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THIS MONTH’S CONTRIBUTORS
Joan Almond

The Gift of Gardens

Joan is a Canadian writer, who was
honoured to be mentored by Dan
Needles and Joe Kertes. Both authors
encouraged her to go forward, seeing
the 'heart' in her writing. Travelling to
Saskatoon last spring was a highlight in her CANSCAIP
experience. Photography and creating in the kitchen are
also passions. Some of her work can be seen on
Redbubble and ArtofWhere.

Natasha Arthofer
Tears Will Fall

Natasha is a wife, mother of two, and
a Nana to two beautiful grandchildren.
She is an artist, crafter, designer, Reiki
Master and a meditation instructor.
She began painting 10 years ago as a
form of self-healing, which eventually
grew into a journey all on its own. Natasha’s art is a creative expression of how she perceives the hidden mysteries of the world around her.

Fran Black

Courage Stones

Fran is a writer who fantasizes about
writing a book one day. She worked
for the government for many years, at
the Ministry of Natural Resources, and
later as a Northern Aﬀairs Oﬃcer. Fran
reinvented herself late in life and became a Social Services
Worker, and ended her career as a Protection Support
Worker with Children's Aid. She believes in the power of
writing and is beginning to believe in her gift.

Csaba Arthofer

Stinging Nettle and Earth Day

Csaba lives in southern Ontario with
his wife and son, after immigrating
from Hungary over thirty years ago.
Besides enjoying all things in nature,
one of his passions is permaculture
gardening and discovering through scientiﬁc and spiritual
teachings the natural mysteries this wonderful planet has
provided for us.

Sandy Bassie
Anemones

Sandy is an artist, a poet, and a
dreamer. She is a stubborn advocate
for those she loves. Fierce, yet tender.
She holds to this: it is never too late to
learn or change. The things we believe
about ourselves drive our lives and choices. Choose to
believe the good and those will be places we soar.

Lindsay Brant

What I Know For Certain

Lindsay is an educational developer at
Queen’s
University,
part-time
professor at St. Lawrence College, and
full-time Mommy to two very sweet
young boys. She also writes nonﬁction, poetry, children’s literature, and self-development
books. She uses a culturally based storytelling approach
to weave in stories from her knowledge and cultural
understanding, and her own professional and personal
experiences, to take you on a journey towards discovering
your core values and strengths as an individual, while
encouraging you to learn, lead and teach from your gifts.
Visit her at www.lindsaybrantauthor.com.

Dennis Brown
Nevermore

Dennis is an occasional jotter,
whenever the moods and seasons of
life impel him to put pen to paper. A
wandering pilgrim, he enjoins with
kindred souls as we live the earthly
journey together.

Pegi Eyers

Earthing in the Garden

Pegi is the author of the awardwinning book Ancient Spirit Rising:
Reclaiming Your Roots & Restoring
Earth Community, a survey on social
justice, decolonization, nature spirituality, earthemergent healing and the holistic principles of
sustainable living. Pegi self-identiﬁes as a Celtic Animist,
and is an advocate for the recovery of authentic ancestral
wisdom and traditions for all people. She lives in the
countryside on the outskirts of Nogojiwanong in Michi
Saagiig Nishhaabeg territory (Peterborough, Ontario), on
a hilltop with views reaching for miles in all directions.
www.stonecirclepress.com

Colleen Heighington
Thoughts on the Theme

Colleen is happily married to a
wonderful husband named Ken. They
have been blessed with three
beautiful children, and four terriﬁc
grandsons. She enjoys reading, writing
stories and poetry, and she keeps ﬁt by walking 3 to 4
kilometres every day. Her summers are spent at their
trailer in Orillia, and she really enjoys the time she spends
with family and friends. She has been a volunteer with
Hospice Wellington since 2015.

Lauren Davidson

The Story Behind the Story

In October 2019, Lauren published her
ﬁrst children’s book. What’s so special
about that is she has Down syndrome.
Lauren loves to read to small children
and reading her own books is very special. Lauren’s goal
is to have her own apartment, perhaps with a friend. She
strives to be happy, successful and independent. She
hopes her stories will help her attain and sustain her life
goals while bringing joy to others.

Christopher Fletcher
Nurses and Covid-19

Christopher
is
an
artistic
anthropologist curating the human
condition through poetry and
photography. Bearing witness to
humanity through his experiences. A deep and authentic
thinker with bottomless curiosity. A romantic, mysterious,
intellectual explorer of liminal spaces often on the
outskirts of the status quo searching for glimpses,
whispers and shouts yearning to ﬁnd meaning. Visit his
blog at https://thefaceofhumanity.blog.

Paul Hock

The List
&
A Conversation

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.

Christine Nightingale

Andrea Lines-Botell

Spice, Splatters and Soul

Andrea is a public speaker, writer and
wellness practitioner who ﬁrst started
creating steps for solutions in conﬂict
and crisis areas over 20 years ago in
England. Andrea oﬀers gentle and creative support to
others through her coaching company, Mandalia House
of Healing. With a passion for supporting people facing
grief, addiction and loss, Andrea oﬀers a safe space and
holistic approach to each individual, incorporating art and
music therapy, coaching, energy healing, workshops and
support groups. Visit her at www.mandaliahouse.com.

Autobiography of a Spirit Baby
Channel

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.

Sandra Wilson

Emotional Alphabet Animal Series

Sandra is an author who is passionate
about empowering children through
creativity. She works with them to
write and illustrate books that show
them how they can make a diﬀerence in this world. She
has combined 35 years of working with children with her
passion for writing and created the Kindness Kangaroo
Project. For more information visit her website at
www.quiteacharacter.ca.

PUBLISHER’S PONDERINGS

I have talked a lot about dark nights of the soul. I feel like I’m somewhat of
an expert about them! Dark nights of the soul, dark weeks of the soul, even
dark months of the soul.
I have talked about self-sabotage, and the fear of success (even more so
than the fear of failure, because I think that’s the real issue).

Ever since our period of isolation began, I have struggled even more deeply.
I don’t do well in isolation, I’ve found (even though I am, or at least I believe
I am, an introvert). And so these dark nights of the soul have become more
prevalent. Perhaps it is because I don’t have as much connection to people
as I used to (which is leading me to believe that maybe I am more of an extrovert than I think). Do I actually gain
my energy from interaction with other people? My (multiple) Myers-Briggs results tell me differently. I am about
as far away from an extrovert as one can get!

Be that as it may, the self-sabotage, particularly when things are going well for me, and the resultant darkness,
has resulted in a great deal of frustration.
Until a miracle happened, only yesterday. During my journalling time yesterday morning (and often I do some
channeled/intuitive writing during those sessions), I asked the question, “Why can’t I heal?”

Imagine my amazement when a friend (who knew nothing of my question) posted the image below on facebook
yesterday afternoon. It was a sign for me. A life-changing sign. And it’s bang on in terms of accuracy. I have been
trying to go back to the person I was, pre-trauma, pre-PTSD. But I am not that person anymore. I have grown
from those experiences, I am happy to say. And I strive to help others who are feeling similarly discouraged,
afraid, angry or completely desolate, to rise above those emotions to find their true strength, and their true self.

