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This mOnTh’s cOnTribuTOrs
Lindsay Brant

Letting Go Is Like Flying

Lindsay is from Tyendinaga Mohawk
Territory, closely aligns herself with her
Mohawk identity, and embraces the
incredible power and strength that
come with owning and standing in
one’s true identity. In addition to writing and editing, she
works full-time as a Curriculum Development &
Knowledge Sharing Specialist, and part-time as a
professor. Lindsay is a storyteller by blood, and believes
that holistic living and happiness are keys to optimum
health and wellness, and contribute to her remaining on
a positive, good path in life.

Marilyn Helmer
Pictures
Vacant Houses

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.

Paul Hock

Nana’s Garden

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

Colleen Heighington
Spiritual Expression

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.

Beverly L. Henderson
Trespasser

Beverly has always lived in the country
(near Belwood) where she can enjoy
all four seasons, exploring with her
grandchildren, whenever she gets the
chance. When she is not outside, she
is passionate about playing with words and writing
stories. She has had a couple of articles published in the
Wellington County Historical Society , and she has always
loved history, the stories and the writing.

Debbra July

Silent Companion
Memories

After working as a marketing secretary
for many years Debbra is a retired
grandmother of three beautiful granddaughters.

Gardening is her passion, and she is currently trying her
hand in the arts, with sketching and water colours. She
also enjoys writing for her own personal satisfaction

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.

Andrea Lines-Botell

Thoughts on the Theme

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

Kayleigh Radatus

Maureen Malone
Heart Fire

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

The Music of Life

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

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.

publisher’s pOnderings

I am cheating a little bit this month! Although I consider myself to be
very spiritual, I am at a loss as to what to write about, on the topic of
Spiritual Expression. I guess my writing could be considered as
spiritual expression, because I do use it to empower and to heal. I
know that others who I have helped through the writing process see
it as a healing process.
During a conversation with author, musician and healer David
Rankine yesterday, I asked him to provide some feedback on the
writing process. The following was his response:

Never having previously thought of myself as a writer, in the last 10 years I have found it incredibly easy
to write about things I am passionate about. Writing articles and stories is one thing, but exposing them
to readers or an audience is quite another. The experience of contributing to the Sharing anthology
helped to gel a sense of myself as a writer and storyteller. Once I completed that story and saw it in
print, I then knew without a shadow of a doubt that I could get all of my stores out in print form, and that
Lisa would be the person to help me do just that. My first experiences in getting my short stories to an
audience took the form of having them performed at storytelling stages at festivals and poetry events.
I had several friends act as the readers, and I accompanied them on my Mountain Dulcimer and other
instruments. I have also accompanied other storytellers and poets in their presentations. Music and
words go hand in hand. One creates space, tone and context for the other, and it is with delight that I
will be providing music at the Sharing Anthology launch in April.

My own spiritual journey started, I think, when I was involved in the emotionally abusive relationship
that caused my “downfall” (emotional breakdown, PTSD) and my eventual recovery. I am fascinated by
the concept of darkness vs light … and I strongly believe that it is our darkest moments that make us
stronger.

Spiritual writer Henri Nouwen said writing can untangle thoughts, express our emotions, and give artistic
expression to life. Writing is a spiritual habit: “Writing can be a true spiritual discipline. ... Writing can
also be good for others who might read what we write.”

I am grateful, therefore, to have reached the point where I am ready to tell my own story. Metamorphosis:
from the darkness of abuse to the light of empowerment will be published in 2020. I know that it will be
a transformative experience for me, and I hope it will be transformative for those who read the book as
well.

I am also very much looking forward to the launch of Volume 5 of the Sharing anthologies, taking place
on Saturday, April 13. Please visit www.sharinganthologies.com, or email lisa@onethousandtrees.com
for more information.

