patients
and their families. Specific assistance
in four volunteer intervention
programs:

Better Beginnings Waterloo needs
helpers for after-school programs in
North Waterloo to build a strong and
vibrant community for kids and their
families.
For information on these and other
volunteer opportunities, please visit
www.volunteerkw.ca.
***

• Daily Visitor Program
• Feed Assistance Program
• Early Mobilization Program
• Therapeutic Activities Program

Julie had many friends but Sarah was
usually alone when not with her
cousin. Julie was confident and happy.
Sarah, not so much.

For information on these and other
volunteer opportunities, please visit
www.pinnetwork.ca.

COACH
a short story by Bob Smith

VOLUNTEER OPPORTUNITIES
IN KITCHENER-WATERLOO
Directly impact the lives of children at
Food4Kids. Volunteer drivers are
needed several hours per week to
deliver food to local schools.
Give a gift that will last a lifetime:
literacy. Provide homework support
and a safe place to learn for newcomer
(refugee and immigrant) kids in grades
1-12 through Frontier College, 2
hours per week.
Saturday, September 23 is the
Amble/Community Walk from
Planned Lifetime Networks at the
Family Centre. Event Assistants
needed Friday evening (Sept 22) and
Saturday, and Face Painters needed on
Saturday.

were brothers. Judging by the
addresses in their records, they lived
next door to one another. Overheard
conversations revealed they had grown
up doing similar things - same soccer
team, same piano teacher, same afterschool babysitter. The families had
even vacationed together, renting a
cottage or going to Niagara Falls,
Ottawa or some other holiday
destination. Donavan pictured shared
Christmas dinners and Canada Day
picnics. With such similar genetics and
environment, he would have assumed
similar mindsets -- wrongly.

Donavan Pavin looked at the two
assignments he had just marked and
knew the reactions of the girls would
be completely different even though
the marks were identical. It was
obvious the cousins hadn't colluded
and both papers demonstrated
intelligence and effort. Physically, the
two could have been twins they looked
so much alike, though there the
similarity ended. They had been in his
Grade Nine English class all year and
as June approached, he knew what to
expect. Julie Foster would react with
confidence, happy with the mark and
viewing it as a reflection of her ability,
a reward for effort. On the other hand,
Sarah Foster would see it as luck, good
fortune that she had nothing to do with
other than guessing correctly what the
teacher wanted.
He wondered why there was such a
difference. He knew from parentteacher interviews that their fathers
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Things unfolded as he expected when
he returned the assignments. Lennie
Fisker theatrically groaned -- as he
always did. Otherwise there was
silence in the room though Donavan
knew the same three people would stay
after class to ask questions privately.
All would think they deserved higher
marks and would challenge him as if
their grades, which could never be high
enough to suit them, were due to his
inaccurate evaluation, not to their
inability to express ideas clearly. He
wondered if they questioned him
because he was a rookie teacher, closer
to them in age than to many of his
colleagues. He couldn't imagine them
challenging older staff members,
especially
Mrs. Watson
who
supposedly taught Ancient History by
memory. His standard line with them
was, "I can figure out what you mean.
But it isn't the reader's job to figure
things out. It is the writer's job to
phrase things properly." Cheryl Brown
would at least be polite to him, though
it would still be a challenge however
tactfully she phrased it. He wished she
was as careful with wording in her
written work. Gordon Ramsdon would
be less diplomatic and Donald Irwin
would be outright rude.

The Foster girls reacted as he had
predicted, though silently. He had
become quite adept at reading body
language and facial expressions. Julie
smiled and sat straighter as she
carefully folded the essay and put it
into her binder. Sarah's hands were
slightly trembling as she re-read the
essay, a frown on her face, head
unconsciously shaking. Donavan
thought, Amazing how differently they
see the same mark.

Others arrived as he helped early birds
put up nets. Julie and Sarah Foster
were
among
them
and
he
surreptitiously watched them walk the
length of the gym from the girls' locker
room. Even here he thought, noticing
Julie's upright posture and bouncy
walk. Sarah somehow made herself
look smaller -- though she wasn't -and seemed like she was constantly
about to stumble, though Donavan
knew her coordination was excellent.