I just wanted the best of both worlds! But I know now, on a rational level (whereas before I believed I knew it only
subconsciously) that I am who I am today because of what I went through. And I can help myself, as well as
others, by embracing the new person that I have become, rather than longing for the person I used to be.

Lisa

THE GiFT oF GArDENS
by Joan Almond

I first met Sam in the days when she
was still on social media. I contacted
her during the pandemic. I was doing
research for a new book. Sam agreed
to do an interview with me via zoom.
Sam is no quitter; we authors knew
that after a time. This is Sam’s Story.

“Christmas, 2014, I sold my home,”
Sam told me. “I needed to simplify my
lifestyle,” she said. “Things needed to
shift if I hoped to continue writing.”

Sam stopped.

“I needed somewhere I could write in
quietness,” she said. “By now, my
camera was an important part of my
life.”

Sam stopped.

“I didn’t know about the Provincial
Group, or that it was a part of the
National Organization in Toronto,
Ontario,” Sam said. “Living in Ontario;
I was a friend to CANSCAIP in Toronto.
Within minutes, I checked travel
points, and booked my flight West.
The Writer’s Conference in Saskatoon;
my destination.”

Sam laughed.

“I’m a risk taker,” she told me. “With
anxiety!”
Sam continued.

“Everywhere I went,” she said.
“Complete strangers painted the same
portrait of The Prairie Town.”

“A vibrant arts community exists in
Saskatoon,” one woman told Sam.
I nodded.

“The Prairie Town is known for its
friendly vibe, every stranger agreed,”
Sam went on.
I listened.

In the cold days of January; with
temperatures reaching Polar Vortex
lows; Sam came to a place that felt
right.

“The Garden View with Mature Trees
stood cold and barren beneath
winter’s chill,” Sam told me.
She stopped.

“I knew then, The Gift of Gardens
awaited me,” Sam said. “I signed the
lease.”

“By May, 2019,” Sam went on. “The
area was changing; Go West! called my
name. Days later, I discovered Prairie
Horizons CANSCAIP, in Saskatoon,
Saskatchewan.”

“The winters are cold,” Sam’s sister
told her. “But dry.”

Sam began dreaming about life in The
West.

Her departure arrived, on May 19th,
2019.

“I carried stress from a difficult year,”
Sam told me. “I needed eye surgery;
hidden health issues were diagnosed
by the end of July.”
I continued to listen.

“I got off the plane in Saskatoon,” she
told me. “It felt like coming home.”
Sam’s face lit up.
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“There’s something in your water, in
all those rivers with all those bridges,”
Sam told new friends. “Come on, fess
up!”
Sam smiled.

“Those buffalo on that ranch of yours
will make an ideal critique group,” She
told one woman. “Stomp once if you
like what you hear; snort twice if you
don’t.”
Sam stopped again, looking toward
The Gardens.

“I’ve lived in this area forty years,” Sam
told me, still looking out the window.
“It’s hard to explain; it’s time to move
West.”
Her eyes danced.

“When are you going?” I asked.

“I don’t know exactly,” she answered.
“It won’t be ten minutes too early or,
ten minutes too late.”
“Takes the pressure off a Big Move,” I
said.
Sam nodded and smiled.

She seemed relieved by my response.
Sam began to tell me more of her
story.
A train whistle blew in the distance.

The Journey is the Destination, Sam
told a woman in the summer of 2019.
“I worked hard, overcome obstacles,
and was given incredible opportunities. The journey became surreal.”
Her eyes watered; she choked back
tears.

“The woman I met at The Lake
emailed me,” Sam told me.
Sam paused.

“My husband and I often talk about
our conversation with you,” the
woman wrote to Sam.
I listened.

“Months later, as the global pandemic
heated up; I let myself return to The
Lake, Sam said. “Visual memories
seldom leave me.”

Sam took a deep breath.

“I didn’t make a dime,” she said. “I
photographed The Lake while I was
there; met some incredible people. I
needed to step out; it was time; I had
to go.”

Sam smiled.

“That summer, between trips to The
Lake, I photographed Garden Flowers
at a local café,” Sam told me.

“Cooling summer breezes floated in on
aqua coloured waves; the sun dancing
across shimmering waters,” she said,
closing her eyes.

“The photographs and the good food
became my daily refreshment,” she
told me.

I smiled.

“Later, things became difficult. I
pushed my way through the
remainder of 2019,” Sam told me.

In a world of social distancing, wearing
gloves to the laundry room on the first
floor, and following yellow arrows in
the grocery store; Sam told me more
about that summer.
“A pillow in my hotel room read, Relax
you’re on Lake Time,” Sam said.
She smiled.

“I crawled beneath fresh linens; giving
myself permission to rest,” she told
me. “I’d gone to sell my photography.”
Sam paused.

Sam looked toward The Gardens once
again.

I could tell by the look on her face; the
story was becoming difficult to tell.

She paused.

“Thank you, Sam,” was all I knew to
say. “I respect your vulnerability.”

The concern on Sam’s face changed;
she relaxed.

Sam’s face lit up again.

I smiled.

“Saskatoon felt like home,” she said. “I
wasn’t afraid to tell others how I was
feeling.”

“February 2020, my first short story
was published,” Sam told me. “For the
first time in my life; I felt I’d been given
a voice. It’s hard to explain.”

Sam’s words went deep.

It was me who looked away this time.
“2020, Global Pandemic,” Sam said.

“I’ve heard of it,” I told her.

Sam smiled.

“By now, I referred to Saskatoon as The
Land of Many Rivers,” Sam continued.

She looked out the window again.

She stopped.

I nodded.

“Nice to know you’re
attention,” Sam said to me.

“I’ve been fortunate,” Sam told me.
“Mentors taught me to go over the
obstacle, and keep going.”
Sam went on…

“The more I thought about moving
West; the more dissatisfied I became,”
she said. “The Gift of Gardens outside
my window grew silent and cold.”
Sam’s looked away for a moment.

I listened in silence.
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“You’re not going to Saskatoon ten
minutes too early or ten minutes too
late!” I reminded Sam.

paying

We laughed.

“So, what’s next for you Sam?” I asked.
She smiled.

She looked out at The Gardens again.

The look on Sam’s face changed.

“I thought I’d let go of the past,” Sam
told me. “Until pain knocked on my
door in the midst of a Global
Pandemic.”
I sat in silence; listening to Sam’s story.
“I had a choice to hold on, or to let go
in spite of pain,” Sam said.

We said good-bye, leaving the Virtual
Meeting.

“The Gift of Gardens,” I said out loud.
“I wonder if Sam might like to meet
me for Virtual Coffee?”

“Mmmm,” I said.

“It’s time to focus on the Good
Memories,” she told me. “Write them
down; one a day, until I move.”

We looked at each other.

“I won’t be moving ten minutes too
early, or ten minutes too late,” we said
together.
We laughed.

Our meeting was about to end; I asked
Sam if she would send me some of her
photography.
“Sure,” she said.

Sam stopped.

She looked outside.

A robin sang in a nearby tree.

I could hear him too.

Author’s Note: Jean Little was one of
the first children’s authors whose story
and writing impacted me.