Lisa

THougHTS on THe THeMe
by Andrea Lines-Botell

I was brought up somewhat
unconventionally, with an openness to
spirituality and energy. My mother
grew her own kombucha scoby and
was clearing chakras well over 40
years ago. I remember when I was sick
she would often put garlic cloves in my
socks and make a mixture of onion
root and honey, and encourage me to
picture the virus or bug in my mind
and visualize it clearing away. It was
quite an eye-opener when I saw a
friend of mine being given cough syrup
out of a bottle coloured purple and
tasting of grapes! Quite surprising she
was my friend, bearing in mind how I
must have smelled during cold and flu
season! My parents separated when I
was young, and staying in each of their
homes brought about many lessons,
including spirituality. My father had a
belief in God and taking grape
flavoured medicine, and my mother
believed in higher beings and
homeopathy and herbs. I feel I was
blessed to have parents with vastly
different beliefs, and that they both
are open to spirit, as this allowed me
to be expansive in my thinking.

understanding. In her last days, she
vacillated on this knowing her time
was to soon pass. She did speak to a
few different priests and pastors that
came to the home stating to them that
she would talk to them but that she
might not choose to believe. She did
pass away at peace with where her
soul was going and that she felt safe.

In my own past my great, great
grandfather, who had immigrated to
Canada, spent time with some of the
indigenous peoples in a nearby
reserve gaining a friendship with one
person in particular. He treasured the
time he had spent with them and
learnt some of their ways. He, in turn,
brought these teachings back to his
own family. I remember my grandma
practising one of their methods on me
to help heal a wound. Which I have to
say worked overnight! Practising reiki
with clients myself I am reminded of
this and how hands-on healing is an
ancient practise that many cultures
have used in their own unique way. All
to be valued and held in honour.

When my mother met my husband for
the first time 25 years ago she asked if
he would mind if she helped clear his
energy. My husband had never heard
of chakras or energy healing, and in his
upbringing to be vegetarian was
rebellious! He looked dubious but
went off with her. He was thrown into
the deep end of a new way of looking
at life. Tibetan chimes were rung and
a singing bowl to help clear the space
followed by charka balancing. We
often joke about it now as when I met
his parents they offered me a brandy,
placed a few bets on some horse races
and made steak for dinner.

I remember my husband’s Nan always
said that she believed in something
but wasn’t sure she would call it god.
She would say that is was beyond our
1

My mother in law has recently been
taking part in energy healing painting
and when I visited her last year I had
the honour to learn this method to be
able to offer here at my own practice.
Each person connects with their own
spirituality and allows the painting to
bring forth symbols or messages. Just
the pure touch of the paint is healing,
and the colours chosen allow peace to
flow. Times have changed as I
remember when I first talked to her
about hearing messages from spirit
her eyes grew very wide and she said
“ I think it’s time for a glass of sherry!”
followed by polite ways of asking me
if there were mental health issues in
my family. You can imagine the first
few times my in-laws met my parents!
These days crystals, god, angels, spirit
and energy healing are all common
topics between us all. I’ll still take the
offered glass of sherry though!

Pain and growth seem to bring about
the wish in many to find spirituality
and alignment to what sits right with
their soul. My own journey through

trauma and growth has opened many
doors and meeting amazing new
people with gifts and beliefs that are
extraordinary. My husband has also
changed in his own journey to find
what sits peacefully in his own soul

We have chosen to bring our own
children up allowing expansive
thoughts to find their own place of
peace in spirituality. Each of them has
differing beliefs, and it brings great
conversation between us all. Much to
their delight I have never put garlic
cloves in their socks although honey
and onion has happened occasionally!
Over time I have ventured to learn
many spiritual aspects and be open to
lessons they may carry. The underlying
theme to all is love. Approaching
anything in life from a place of love
allows peace and openness to life’s
journey. Love, in my belief, is the
ultimate spiritual expression in its
purest form.
***

THe MuSiC oF LiFe:
LeSSonS FRoM A SongBiRD
by Kayleigh Radatus

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

Spring is here! Woohoo! When I
wrote the March column, I had settled
on the title of “The Spring In Your
Step” for this month, but I’m saving
that topic for next month.