After finishing the school day,
Donavan grabbed his gym bag and
headed for the other end of the
building. All teachers were expected to
volunteer for at least one extracurricular activity and he had chosen
to run the Badminton Club as he had
been on the varsity team at university.
He didn't miss the ultra-competitive
coach who had taken the fun out of
something Donavan had once enjoyed,
and running a recreational club let him
establish the intensity level he wanted.
He combined laughter and goodnatured teasing with casual instruction,
and satisfied his competitive streak by
playing solo against pairs.

He included everyone during the
sessions and when it was the Fosters’
turn, complimented Julie on a powerful
smash which took him by complete
surprise. "Thanks," she said. "I've been
practicing that." During the next rally,
he made an excellent drop shot but
Sarah managed to reach it, not only
returning it but making him stretch his
farthest. When he praised her, she
shrugged it off, saying, "Just lucky."

The only drawback was sharing the
boys' locker room, not a problem
because he was shy but because he
could sense his presence made the
youngsters uncomfortable. That's why
he sat alone in the second aisle,
separated from them by rows of
lockers. They knew he was there but
out-of-sight, etc. Once, Danny Barnes,
who no one liked, asked Todd Moerton
which way he was going home and
Todd answered, "The other way."
Donavan had a hard time not joining in
the laughter.

In the staff room after, he found Ms.
Abdel-Hadi, the English Department
head, had posted a schedule for the two
days after classes ended when teachers
still worked but students were gone. It
directed them to come to an
introductory meeting prepared to talk
about the most important thing they
did as teachers. Immediately, Donavan
started arguing with himself, trying to
decide whether it was spelling,
grammar, or some other aspect of
writing. Eventually he settled on
organized thinking, that if people
couldn't express things in an orderly
way, others wouldn't understand.
However, Howard Mortensen began,
not by talking about English at all. He
said, "I think the most important thing
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we give our students is positivity and
hope. They are inundated by bad news.
Some do fine despite that, but not all."
Donavan knew he was referring to the
boy at the high school across town who
had hung himself. In the newspaper,
classmates described him as a loner
with few friends. A teacher was quoted
as saying he had considerable potential
but never seemed to believe he had the
ability others saw.
Donavan thought of the Fosters. Julie
recognizes her accomplishments he
realized. She takes credit for her
successes, which reinforces her
confidence. Sarah dismisses her
achievements and gives credit to luck.
He had already decided to begin a
badminton team next year with a few
promising kids from the recreational
club. He was planning to include both
of the Fosters. However, he thought If
I just take Sarah, Julie wouldn’t be
crushed and Sarah might start to
acknowledge her own worth. She
needs to see she's the source of her
own successes. He knew he could have
a role in helping her develop
confidence. The bantering style he had
developed with everyone in the club
would let him tease her about the need
to take credit for what she
accomplished. No it's not luck he could
hear himself say with a chuckle. It's
you.
He thought he might be a good
badminton coach but acting in that role
would be something different. Life
Coach? he wondered, having heard the
term but not really being sure what it
included.
***

NEXT MONTH ....
IN ONE THOUSAND TREES

Our focus for October is Facing Our
Fears.

“I learned that courage was not the
absence of fear, but the triumph
over it. The brave man is not he who
does not feel afraid, but he who
conquers that fear.”
― Nelson Mandela

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

If you know of any community wellness
events taking place in October, 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
September 20.

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

lisa@onethousandtrees.com

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

The Grand River
Conservation Authority
manages water and
other natural resources
on behalf of 39
municipalities and
close to one million
residents.

One Thousand Trees’
target market is defined
by the borders of the
Grand River Watershed.
Department Editors
are responsible for
promoting practitioners,
events and volunteer
opportunities in the
cities of Brantford,
Cambridge, Guelph,
Kitchener, and Waterloo.

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