She will missed by many , who knew
her as a founding member of
CANSCAIP. Her passing touched a
chord with many, including myself.
“Your only responsibility as a writer
is to be true to the story that has
chosen you as its writer.”
- Jean Little
***
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“EArTHiNG” iN THE GArDEN
by Pegi Eyers

“We are Children of the Earth. Yet we
have been hoisted away from Her by
the hypertrophy of the rational
intellect, and we have strayed far from
our own sensate groundedness and
presence. To come fully to rest on the
ordinary Earth is to rest in the present
moment. The tyranny of time
dissipates, and we find that we are
simply here, belonging to the place our
senses have newly discovered.”[1]

As children, we instinctually know that
physically connecting our body to the
Earth, stretching out under the trees
on a hot summer day, rolling in the
grass, or thrusting our hands into the
soil of the garden makes us feel
wonderful, alive and free. Called
“earthing” and touted as a new
discovery in recent times, our precolonial ancestors must have
embodied this miraculous energy and
well-being, gained from physical
contact to the land. Spending time in
the garden gives us the perfect
opportunity to merge with these
healing and energizing properties,
which have been identified by modern
science as the transfer of electrons
(the earth’s natural, subtle energy)
into our bodies. Without a doubt, it is
our immersion in the green space of

the garden, and our bodily contact
with the Earth, that promotes
tranquility, reflection, and restoration
for the human spirit!

And yet, the philosophy and material
culture of our high-tech post-industrial
society conspire to keep us from
connecting to green spaces, and their
boundless storehouse of healing and
energizing electrons. Walking on
concrete with rubber or plastic-soled
shoes, living indoors buttressed with
insulative materials, travelling by
vehicle from place to place, working
under artificial lights, and spending
hours on electronic gadgets all take
their toll on our physical health and
spiritual well-being. Studies that
reference the disruptive and negative
effects of synthetic environments on
human vitality such as “sick building
syndrome” point to this malaise, and
an overall reduction in our well-being.

As long as I remember, I have wanted
to be in natural spaces. I instinctually
began an “earthing” practice for
solace and healing many years ago,
spending hours whenever I could
stretched out in the forest or the
garden, gazing at the blue sky, flowing
green leaves, interlace of branches,
small plants, shrubbery and flowers,
breathing in the scents and sounds of
nature’s perfection in harmony with
the “ground” of my being. By staying
in one place and just be-ing, I
discovered the holistic benefits of
bodily contact to the Earth on the
emotional, physical, intellectual and
spiritual
levels
of
existence
simultaneously. Even if the effects
were not immediately apparent, after
a “timeless time” I was firing on all
cylinders, and ready to face the manmade world again. The most amazing
thing
about
the
soothing,
strengthening,
grounding
and
cleansing practice of “earthing” is the
simplicity and access – our backyard
gardens are perfect, and parks and
green space are all nearby.

Revisiting our reciprocity with the land
requires the ethics of genuine care,
and as every good gardener knows,
the soil itself needs to be nurtured and
tended. Age-old practices in
subsistence communities honour the
Earth under our feet as alive and
divine, a sacred and life-giving force
that can be enhanced and nourished
for greater yields, and for the vitality
of all beings. Indigenous societies
know the soil to “have human form,
and we hint at the same spiritual
insight when we speak of rich soil as
humus – a word having the same
etymological root as human – for
when we care for the soil we care for
ourselves.”[2] Composting methods,
vermiculture, and transferring lawn
clippings back to the Earth instead of
sending them to the landfill, are all
soil-building practices we can adopt
right away.

Part of the “New Story” for our
transitional society, are the many
prayers that express reciprocity for the
infinity of gifts we receive from the
garden, the ground of our being.
Gratitude rituals can also be
personalized, to express our human
niche in connection to the everwelcoming embrace of the land. It has
become my practice to place special
containers of sacred soil or sand on my
household altars and decorative
spaces, to honour the centrality and
importance of the Earth from birth to
our final resting place. From the
special magic of the Scottish Highlands
to Port Dover to El Santuario de
Chimayó, these small glass bottles are
among my most precious treasures.
“The soil is the great connector of
lives, the source and destination of all.
It is the healer and restorer and
resurrector, by which disease passes
into health, age into youth, death into
life. Without proper care for it we can
have no community, because without
proper care for it we can have no
life.”[3]
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The more we engage with reconnecting to our essential eco-selves,
the more apparent it becomes that
the Earth is the ultimate source of all
wellness and invigoration! In our time
and place, the flow of healing and
energizing power from the soil that
interacts with the intricate mechanisms of our physical body is another
major reason for spending time in the
garden. Being outside, absorbing
nature’s limitless conducive energy
systems and “getting grounded” can
reverse chronic health conditions,
enhance our immune system and keep
us young. And gardening is the perfect
way to refocus our thoughts, uplift our
spirit, open our intuitive channels,
enhance our physical endurance, and
revive our connectivity to the rhythm
and energy of the land. In addition to
enhanced health and wellbeing, our
sensate animal body experiences a
pure joy and happiness when we are
physically connected to the Earth, and
we can access this miracle at any time!
Notes

[1] Philip Shepherd, New Self New
World: Recovering Our Senses in the
21st Century, North Atlantic Books,
2010
[2] Patricia Monaghan, Magical
Gardens: Cultivating Soil and Spirit,
Llewellyn Worldwide, 2012
[3] Wendell Berry, The Unsettling of
America: Culture and Agriculture,
Sierra Club Books, 1996

***

THouGHTS oN THE THEmE
by Colleen Heighington

With the Covid - 19 surrounding us
with the fear of the unknown, this
month’s topic brought feelings of
peace and solace as I thought on what
I was going to write about.

As spring has arrived and summer is
on the horizon, the thought of gardens
whether it is a flower or vegetable
garden gears up the body into a
different mode of both anticipation
and excitement and that’s exactly
what we are all in need of especially
during these difficult times that we are
now facing. I prefer to talk about the
beautiful setting of a flower garden
first. Why? some of you might be
asking - the reason is the simple fact
that I have no clue whatsoever about
making or tending to a vegetable
garden. My husband is the expert to
this!

Flower gardens are simply divine! A
different variety of flowers and colours
resemble a beautiful rainbow and
flowers of all shapes and sizes fill the
season with all of its beauty.

I remember when our children were
small, every long weekend, we would
all get so excited to pick out the
flowers that would be planted in our
front and backyard. My family would
go to the nearest nursery in our area
and we just couldn’t wait to get there.
My children would help pick out the
selection and colour of the flowers but
when it came to planting them, they
knew that it was mom’s job as they
realized just how much I loved doing
it. Within a matter of a few hours, our
home was surrounded by a beautiful
array of flowers in so many pastel and
vivid colours and if I may say so myself
- as pretty as a postcard!

There have been a few times I can
remember praying ... Dear God please don’t let Jack Frost come for a
visit tonight. One year, I recall covering

all my front yard flowers with blankets
but to no avail. I had planted the
flower, impatiens, and they all
succumbed to their fate. Since then, I
have never planted them too early and
waited until the weather got warmer.
Better safe then sorry!!

Flower gardens are simply a delight
and vegetable gardens are too. I get
the privilege of picking out the
radishes, carrots, beets and cucumbers and picking ripe tomatoes off
their vines and using them in salads
and supper recipes and into the
refrigerator for future use. My
husband is the one that does all of the
hard work. I usually sit in my lounge
chair and watch him. He doesn’t seem
to mind though - just as long as I keep
quiet!! He seems to enjoy doing it so
very much. He works pretty hard at it
and waits patiently for the end results
of fresh crisp vegetables already for us
to enjoy - Yum! Yum!!