Writing this column, it’s actually the
first day of Spring. I woke this morning
feeling a heaviness; an exhaustion that
is all too familiar lately. Between the
time change, keeping some strange
hours, and the junk food I ate last
night (and truth be told, have had too
much of lately), I’m feeling…off.

I forced myself up and to begin the
day; the morning ritual of brewing
coffee for my husband to take to work,
and packing his lunch while he wakes
our daughter. Finishing this morning
routine, I glance out the sidelight
window to check for snow…nothing
new there. Great, I think; probably no
scraping to do today, but as I look
further to check the cars, I sigh with
defeat. Both are covered in frost. Darn.

As I readied myself, both inside and
out, to go outside and deal with the
frost, I’d like to say I was able to
remind myself to be grateful. Grateful
for my home, that keeps me warm.
Grateful that we have two cars, and
that I have my mobility and can deal
with these tasks. Grateful, for all the
incredible blessings in my life. But I
didn’t. In that moment, I felt cranky
that we aren’t already done with all
this. I felt fed up, and just done dealing
with it.

Then I stepped outside. The sun, rising
over the trees and my neighbour’s
home across the street was glorious; a
blazing orange ball of warmth I could
feel on my face despite the chill. A
robin sang madly in a tree next door,
and as the little puffed up bird sang, I
was reminded of the new music I’ve
been listening to for the last couple of
weeks. The birds have been singing,
nearly every morning, and it is a
marvelous sound. It calls me now, to
choose music that is different from my
2

usual for this morning’s Groovy Reiki
sessions. Something light and fun,
perhaps, reminiscent of the joys of
Spring. No, not Vivaldi’s Four Seasons,
I cook with those songs, but
something that feels; free, celebratory,
and fun, bringing some of the birds’
energy into my home

A couple weeks ago, when I was
struggling with Winter’s grasp, I gave
myself a little “Spring is coming” ritual.
I listened to a nature sounds CD, and
set up my office space with some signs
of Spring, then followed it up with
some writing about my hopes and
goals for the coming months. When I
did, I forgot to remind myself to be
patient with the transition from
Winter to Spring. While the calendar
and my pagan beliefs say that Spring is
here, the weather can still be very
wintery. We may still need warm coats
and boots, and we may yet get snow.
But the signs of Spring are still here,
and we’ll see more and more of them
every day. One day we’ll get it up and
realize the time for Winter coats and
boots has passed for now, and we can
clean and store them for next year.
One day.

Patience has never been my strong
suit, but I’m working on it, cultivating
patience wherever and whenever I
can. Every day this week, my daughter
and I have gone for a walk. We’re
doing it not only for us to have daily
physical activity, but to reinforce our
connection, break some not-so-great
habits, and change our health and
fitness levels. My patience in this last
area, for myself at least, has been thin
of late, but this morning’s reminders;
the robin and all the other birds
singing, the warm sun, my own Spring
rituals, and our walk today, all remind
me to have patience. To allow the
passage of time to do its work, and
trust that the outcomes I am looking
forward to will come.
Coming In May’s issue.…The Spring In
Your Step

i’d love to hear from you! Chat
about The Music of Life column by
visiting my blog;
www.thisgroovylife.ca/blog/themusic-of-life-column.

my
Adventure
called
life

***

A STAnDing ovATion
by Sandra Wilson

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

But not everyone is a performer, not
everyone would receive an actual
standing ovation. So what can we do
to instill this same feeling in these
people?

It is important to acknowledge people
for accomplishments, create opportunities that offer them a chance to
receive meaningful applause, recognition or, especially, ovation. I don’t
mean awards ceremonies or even a
ceremony at all. I mean giving people
a chance to use their talents,
recognizing people for their achievements and respecting their successes,
no matter how small they may seem.

I have a project where I work with
classrooms to create books. There are
4 and 5 year-old children who have

illustrations in my books. And although
we don’t always have a recognition
ceremony for them, the fact that they
contributed to a book is like a standing
ovation. It is a chance for them to feel
the way those performers do, to see
themselves as having achieved,
accomplished and be recognized and
receive the praise they deserve.

When people receive a standing
ovation it motivates them, inspires
them and encourages them to keep up
the good work. It uplifts them so they
may reach higher and achieve more. It
could spring board them to bigger and
better things in the future.

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

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

Use your words to offer applause,
make an effort to comment or review
and measure accomplishments for
each person, not in relation to you. It
is not a big accomplishment for you to
tie your shoe, but it certainly is to a 4
year-old. A drawing from an 11 yearold with mobility issues may not look
amazing, but it is amazing. A speech
by a person with a fear of public
speaking is a major accomplishment,
even if it is a very short speech. We
don’t measure up against each other,
we measure up to ourselves.
3

Take a moment to look at the people
around you. Recognize them, applaud
them and give them the ovation that
they deserve.
***

My JouRney
(anonymous)

My journey started when I saved my
very good friend’s life. He is like a
brother to me. The doctors told him I
saved his life by an hour. If I hadn’t
shown up when I did, he would have
died that day. I called 911 to get him
medical attention, and I stayed with
him until his son showed up at the
hospital. When I got home I collapsed
to my knees and burst out crying.
Something inside of me instantly knew
at that moment that something had to
change. My friend was dying right in
front of me and it scared me to my
core. I needed to find me, I was lost.

I have always believed that things
happen for a reason. I wasn’t
supposed to be there that day but
there is a reason that I was, and it was
up to me to figure it out. We have
lessons to learn in our lives, and it’s up
to us to learn them because if we
don’t, they keep repeating over and
over until we figure it out. What you
resist will only persist.

The one key I found for myself was
acceptance. This is big for me, as I
come from an emotionally unavailable
mother and a narcissistic father. My
parents divorced when I was really
young, and I was raised by my dad in a
single parent home. I made a promise
to myself in my early teens that I was
not going to have children, as I didn’t
want them to grow up like I did. If it
did happen I was going to break this
cycle of mental, verbal and emotional
abuse. I kept that promise. I get
compliments about my daughter, and
that lets me know I did a great job of
raising her as a single mom who is
emotionally available, vulnerable, has

empathy, compassion and who can
provide this when my daughter needs
it.

I have come to understand and accept
that my parents did the best they
could, as their parents did their best
and so on. I had to dig deep to
understand and accept that my
parents are the way they are. Holding
resentment against them is not good
for anyone. I was asking them for
emotional support they could not
provide as they honestly didn’t know
how. I found my balance and
boundaries, and this helps with my
healthy awareness towards them.

Along this journey of self-awareness I
have learned so many things, but one
thing that thing that really hit me like
a brick wall was one sentence that I
read, “We create our own hell.” We do
this by our thoughts, holding grudges,
resentment, self-sabotage, and
making ourselves suffer for things that
truly have nothing to do with us.
Carrying burdens that are not ours to
carry, trying to be things to others that
we are not, taking things personally, as
well as the mental and verbal abuse
we tell to ourselves and believe.

When I read this, I stated out loud, I no
longer want to live in “hell” anymore.
When my mind started to wander into
that negative thinking I chose a word
to get myself to stop abusing myself.
For me it was “stop, stop, stop” and it
brought me to an awareness of what I
was doing. I took 3 deep breaths and
changed my mindset. This could
happen 50 times a day but as I
practiced it got less and less. Just as I
show my daughter love, compassion
and empathy, I need to be this to
myself. I have always been there for
others but for some reason I could not
be there for me. I didn’t know how to
be there emotionally for myself, but
for others it was second nature.

It’s been two years since I started this
journey, and I will not stop this change

for me. I have learned so many things
it has literally blown me out of the
water on how I see myself and others,
and how our ego gets in our way.
Digging deep and being truly honest
with yourself is hard work. But this is
your life, and you have 100% say on
what goes on in your life.