In closing, whether it be a flower or
vegetable garden, the Gifts of Gardens
is indeed a blessing from God above
that comes to us every spring without
fail!!
HOW WONDERFUL!!

***

CourAGE SToNES
by Fran Black

Two and a half years ago, I relocated
my 95-year-old mother from a retirement home in London, Ontario to
Village on the Ridge in Ridgetown,
Ontario where she became a resident
in “enhanced living”—a unit geared
towards those with dementia. This
enabled me to visit her almost daily
and to sing with her regularly. She will
always respond when asked, “I love to
sing.”

I worked in this home twenty-five
years ago as a Personal Support
Worker (PSW) in the era when on-the5

job-training and a kind heart were the
only prerequisites. I had never done
that kind of work before. I behaved as
if the residents were my own mother
for whom I provided care. Some of
those same staff remain at the Village
today.

Because of the frequency of my visits,
my mother has continued to know and
recognize me 99% of the time. She is
always very grateful for any attentions.
I am diligent about putting jewellery
on her, brooches, necklaces, earrings,
fluffing her hair, ensuring that her
‘presentation’ remains intact since she
was always one to give attention to
these small details. I give her manicures. We walk together in the lovely
courtyard outside and we sit and have
a coffee. We sing together—“You are
my Sunshine”, “Daisy” were favourites.

I came to know and respect many of
the staff. I felt that building a personal
connection might make it more likely
they would take a personal interest in
my mother. Whether this was the
motivation or not, I came to truly
appreciate the affection, humour,
dignity that they demonstrated.

When Covid-19 struck, I was
unprepared for the emotional toll it
would take on me to be locked out of
the building. Worse still, was having
to repeatedly explain to my mother on
the phone why I wasn’t visiting while
trying to balance the volume of
information so I didn’t create too
much anxiety. It almost broke my
heart when she said, “How can we
keep loving each other”? I told her we
would just keep talking on the phone.
I said, “Just don’t forget me” which
was one of my greatest fears. When
she responded with, “how could I?” I
held it to my breast like a diamond.

I now must depend on the staff to act
in my place. It feels like the most
sacred of trusts. Who is going to
notice if her dollar store glasses go
missing from her face or if her solitary

denture (the one that didn’t go down
the toilet) is not in her mouth? Who
is going to tell me when she is low on
disposable undergarments? Who is
going to monitor the nasty callous on
her toe now that the footcare person
no longer goes into the home? These
are the benign worries that keep me
awake.

After the first month of only talking on
the phone, I made arrangements for
the Director to give me access into the
back courtyard where my mother’s
window faced. I made a large, “I love
you MOM” sign and placed it on her
window sill. I enlisted the help of staff
to move her phone to the bed so we
could talk on the phone through the
window. There was an outside screen
that impeded my view somewhat but
I did get to see mom...although she

mostly sat with her profile to me. This
made me wonder if she realized I was
still there outside the window as we
talked on the phone. My conclusion
was that this effort was more valuable
to me than perhaps to her but it still
felt worth doing. The sign was on the
windowsill for awhile until the winds
took it because she read it to me as we
talked on the phone. I told her the
sign would remind her I loved her
every time she saw it.

In an effort to brighten a moment for
staff, I decided to paint some faces
adorned with surgical masks on stones
to represent these essential workers.
I went down to the Lake Erie beach
outside of Ridgetown and collected
stones for this purpose. I wrote
“thanks” on the back, sanitized them
and dropped them off to be chosen by
the staff.

It was a very small gesture, possibly
less appreciated than the doughnuts I
brought one day, but more lasting. I
decided to call them “Courage Stones”
as they symbolize the brave, herculean
effort of the staff every day. None of
us truly wants to walk in their selfless
shoes as they perform their duties and
live in fear for themselves and their
families. In some cases, they are

6

isolated from families and that is a
heartbreak in itself as they make this
sacrifice on our behalf. I am deeply
grateful they are helping to keep my
mother happy and healthy throughout
this sojourn. I pray that Village on the
Ridge will escape a Covid-19 outbreak
and that its duration will leave most of
us with bodies, souls and spirits intact.
***

JuST CHECkiNG iN
by Lisa Browning

On one particular day recently, I think
I talked on the phone with about 6
people. Talked on the phone! Why is
this such a foreign concept? Sure, I am
used to talking on the phone for
business, all the time. But just chatting
with friends or family? It doesn’t
happen very often anymore. It’s more
often a facebook chat or a text
message ... “How are you doing?” ....
“Just checking in.”

The current situation has caused me
to think about this. A lot. Because I live
alone, I have no one to have a
conversation with, except my dog.
She’s a great listener, but that’s about
it!

We’ve lost the inclination to just pick
up the phone. No pre-arranged time
to call, no schedule. Something that
needs to return, I think.

I remember, when I was little, when
we got our first push-button phone. I
was so excited! I never would have
imagined, some years later (notice
how I’m not saying how many?!), that
we’d be in a position where there are
probably more people without
landlines than with them. And that’s
okay.

A CoNvErSATioN
by Paul Hock

I have wondered, since we’ve all been
in isolation, how absolutely devastating it would be if our internet
services were to crash. That’s all that’s
keeping us functioning right now, so I
am grateful beyond measure.

But I know, once the isolation is over,
that I’ll not only be getting out there
... to share a coffee, a meal, or a walk
... but I will also be making more
phone calls ... taking the time to have
conversations with those I care about.
***

Mom, Dad, why are the birds louder?
Oh, they aren’t louder, dear, we are all quieter, and now we can hear them.
Why does the air seem fresher
It’s because we aren’t all driving our cars.
And the sky, how come it’s so blue?
It’s because the factories have all shut down, so there is less smog.
But people are sick, and some are dying, and I can’t visit my friends.
I know, honey, it doesn’t seem fair.
Does this have to happen to hear the birds,
and breathe fresh air, and see the sky?
No, it shouldn’t have to be this way.
I don’t understand, then what can I do?
You can live, learn and embrace the world around you.
And as adults, now we know what needs to be done,
for you and her.
Her?
Yes… her… Mother Earth.
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Makichen.

“Who’s Walter?” I asked. “If he wants
to be channeled I can.”

I had read Spirit Babies, but had not
registered the author’s name.
That night I asked Walter whether I
could do what he had done.
“Yes”, he said, “But you will do it in
your own way.”

AuToBioGrAPHy oF A
SPiriT BABy CHANNEL

by Christine Nightingale

I have been an intuitive all my life.
When I was five and I realised that my
younger brother did not see the angels
in the garden, I decided that I would
do my best to hide my gifts and lead a
“normal” life.

During my years as an elementary
school teacher, parents would marvel
at insights I had into their children. A
principal told me that I was better at
figuring out exactly what was going on
with a kid than anyone else she knew.
I identified a child (who was 9) as
being deaf, another
kid with
Asperger’s, and several who had
been thought very unintelligent or
behavioural who were brilliant , but
challenged in other ways . So it’s not
as if I did not use my intuition!:). I
hope that my three now-adult children
may have benefitted from any insights
a little :).