Sometimes what we are truly upset
about is not the person or the
situation; it’s about what is triggering
these emotions. If you can see and
understand what your triggers are,
you have become aware. We have to
deal with the painful situations that
come our way because if we don’t
they will always be a trigger, and it will
cause unnecessary emotional baggage
that we will carry for the rest of our
lives.

This is why I will believe that
acceptance is a necessary key to selfawareness. People will go to great
lengths to avoid facing their own soul.
The shame or fear they sit in is better
for them than accepting it. This is
called the dark night of the soul.
Sometimes we do crazy and
embarrassing things when we become
desperate, or when things are not
going the way we wanted them to.
Everyone has done things they are
ashamed of. It truly doesn’t make you
a bad person.

We cannot change the past. It has
happened, but we can learn from it. If
you are truly ready for a change it has
to start internally. Take a moment and
sit in silence. Tell your thoughts to take
a hike. This is “me time.” When things
come to you write them down. Start a
journal. Doing something is better
than nothing. But most importantly do
your work. No one can do this for you
but it’s the best gift you can give to
yourself.
***
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heArT fire

by

mAureen mAlOne

Grief is difficult, it is raw, it is intense,
and it is never-ending at times. It is
one of the hardest processes we ever
go through. No-one teaches us how to
grieve, it’s like a wild abandon, and
this can never be prepared for. It is a
part of life we are told, in its
sometimes darkest form. It is a
pulsating emotion that freezes our
hearts, unable to carry on, a well that
runs dry.

I remember my first experience with
grief. Real hard grief. When my father
passed away, I was in my 20’s. I could
not believe it, how could this be
possible? I remember coming out of
the funeral and seeing all the cars
driving on the road, and wondering
why the whole world had not stopped.
I have lost two brothers, and two best
friends, and with each I felt I lost a part
of myself. When they passed, they
took that part of me with them, the
special part of who I was, when we
were together. Even though I am
grateful, it’s a longing that doesn’t
ever leave us, we can never replace
them.

I believe grief comes and goes through
different phases of our lives. It is not
only when someone passes away, it
can be when we lose anything. I used
to think that the word heartache was
really just a word. When I lost my first
loved one, I remember thinking that
my heart ached so much, I thought I
was going to perish. We all feel that
way. How do people lose so much, and
able to continue on? We walk around
in a daze and function as best we can,
sometimes with so many unanswered
questions?

We never think we are going to
recover, and sometimes we don’t. We
walk a little softer while grieving, our
eyes look at the world differently, we
feel empty and alone. Broken open
and it is never a walk in the park. It is
hard work. We never think we are
going to be able to move on. Even
some people that are well versed on
the subject of grief are also
overwhelmed and surprised when
they face a big loss.

I remember thinking I could just deal
with the grief with giving myself a
certain time limit, and then I would be
good. That’s not how it works. Grief
works its way through our hearts,
spirit, mind and soul until we one day
feel a little better. It feels like small
steps, baby steps. It goes through us
in layers, until it’s done.

I knew a grief counselor a while ago; I
asked her drew her to that field. It
made her feel good to help others
move on after such a big loss, she told
me. I think we are hard on ourselves
with grief, some of us carry it around
like a silent disease, and we keep it
inside, where the pain stays. We feel
somehow guilty that we are not
recovered, or it is taking far too long.
Everyone has their own pace with
grief, there are no rules.

I think it would be a lot easier, if we
didn’t have to love so hard. The grief
would somehow be easier to manage.
Whenever we lose anything, it is grief.

Especially if we had our hearts set on
having in happen. Any loss of
relationship, loss of job, or loss of
friendships, sometimes these losses
come at us like a freight train,
unexpected and hard to comprehend.
From a grief counselor on suffering, I
read this. “Life is hard.” “There’s
something powerful about knowing
and understanding up-front the way
things are. Then you have a starting
point for understanding what you
face; you can begin to shore up your
strength and set your mind (in this
case, toward healing); learn what to
expect with grief; and, when the time
is right, you can begin to move
forward, even if it is inch by inch. Some
may see this as a defeatist attitude,
but I don’t. I see this viewpoint as
empowering.”

“Profound loss hurts more than we
ever imagined. It lasts longer than we
thought it would. And we don’t
understand the tangled mess our
emotions become. We don’t expect
the isolation we feel. And we’re
surprised by our lack of tolerance for
things going on around us that are
insensitive or simply do not matter.”

When I leave this realm, I’m going to
ask for a few things to change, before
I come back for the next life.

Rule 1- I’m going to make sure, before
I come back, that the next life will be
different, when someone passes
away; we get to visit with them as
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much as we want and I’ve heard they
can see us anytime they want. How is
that fair?

Rule 2 -Our hearts will be made in a
way, so that they never break, no
matter what. Right?

Grief does change and move on to a
soft beautiful loving memory. We
never think it’s going to change, but it
does. We wake up one day, and we
notice it does not fill our whole being
anymore. It starts to change, and shift
and then slowly soften.
Only we can determine how the grief
will change us. When we are willing to
honor the person, for being in our life,
instead of always missing them. We
start to see all the great parts they
gave us, precisely why it was so hard
to lose them.

I wish I had the perfect recipe for grief,
but I don’t. We all will go through the
process, as we are supposed to.
Everyone has a different path and
journey. We can only hope that one
day, the experience will give us a
depth that we can carry with us
through our life. A depth that will help
us be more understanding with each
other.
Love is, after all, the reason we are
here. Grief can only come through
loving. I would have never changed
one part of that…..
***

An Evening of SHARING

Spiritual Expression
Featuring:

Kristen Eva
Inspired Healing Transformaons
David Rankine
Author, Musician & Healer
Lauren Stein
Performer, Writer & Master Fool

Thursday, April 25, 7‐9pm
Harcourt Memorial United Church
87 Dean Avenue, Guelph ON

free admission (reservaons recommended)
For more informaon visit www.onethousandtrees.com.
To reserve your spot email lisa@onethousandtrees.com.

vACAnT HouSeS

by Marilyn Helmer

In filtered light,
pale walls
and paler yet
the spaces
where pictures used to hang.
Dusty shelves
and filmy window panes,
one limp lace curtain
left behind.
Faded flowers
in a jar.
A shoe, forgotten,
dropped,
a crumpled carton
kicked aside.
Souvenirs
in shades of grey,
of shadowed lives
that slipped away.
***

MeMoRieS

by Debbra July

Memories are like open waters
Seas of adventures visual to our eyes
Calm blue lakes with bright blue skies
Provides the warmth within our
hearts
Peace and tranquility united as one
Without the slightest warning
There’s a darkening in the skies
Shadows get cast
Turbulence begins to billow
A weight too heavy to carry

The tide rolls in
Crashing on the shore
We watch, dusting ourselves off
Slowly the tide disappears back into
the sea
Out comes the sun
A new day begins
Put yesterday behind
Don’t worry about tomorrow
For today is truly what matters

TReSPASSeR

by Beverly L. Henderson

The trespasser and the River Watcher
stand side by side in the pale
moonlight;
their shadows nearly reaching the far
shore.
They are silent for a long time
until the trespasser finally speaks.
“All this,” she says, hands indicating
the everything around them,
“has become veined with my
sadness.”
The River Watcher does not stir,
so the trespasser continues.
“This river, the rocks and trees
have always been my solace
for as long as I can remember.
But nothing is forever.
I feel I am a trespasser among those
who have left behind their stories
and legends.
My footfalls are silent and invisible,
always exploring, always wandering
on this land that challenges
ownership.
In the naturalness of this place I feel
I have been shedding fibres of myself
on branches, sedge and strata,
perhaps
trying to lay claim to having past this
way.”
Trespasser’s words falling in soft
whispers
are carried on the night breezes that
shiver the pines
above and behind the silhouette of
the River Watcher.
Stars crowd the moon to another
part of the sky,
until finally a glint of dawn bleeds a
wedge
between the black heaven and the
high tree-line.
The two keep their quiet vigil,
as wisps of morning fog swirls
around a loon’s call and answering
mate.
Gently, at last, reverently,
the Trespasser’s eyes fill
with the River Watcher’s vision.
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Inside the shimmering, waking
morning
she sees the ghostly threads of
ancient mists
weaving the essence of all those
who are with her, walking sacredly.
Her soul is in wholeness with the
River Watcher.
***