Decades ago I became a Reiki Master.
During client sessions I sometimes got
unsolicited messages. These included
messages from Spirit Babies
terminated years before (the mothers
had not told me.)
In April 2011, I was taking a course in
advanced Hypnosis for Fertility and
the instructor, Shawn Gallagher, asked
me whether I could channel Walter

Within the year I retired from teaching
to work with about 600 Spirit Baby
clients, most of them by email.

Now I must tell you of the journey of
my older brother Èdward (all names
changed) and his son James.

Edward was working at a draftsman in
Providence, Rhode Island. His girlfriend`s family had a cottage in the
north of Maine. When he went there,
the very first time, he fell in love with
that place. He told his boss upon his
return, “I would like to set up a branch
plant in Rangely, Maine, for this
drafting company. The boss said no.
Edward said, Ì quit.”

My brother moved to Maine and
started a very successful business
building docks for the hundreds of
cottagers who lived around that lake.
He married the girlfriend who had first
brought him to his forever home, and
they had a girl, then a boy. The
children were very close. The business
flourished.

Once I went to visit my brother in
Maine and he suggested that I go for
a walk on the hiker`s train nearby,
which was very popular with campers.
As I walked I realised that this was an
ancient trail which had been there for
centuries. In a previous century I had
walked on this trail as a teenaged
indigenous woman, and my nowbrother was a member of my tribe
then. At one point I was moved to
place my hands on a huge boulder,
and I felt the deep resonant heartbeat
of Mother Earth.

Years later, Edward built a second large
home next to his. For his son James
was engaged to be married, and
already had a future in Maine, working
in his father`s business.

Special Offer!

For all readers of One Thousand Trees
and
all parents and authors celebrating
Children's Book Week
Free download of my book Spirit Baby
from Amazon.com

Please find my Author page (Christine Nightingale)
(Make sure you have the right one,
as there are two authors with this name!)
When you are on my author page,
download my Kindle e-book for free.
(If you like it, please leave me a review)
8

Limited time only!

James passed tragically in a car
accident. But his Spirit was unable to
go to the light because his father, who
was very close to him, was not ready
to let him go.

I went to visit Edward. The house
which had been built for James to live
in with his future wife was filled with
a thick heavy energy; it was like
walking through molasses. I carried
a lit sage bundle, and went to every
room, every corner, every window,
and as this happened the bereaved
father said “It feels much lighter in
here.” At last the young man’s voice
was heard, saying clearly,” I love you
Dad”….And then he left.

A few years later Edward`s Spirit was
able to complete unfinished business
with the family by returning to the
family as his sister’s child. He had been
very close to his older sister Teresa.
The new mother said, ``My baby is
just like James.`` Well, he was actually
the return of James , but Teresa did
not need to know that.

GrATiTuDE For
THE roCk PAiNTErS
by Lisa Browning

One of the things that I love about
Guelph is the abundance of wetlands,
and nature trails. We are so fortunate,
to have so much widespread natural
abundance! I am especially grateful for
this, ever since the COVID-19 situation
has descended upon us.

It is amazing to me, how much we take
for granted. Seeing our loved ones,
meeting a friend for coffee, going out
for lunch or dinner … none of that is
possible at this time. I live alone. It is
me, and my dog.

I walked the trail in tears. For someone
to do this … to think about painting
rocks, then spending the time to do it
… and placing them along the trail ... It
is all totally overwhelming. My
gratitude is immense, and my soul is
wide open.

And so, walks are crucial. I took one of
those walks about a week ago, on a
trail that surrounds my subdivision,
and is part of the Ellis Creek wetlands.

Imagine my astonishment as I saw this
…

My site www/nightingalehealing.com
explains what I do. There are many
pages of client feedback.

Much of my life has helped me
prepare for this work. Almost 40 years
of teaching, raising my own children,
welcoming my grandchildren, 10 years
of intensive volunteer work involving
babies, 18 years of seeing perhaps one
client a week while I taught....
My book Spirit Baby was published in
2016 (available on Amazon.) I also
write a monthly column on Spirit
Babies in this magazine. Spirit Babies
have been my major focus for the last
seven years.

Then, as I continued along the trail, I
realized that there were multiple
painted rocks, probably one every ten
feet or so … with messages of healing,
hope, and love.

There is always more to learn, more
insights from working with these souls
who want to come in, and parents
who want to welcome them.
***

***
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is celebrating

Join us online,
at
www.ottsaplings.com

SHARING

our stories, our selves, our success

an anthology
of empowerment stories for caregivers

• book readings by local authors
• downloadable children’s crafts and activities
Books will be available for purchase, and rumour has it that
Kindness Kangaroo will still be making an appearance!

May 2 through May 9, 2020

EmoTioNAL ANimAL
ALPHABET SEriES
by Sandra Wilson

What hops around spreading kindness
everywhere? Kindness Kangaroo of
course!

and illustrated twenty-six book that
not only empowered those helping to
create the books but also those that
read them too.

What has now become the Kindness
Kangaroo Project isn’t just about
books – although they are a big part of
it. It is about hearing the voices of the
children, it is about showing them
what they have to say is important and
worth listening to, it is about offering
them a chance to make a difference in
the world.

It was just four years ago when I
witnessed how much good a small act
of kindness can do. Since then I have
created the character of Kindness
Kangaroo in a book, and in real-life.
When I take on the persona of
Kindness Kangaroo (in my kangaroo
costume) I am able to connect to
children and I am able to spread
kindness – usually in the form of a hug
or a smile.

But it didn’t just stop with a kangaroo.
I decided to create an entire alphabet
of animals in stories that promote
friendship, inclusion, acceptance and
kindness. For each story I gathered
together a group of kids and we
discussed these ideas. We talked
about feeling and we talked about
how we could help others. From these
discussions I wrote stories of animals
with big felling. I included thoughts
and ideas form the kids, using their
advice to teach others.
They understood how to help a bear
feel important, and they had great
ideas for showing a sick hippo that
they care. And they were even able to
explain the concept of empathy.
Twenty-six classrooms of kids inspired
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It is about recognizing and celebrating
who we are. It is about offering
friendship to a Monkey with a muscle
disorder; about including a lame Vole
on their team; it’s about showing love
to a turtle with tics so he is brave
enough to come out of his shell.

The Emotional Animal Alphabet books
are about characters that are special,
situations that are relatable and
stories that are empowering.
***

NurSES AND CoviD-19

by Christopher Fletcher

This is Donna. She is a registered
nurse. Every morning or night
depending on the shift she would
wake up and go to work. Earlier in her
career she woke up and went to take
care of children in an intensive care
unit (ICU) and she would fly in
helicopters when needed to help
pediatric patients. Now she works in
radiology helping people some of
whom are very sick.
“THE WORLD BREAKS EVERYONE
AND AFTERWARD MANY ARE
STRONG AT THE BROKEN PLACES.”
~ ERNEST HEMINGWAY, A FAREWELL
TO ARMS

She became a nurse after living
through a horrific automobile crash in
which her husband died. That is why I
turned to Hemingway and his words,
“…many are strong at the broken
places.” He wrote those words in his
novel about the first world war and
the time he spent in Italy recovering
from a wound he suffered as an
ambulance driver and the nurse who
took care of him while he was
convalescing. Donna is a tremendously
strong, loving, caring woman which is
why she is a great nurse filled with
compassion and empathy.