LeTTing go iS LiKe FLying
by Lindsay Brant

Letting go first feels like an ending
It’s dark, uncertain, scary
It’s a realization that the branch
you’re on
Won’t hold your weight any longer
You have to jump or risk falling
deeper
Into an abyss that you don’t choose
It’s just the inevitable choice of not
Taking a leap, of not trusting
Letting go feels like a beginning
It’s new, uncertain, scary
But brilliant and beautiful

Letting go is like flying
It’s a choice, a movement, a leap
To take flight, have faith, and search
For a new branch
that’s meant for you
That can support you, love you,
hold you

Or maybe you don’t need a branch
Maybe you want to search
those expansive
Breathtaking, endless,
passionate skies
For a beginning, a foray into bravery,
A flight back to yourself
The wings that carry you
are yours
You made them
You chose to use them
You trusted them to carry you
Keep flying, keep trusting
Letting go is like flying
You have to trust your wings,

Trust the winds of change,
And head into a direction unknown
The sun might be in your eyes
Or at your back
It doesn’t matter because
You’ve got the warmth of the light
To guide you
To give you strength
To give you faith, hope, love,
To carry you and support your
Brave wings as you soar
To the beat of your heart
Slowly, carefully, but surely,
Taking you to your new beginning,
Your new branch,
Your new chance,
Your new beautiful, brave,
and free existence.
Letting go is like flying.
It’s terrifying, but once you
Take off, you’ll know
How capable those wings
Of yours are,
If you only trust, and love,
And make that leap,
And take that brave flight
That carries you away,
Yet closer to who you are.
***

SiLenT CoMPAnion
by Debbra July

When all alone I may be
His voice not heard
He speaks to me
A comforting touch
I almost feel
A physical presence not revealed
Invisible are his footsteps
As He walks with me
Wherever I may go
Whenever I’m in need
He is always there to be with me
Not to judge
But to guide
Then take me home when it’s time
***

PiCTuReS

by Marilyn Helmer

Window
grey with winter grime
frames a picture
of last season’s grass
dead and desolate
between patches
of dirt-speckled snow.
Frost-killed branches,
bare and budless,
paper,
yellowed, crumpled,
heralding last week’s news.
Mitten, forgotten, faded,
bits of string, a broken pen.
And then
swift, sudden,
for an instant framed
red of breast,
swift of wing,
bright notes ring,
Robin’s here
and now,
beyond the frame,
I picture spring.
***

SPiRiTuAL exPReSSion
by Colleen Heighington

Spiritual Expression
Can come in so many ways
It can be found....
Singing in the choir
Or listening to the sermon
Preached every Sunday

You can become
a Sunday School Teacher
And help the children to see
That they have a Heavenly Father
that loves them
And yes... loves you and me
Perhaps you can
become a missionary
To spread the
“Good news” all around
Lots of people all over the world
Who were lost,,, now,,,
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have been found

For others reading their Bible
A source of help and comfort to them
Each and every day
Learning all about God's word
and how to faithfully pray
Handing out Bible tracks
My dearest friend
Patrick would always do
Always given out with a gentle smile
and a Friendly,,, How do you do!!