This morning I took photos of her as
she was getting ready to go to work
like she has done so many times
before except today and every day
after today she is going to work during
a pandemic. She is an essential worker.

Still taking care of people. She is not
interacting directly with infected Covid
-19 patients at the hospital, but no
one really knows who is infected and
who is not. We simply have not had
enough testing to know that. So, she
like so many others who are going to
work each day are playing Russian
Roulette with a virus. She takes all the
precautions to protect her patients
and herself, but nothing is for sure and
nothing protects absolutely.

The virus is continuing to spread and
in Duluth, Minnesota the experts are
saying the peak may not be until June
or July with other waves of the virus
over the next year to eighteen
months. As the need for medical
professionals to treat the infected
patients grow, she may find herself
working in an ICU again because of her
experience.

As hospitals and clinics begin to do
more routine procedures again even
though the pandemic is not any less
dangerous than yesterday, a week ago
or two months ago. It still is lurking
and waiting further increasing the risk
for nurses all medical staff. Why would
the hospital increase routine
procedures? Hospitals like so many
other businesses and institutions are
bleeding money. It is a symptom of the
systemic breakdown of our world
where humanity is sacrificed for
money. Donna like so many in medical
careers would go to work and run to
help someone in need while everyone
else is running in the opposite
direction for safety. That is who she is.
She would volunteer to help if her help
was needed. There are other people
deemed “essential” workers who are
going to work every day because they
cannot afford not to. They need the
work to survive and to have healthcare
(if they are lucky to have healthcare at
all) in order to be able to take care of
themselves and their families. As
George Packer writes in the current
issue of The Atlantic Monthly, “We
now have two categories of work:
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essential and nonessential. Who have
the essential workers turned out to
be? Mostly people in low-paying jobs
that require their physical presence
and put their health directly at risk:
warehouse workers, shelf-stockers,
Instacart shoppers, delivery drivers,
municipal
employees,
hospital
staffers, home health aides, long-haul
truckers.” This is our present and
future reality.

Yesterday I was reading through a
specification book for a construction
project that will be starting this
summer in Duluth, MN. I came across
words which illustrate the essential vs.
non-essential divide and the disjointed
matrix between the value of money
over the value of a life: “The awarded
contractor will be required to submit
a work plan for the project as it relates
to maintaining any state mandated
workplace management as it relates to
COVID-19. This should include daily
management of work crews, including
policy for managing the site and
workforce should a contamination be
identified in order to maintain the
project schedule. This plan will need
to be submitted for review as part of
finalizing the Owner/Contractor
Agreement.” Regardless of contamination which means sick humans the
schedule must be maintained. This
directly affects Donna and her
colleagues – more infected people,
means more infected people at the
hospitals. Does anyone think about
the unintended consequences of
these actions? The Butterfly Effect of
words and decisions?
There have been many metaphors
tossed around as people grasp to
understand the pandemic. The
metaphor I have been thinking about
to make sense of this moment is the
Western Front in World War I (WW I)
and the trenches dug parallel to each
other filled with soldiers who had
fought to a standstill. The word “war”
has been used to describe what we
are living through in the fight against

Covid-19. Even as it may appear that
we have come to some sort of
standstill and people are becoming
antsy and wanting to have their
normal lives back while thinking the
pandemic is slowing and the curve
being flattened or that they will not
contract the virus in blinded
exceptionalism in which it is always
the other who is infected but not me.

We have dug trenches and may be
lulled into thinking that it is safe to
climb out of them, but we will find
ourselves infected by the virus if we
hastily run across “no-man’s land”
thinking all is quiet like a character in
Erich Maria Remarque, All Quiet on
the Western Front who, “… fell in
October 1918, on a day that was so
quiet and still on the whole front, that
the army report confined itself to the
single sentence: All quiet on the
Western Front. He had fallen forward
and lay on the earth as though
sleeping. Turning him over one saw
that he could not have suffered long;
his face had an expression of calm, as
though almost glad the end had
come.”

The war with Covid-19 is not over just
as WW I was not over when it was
fought to a standstill without a peace
treaty. We do not have a vaccine or
herd immunity – we have a tentative
hopeful cessation in some locations
brought about by safeguards put in
place but not an end to the pandemic.
People not abstractions are still dying
just like they still died in WW I when it
may have seemed that the guns had
stopped firing and the mustard gas
had stopped floating over the
trenches. This brings us back around
to Hemingway and his novel, A
Farewell to Arms where he writes
about the abstractions of war,
“Abstract words such as glory, honor,
courage, or hallow were obscene
beside the concrete names of villages,
the numbers of roads, the names of
rivers, the numbers of regiments and
the dates.”

As I am writing this Minnesota has had
the largest one day increase in Covid19 cases and the deaths have risen to
200. Two hundred lives not
abstractions on a spread sheet, not
percentages but faces of humanity.
This is the situation Donna leaves
home every morning fully cognizant of
as she walks into a place where the
virus lurks looking for both the weak
and the strong, the old and the young
to infect as it is no respecter of
nomenclatures placed on humanity.

Hopefully, we can find solidarity and
hope in our shared experiences and
discover meaning in our decency of
doing our work to help others. That is
what I see in Donna and her
colleagues in healthcare doing –
finding decency in helping other while
fighting not only the Covid-19 virus
but the viruses of ignorance,
selfishness and forgetting pride.

“THE KNOWLEDGE THAT THE
WHOLE OF HUMANITY, FROM
THAILAND TO NEW YORK, SHARES
OUR ANXIETIES ABOUT HOW AND
WHERE TO USE A FACE MASK, THE
SAFEST WAY TO DEAL WITH THE
FOOD WE HAVE BOUGHT FROM THE
GROCER AND WHETHER TO SELFQUARANTINE IS A CONSTANT
REMINDER THAT WE ARE NOT
ALONE. IT BEGETS A SENSE OF
SOLIDARITY. WE ARE NO LONGER
MORTIFIED BY OUR FEAR; WE
DISCOVER A HUMILITY IN IT THAT
ENCOURAGES MUTUAL
UNDERSTANDING.”
~ ORHAN PAMUK, WHAT THE GREAT
PANDEMIC NOVELS TEACH US

Publisher’s Note: The above article
was reprinted, with permission of the
author, from his blog, found at
https://thefaceofhumanity.blog.

NEvErmorE

by Dennis Brown

***

I hear the door knocking ————The sound echoes through the house —-AND STIRS MY SOUL.
I shake and tremble to the black, foreboding sound. “It is death!”, I scream.
My wife demurely answers “No dear, it is only a FedEx man with a black,
foreboding parcel. He’s coming to the door. Please let him in, while I stir the
soup.”
“Ahhh,” I moan. But I go to my fate, like unto a gallows tree. I open the creaking
door slowly. I call “Are you the black horseman?” And the sepulchral voice
intones “No, sir, just the delivery man. Sign here, please. Have a good day,
although the clouds are kinda black, maybe.”
The man slips silently away, leaving the black parcel in my trembling arms. I
know his purpose; he is the Devil, leaving ‘Death.’
“Let me open it, dear,” my wife intones giddily. “Oooh, it seems to move. What
can it be?”
But, I stand stupefied, awaiting my end.
“Ohh,” whispers my wife in a strangled voice. “Two blackbirds. No, perhaps —
. Oh, yes. Two small crows, in a cage. A sign says their names are More and
Never. What can that mean?”
But I hear not, for I scream and scream, until eternity breaks over me.
Epilogue
The door reopens again to the FedEx man, who stands and stares. “Sorry
ma’am,” he says. “This parcel was meant for the poet next door. No need to
kiss me. But, alright, perhaps I could stay for a bowl of soup.”
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STiNGiNG NETTLE AND EArTH DAy
by Csaba Arthofer

I was working on the garden the other
day, enjoying the opportunity the
spring provided. Sunshine, a mild
breeze and the smell of fresh black dirt
underneath the leaf pile; planning
various garden projects working along
side my wife and son.

That afternoon during tea break our
friend Lisa called and naturally the
question came up, as to what we were
working on. Which my reply was that
“we were transplanting a plant called
Stinging Nettle” and the conversation
moved to Earth Day, herbs and
medicinal plants. If I could nominate a
plant for Earth Days 50th birthday, I
would take this opportunity to do so.
This one plant I learned to respect
from a very young age, hence the
name “Stinging” Nettle, a painful
childhood memory of a burning rash
covering the exposed parts of my
body. Running to my grandmother in
hopes that she has one of her home
made remedies to take the pain away.
Smiling, while rubbing plantain salve
on my burning hands, telling me of the
time during the second world war in
battle ravaged Hungary; villagers left
with no food supplies, surviving mainly
on Stinging Nettle shoot soups for
weeks at a time due to the amount of
high nutrient content of the plant.

My respect only grew for this
perennial when I witnessed our
elderly neighbour rolling up his sleeves
and pant legs and taking a deep dive
into the seven foot tall Stinging Nettle
patch. Wide-eyed, I asked him, “Why
are you going into the bush if it hurts
you?”

“This is how I how I keep my
authorities in check all season long.”
was his answer.

Stinging Nettle grows abundantly in
North America, which is no surprise
that it will occasionally finds its way

into our back yards. The leaves and
stems are covered with tiny soft hairs
loaded with formic acid and histamine
amongst other chemical compounds,
causing irritation, redness and often
hives. But here is the beauty part of
the old saying “no pain, no gain,”
combined with Mother Nature’s
natural genius. The acid and other
compounds activate our own immune
system to fight inflammation by
increasing white blood cell production
to the effected area of the skin. It has
also has been used for centuries to
treat hay-fever and resent studies
have proven it can help regulate blood
sugar levels and diabetic disorders.
During my permaculture studies this
plant was highly recommended as a
soil builder and a liquid organic
fertilizer for many other plants, due to
its high mineral content. We also enjoy
a delicious steeped tea from its fresh
shoots in the spring and early summer,
which after a long cold winter can be
very beneficial for a vitamin depleted
body.
***

and gardens give to my life experience
and humanities experience.

I remembered that my daughter had
talked about students who came had
come over from Japan on an
exchange. She had said they could not
believe the lush greens and gardens to
be found everywhere here.

It is easily forgotten that some people
do not have the same vast colours and
creations within their backyard or
parklands. Imagine going through this
time of distancing without trees or
grasses or even the start of spring
flowers raising their heads.

Imagine sitting with grey and desolate
areas around you. Imagine being in
isolation in one room that is
everything: bedroom, kitchen, and
toilet all in one. I had time in
Bangladesh many years ago and was
humbly invited to eat with a family
whose home was one room. This is the
case for many. Many have far less than
us every day and yet we should not
belittle our feelings and frustrations.
We are all conditioned to our own
version of life and reality. One of the
best things we can do is to have
gratitude for what we do have. To take
it for granted is to waste a gift.

THE GiFT oF GArDENS

by Andrea Lines-Botell

As I write the sun is streaming through
my window. I have opened the doors
and let the fresh spring-like air drift
into the house. Birds are singing gently
and there is a faint rustling of the
squirrels. What is usually a low hum of
traffic is now the occasional rumble of
tires. The sun is casting delicate detail
in the room and there is a softness to
the energy.

I am sitting contemplating how many
times I have truly taken in what nature
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I have loved reading all of the new
posts on social media about gardening
and growing your own foods. A load of
information is coming forward about
what flowers and herbs you can grow
and eat and medicinal uses for various
plants. There are multiple posts about
the healing properties of dandelions.

Many people spend hours removing
these so-called weeds to create an
eye-pleasing yard and yet the entire
plant is edible and linked to health
benefits. You would only want to use
dandelions for consumption if they
haven’t been sprayed or treated with
chemicals. Clover is another example
of a bountiful gift from the garden.
Edible and delicious.

A bounty of nutrition grows in
abundance right before our very eyes!
It makes me think again of those
starving in the world and rummaging
for scraps and here we are
meticulously pulling up a garden gift
that can help us thrive. How odd the
world is and how unjust. If only we
could spread the bounty fairly over the
world.

We have become a lazy society with
being given everything to us in a form
of comfort. Drive through everything
and pre-prepared almost everything
being manufactured to make things
easy and more comfortable. This is not
helping us. It is human to want to feel
more comfortable and to have an
easier life and yet it is our undoing.
The more we buy into this way of
society the more we neglect to be
connected to the land and to

ourselves and the harder it is to face
challenges such as the situation right
now.

If we all took a step to be more selfreliant and allowed ourselves to be
open to putting a little more time into
building a self-sufficient system, the
more we give back to the earth and
the community and ourselves.

The thought of all the life within a
garden is astounding. Millions of
varying aspects create growth. Insects,
organisms, animals, plants, trees and
so much more. Each and everything
has a role to play to create a garden.
Sometimes we approach a garden just
in a visual sense. What is pleasing to
the eye or what we enjoy rather than
consider its health and its bountiful
gifts. Colour and movement are a gift
to yourself and is part of mental
wellbeing support. The sense of soft
earth or grass underfoot is also a gift
to your mental wellbeing. The process
of gardening has been linked to
reducing anxiety and depression.

A garden is so much more than beauty
to behold. It is truly a support system
for your entire being. I hope that
people start to connect more to their
land and moving forward rely much
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less on what is being mass-produced.
These mass-produced items fill our
bodies with additives and chemicals
that are not beneficial to us.
Supporting local farmers and building
your version of a garden where
possible allows the benefits to ripple
far and wide. It is far more satisfying
to eat something you have grown than
picking up a packet of a shelf that has
had miles on it and multiple hands
touch it.

Some don’t have access to a garden,
and I have seen a few posts on making
small indoor garden patches. Many
are growing potatoes in laundry
baskets and also growing vegetables
from spouting roots. The bliss of
watching such a miracle of nature is
nurturing and rewarding. I am going
to head outside to allow my feet to
feel the spring grass and check out
what changes I can make in my
garden. I am going to take in the
miracle of today and the blessings that
are right in front of me.
I wish you a heart filled day and for
your life to contain lushness and
creativity.
***

TEArS WiLL FALL

by Natasha Arthofer

I am thinking of my ancestors, and how they endured through the pandemic of their time.