But one thing,,, I have seen
Spiritual Expression
Comes not just from the spiritual
To set them far apart
They come from every one of us
That God has Blessed,,, with a Loving
and Caring Heart!!!
***

nAnA’S gARDen
by Paul Hock

I remember Nana’s garden
A lovely room outside
With winding paths set carefully
Among the trees with pride
The scent of every flower
The stones all carefully placed
The sounds of birds
and waves and wind
Bring a smile to my face

A home for squirrels and butterflies
Where children could explore
A magic place not far away
Just outside her cottage door
I remember Nana and her garden
And although we’ve had to part
They never will be far away
For Nana’s in my heart
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self-love is
Just a heartbeat Away
by Cheron Kovacs,
Teacher of “Self-Love”

DiFFeRenT PeRSPeCTiveS

Earlier this week, there was no school
for Kendra and Kera (my younger
daughters). We had a wonderful day
together, running errands, and playing
at the park.

During our drive, Kera was pretty
talkative about school. I say this,
because she doesn't share openly
each day, just on random occasions.
This particular day, she was naming all
her friends in her class. We have

recently moved to a brand new
location, so the two young ladies have
had to change school completely, as
well as adjust to a new school system.
To hear Kera naming the students in
her class and calling them her friends,
brought much joy to my heart. I was
grateful that she appeared to be
settling in, as she had a rough first few
days.

As I am silently rejoicing at the fact
that Kera is sharing information
voluntarily, and seems to be happier at
school, Kendra says something that
made me realize, how completely
different our perspectives were and
can be. I know, my perspectives were
coming from a parent point of view,
but what Kendra had to say, gave me
some food for thought!
She said, "Wow, Kera has a lot of kids
in her class. There must be a lot of
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chairs in that room!" I was and still am
fascinated by this perception of hers,
because I have never considered how
many chairs the school would need in
a classroom for each student. Now
that I think about it, I believe it is
something I simply took for granted. I
am grateful Kendra shared that
perspective, as it's certainly given me
a little bit of insight to how differently
we look at things. It has helped open
my mind even more to being able to
accept and learn from others.

I would like to encourage you to listen
to other people's perspective with an
open mind and fascination for how
they see things. It makes life a little
more fun (in my humble opinion).

This is Your Canadian Sister signing off.
Remember: "Self Love is just a
Heartbeat Away."
***
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I ﬁrmly believe that telling our stories and speaking our truth is
the most eﬀecve and eﬃcient path to empowerment.
Lisa Browning, One Thousand Trees
SHARING

our stories, our selves, our success
Volume 5

Book Launch

an anthology
of women’s empowerment stories

Please join us in celebrang the launch of
Sharing: our stories, our selves, our success
an anthology of women’s empowerment stories

Saturday, April 13, 2019
7 to 9 pm
Harcourt Memorial United Church
87 Dean Avenue, Guelph, Ontario

Special Guest Perfomer: David Rankine
For more informaon visit www.sharinganthologies.com
or email lisa@onethousandtrees.com.

The power of Telling Our stories!
Left: Kristel Manes, Lisa Browning, Cindy Hillis
the three speakers at our Evening of Sharing about Letting Go.

Right: our March momondays Guelph show! Left to right: Helen Murray, Heather Embree Warren, Ted Warren, Lisa Browning,
Craig Dubecki, Eleni Stoumbos, Michel Neray, Rob Osburn.

Impatient
Iguana
YAKKETY
YAK
by Sandra Wilson

by Sandra Wilson

Hot off the press in March: Yakkety Yak and Impatient Iguana,
the latest in the Emotional Alphabet Series by Sandra Wilson.
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nexT mOnTh ....
in One ThOusAnd Trees
Our focus for May is energy healing.
“The natural healing force within each
of us is the greatest force in getting
well.”
― Hippocrates
Do you have an inspiring story you’d
like to share?
If you know of any community wellness
or charitable events taking place in
May, please complete and send us the
Event Listing form found on the
magazine page of our website.
Articles are always welcome for any of
our “regular” departments ...
Connections
Creativity and the Arts
Food and Nutrition
Giving Back
Health and Wellbeing
The Library
deadline for submissions is
April 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.