We all have an ancestral lineage designed from our uniqueness that is carried though out our family blood line. Remember
to look to them for knowledge, a wisdom that I am sure they took the time to forward to you...
Honouring them in your own traditional way, I am fairly sure will bring you peace.

This is another old painting that I decided to move forward with... The painting is called “ Tears Will Fall” and is dedicated
to my ancestors.

i have fallen,
aggressive pain...
Hands to the earth
DNA stained...
A weakened plea
please let me see...
Ancestors of old
a bloodline once sowed...
Guide me, teach me
show me the way...

Ear to earth,
whispers lurk...
Stay your course
stray no more...
you are me and i am you
look for only truths...
know you, know me
“ Tears Will Fall ” so naturally...
Let go and say
you’ll be back another day...
And know that when you fall
your strength comes from the
ancestral call...
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WHAT i kNoW For CErTAiN,
DuriNG TimES oF GrEAT
uNCErTAiNTy
by Lindsay Brant

The world taking a pause during this
whole global pandemic has caused me
to reflect deeply, and turn inward for
my sources of strength, power and
perseverance. As a Haudenosaunee
(Iroquois) and specifically, Mohawk
woman, I have found myself falling
back upon the core principles and
teachings of my culture to help guide
me and see me through times of
uncertainty, times of growth, and
times of unrest, which can sometimes
induce fear and a sense of confusion.
I’ve managed to mostly replace those
feelings of fear and confusion with
feelings of peace, love and gratitude;
and this is the story of how I’ve begun
to make this shift.

I’ve spent a lot of time in connection
with Creation, and Creator through my
quiet moments of reflection, ceremony, and prayer/meditation. I’ve
asked my Creator for guidance and for
direction. I’ve also consulted the
knowledge of my Ancestors, the

messages from our stories, the
wisdom of my Elders, teachers and
guides throughout my life. What those
moments of reflection have revealed
to me is that I need to be more
intentional about living out my true
purpose in this life. Our cultural
foundations teach us through The
Great Law of Peace, and the story of
the Peacemaker’s Journey, that we are
to live our lives with a strong sense of
peace, strength (both individual and
communal), and constantly work to
cultivate within ourselves and each
other the ability to maintain a good
mind.

I began to ask myself how could I live
my life in a way that better reflects
these values. How can I ensure I am
living a good, healthy, balanced and
peaceful life? The answer lies in
grounding myself in my purpose and
living my life in a way where I can truly
stand in and lead from that purpose
and from my gifts. In my cultural
understanding, my name reveals my
purpose and my responsibilities. My
Mohawk name is Kawennenha:wi
which means “She carries the words”.
So I realized that in order to carry out
and fulfill my purpose in this life, I

need to carry words strongly and
bravely, for myself and for others. I’ve
been intentionally committing to living
out my purpose and honouring my
name in all that I do. This has led me
down a deeply fulfilling journey
towards Spiritual enlightenment and
understanding that I can only describe
as transformative and empowering.

The main lesson has been one of
gratitude. When you lead from a place
of gratitude, you lead from a place of
worthiness and strength. Gratitude
turns what we have into abundance,
turns how we love into grace, and
turns who we are into loving, peaceful,
humble beings deserving of both
giving and receiving joy, kindness,
beauty and light. If we stand in, and
own that light for ourselves, it allows
us to shine it for others, and to light a
path upon which we all might begin to
heal, so that the world can heal fully
too, and we can all connect again
physically together.

Let’s shine our lights strongly and
bravely, so that we can all get back out
there into this brave new beautiful
world!

ANEmoNES, by Sandy Bassie
Anemones. i miss my gardens.

remininscing .. i spend too much time surfing Facebook, scanning
photos of friends who are greening
their outdoor spaces. my life revisited in other walkways where
tiny buds bring tears enough to water three gardens,
balconies of hanging plants, arbours loaded with clematis
and, if i did it right, sweet peas or morning glories.

Hostas wave flags to ants climbing long winding paths where they
meditate the labyrinths of aromatic petals …
there i would pause and sample morning’s fresh breeze.
i miss my gardens. Divorced of these, i have only the images
shared and tears staining their beauty - re-gifted anemones.

Grief and Gratitude
must learn to hold hands as they wander the gardens of memory.
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Hot Off the Press!

Top: Super Kids vs the Earth Monster (part of the Super Kids Save the World series)
and Parrot, Don’t Repeat That! (part of the new Unpleasant Pirate series), by Sandra Wilson
Bottom: Marion Reidel’s latest anthology, Café Conversations,
made the long-list for the national Stephen Leacock Medal for Humour. So proud of her!
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THE LiST

by Paul Hock

I woke up this morning thinking about how we are practicing due diligence with staying housebound. Well, not quite. We
do sneak out daily for a totally solitary walk avoiding any physical contact. When packages arrive at our door, we are careful
in handling and wiping them down.

I thought about all the food orders that are coming our way. Meat, poultry, fish, vegetables, and dairy, all boxed and delivered
to our door or for curbside pick-up. How wonderful that we can afford to do this. My thoughts than transfer to the poor
souls that are currently struggling just to breathe.

When I went into my studio, I searched for the stats on deaths yesterday from Corona Virus. Then for the number of children
that died that same day from malnutrition. Maybe you can see where this is going.

Every day on my Facebook page and for my family and friends, I try to post something that will make people smile in these
troubled times. However, sometimes I reflect on more pressing matters. I post reflections. Like the following thoughts, I
wrote down. I am making a pledge to do something positive now. Something to help feed the children of our world.

Four and a half souls died every minute of yesterday at the hands of the invader
Many where old souls
Not that they deserved to die
Governments move mountains to protect them, to find a cure, to defeat the so-called enemy
Six young souls transcend every minute of every day at the hands of malnutrition
They are young souls, babies and children
And they do not deserve to die
Mountains are not moved to protect them, to feed them, to share the bounty of our earth
So maybe a new list is in order
Eradicate the disease
Eradicate malnutrition
Eradicate war & poverty & poisoning mother earth…
The list goes on
And so can we
If we pay attention to it
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NEXT MONTH ....
IN ONE THOUSAND TREES
June’s focus is
Amazing Animals
“Until one has loved an animal, part of
one’s soul remains unawakened.”
― Anatole France
If you know of any community wellness
or charitable events/initiatives taking
place in June, please complete and
send us the Event Listing form found
on the magazine page of our website.
Articles are always welcome for any of
our “regular” departments ...
Connections
Creativity and the Arts
Food and Nutrition
Giving Back
Health and Wellbeing
The Library
Deadline for submissions is
May 25
As always, we look forward to hearing
from you with any feedback or article
ideas!
lisa@onethousandtrees.com

The Grand River flows
300 kilometres through
southwestern Ontario
from the highlands of
Dufferin County to Port
Maitland on Lake Erie.
The Grand River
Conservation Authority
manages water and
other natural resources
on behalf of 39
municipalities and
close to one million
residents.
One Thousand Trees’
target market is defined
by the borders of the
Grand River Watershed.
Department Editors
are responsible for
promoting practitioners,
events and volunteer
opportunities in the
cities of Brantford,
Cambridge, Guelph,
Kitchener, and Waterloo.
Visit the Grand River
Conservation Authority
at www.grandriver.ca.

