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Call for Submissions
The next volume of SHARING, 

an anthology of empowerment stories, 
will be published in 2020.  

This is the first time we will be combining both 
men’s and women’s stories in the same volume!

24 spots are available.

If you are interested in writing for this anthology, email
lisa@onethousandtrees.com.

www.sharinganthologies.com

SHARING
our stories, our selves, our success

an anthology 
of women’s empowerment stories

Volume 5
  

  

  

               
              

            
            

                
            

 
  

         
      

        
    

       
      
     

    

               
           

             
    

 
 

   
     

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 



This mOnTh’s cOnTribuTOrs

Leanne Dowdall
e-interview: Crafty Creatures

Leanne is the owner of Crafty
Creatures, an arts and craft studio in
Cambridge where there is so much
more going on than meets the eye.
She has a background in illustration

and design, and has designed a creative hub for all ages,
adults included. Join her today for a drop in, birthday
party or workshop ... and get crafty! For more
information visit www.craftycreatures.ca.

Fran Black
A Matter of Faith

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.

Sandy Bassie
Thoughts on the Theme

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.

Colleen Heighington
A Matter of Faith

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.

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.

Arlene Spencer
Words I Couldn’t Say

Arlene is a wife, mother of three
grown boys, and a special education
educator who has a passion for life,
an abundance of energy and a need
to be heard because at the end of

the day everyone has “Words They Couldn’t Say.”  You
can reach Arlene by email, at Arlenewics@gmail.com.



Clay Williams
Monarch Ultra - Update

Clay is a 58 year old Manitoba-born
father of two living in Elmira Ontario
with his wife of 37 years. He manages
the Engineering Department of a
manufacturing company in Kitchener

and has worked in Northern Ontario, Germany and South
Carolina. Clay is an avid distance runner, having run
dozens of marathons and longer runs, and creator of the
Canal Pursuit for Mental Health, a 785 km run along two
of Canada’s longest canals as well as The Monarch Ultra,
a 4300 km run following the migration path of Monarch
Butterflies.

Cheron Van Beek
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. 



Publisher’s POnDerings

I have struggled with “faith” for years. I still struggle, even
now. Throughout my house, you will see pieces on the wall
that feature words amongst the photos or other graphics.
Words such as “Believe,” “Make Each Day a Masterpiece,”
or “Love.” Nowhere, however, is there a reference to faith.

Surprising, I have found very few quotations about faith. But
of the few I have found, this is my favourite: “Faith is the
substance of things hoped for, the evidence of things
unseen.”

Words are powerful

Yesterday, I had a totally different idea of what I would be writing here. As I write this now,
in the early hours of the morning, my idea has totally changed.

I am focusing on my daughter, Carrie. She is now 28 years old (and I still have difficulty
acknowledging that!) ... and she has two beautiful children, who are the lights of my life.
It’s amazing, what happens when our children have children. 

In the past few weeks, I have come to know Carrie on a different level, as she has been
working for me as a (brilliant) writer. I had no idea, until I received her first assignment,
that she could write so well.

If that were not enough, I have come to know Carrie as a person. It’s amazing, when that
happens with our children ... when we see the potential, that we knew from the beginning
was there, being realized.  More importantly, when we see in their eyes or hear in their
words the joy of knowing that they have found their place in this world.

That joy, and the hope that it brings, is for me the epitome
of faith.

Lisa



Have you been, or are you being, 
emotionally/verbally abused?

Would you like to be heard ... 
in total anonymity?

Email lisa@onethousandtrees.com
for details on an upcoming project 

to raise awareness and 
offer hope and encouragement.



THoUgHTS on THe THeMe
by Sandy Bassie

A matter of faith. 

I struggled to write this. Just writing
the word faith makes me nervous. I
walked away from church a few years
ago. I miss it, but can’t go back; at
least, not yet. Most days, when I think
of faith, I think of church, of God, of
the community there. Other days I
think of family and friends. A faith that
is more personal. 

There is a saying, “faith is the evidence
of things unseen” that intrigues me. I
like the play of words in the quote. I
love curiosity. Curiosity, like faith, is
something that is a strong motivator
for my life; in ways it was the driving
force raising my son who has autism. 

For me, faith depends on circum-
stances, on community, on self and
inner strength. It cannot be main-
tained in a vacuum. I believe faith
needs to feed on evidence of good to
come and love within community. It’s
more than that, a lot more, but it’s still
the first place my mind goes. There is
a ‘we’ an ‘us’ to faith. Community is
hope, but it’s hope with a challenge.
Deciding what to do with the
challenge is important. 

“That’s the problem, I do care.” I heard
this recently in a conversation with a
friend and it made me think of faith,
of family, of the difficulties raising my
son, but looking at him with hope.

Faith is hard. It takes us to that place
of waiting for things unseen. I waited
a long time; for language in particular,
but other growth things too. Waiting
is hard. Sometimes we wait for things
we want and need, sometimes we
wait for more of what we have and
value. I’ve done both. Found joys and
sorrows, but overall I found good. 

In the end, I think faith is a willingness
to hope, to venture into the unseen,
to not give up, to risk anticipating the
good that may come, to believe the
faith we hold is evidence of things
unseen. I’ll keep faith. It’s been good
to me. 

* * *

CHrISTMAS MeMorIeS

Like a fuzzy blanket my memories of
Christmas bring warmth to my soul.

Growing up in a catholic family on a
dairy farm in Central Ontario with
seven brothers and sisters led to some
pretty exciting Christmas memories. It
was in that old farmhouse that we
learned the true meaning of
Christmas.

It was always a magical time in
anticipation of that special day. The
illumination of the Christmas lights on
the outside of the house was the
symbol that the holiday season was
just around the corner. Each year an
enormous assortment of holiday
baking was always generously
prepared by our mother. We divided
those goodies up and delivered them
to our elderly neighbors who we knew
would not be having visitors for
Christmas. We hated going with her
because it meant we had to sit good
as gold and behave and maybe if we
were lucky we would receive an apple
in return. Looking back I know what
she was doing, she was teaching us
respect and the lesson of giving.

Each year our house was bursting with
excitement when Dad and the boys
headed back to the woods to get our
tree. Always proudly marching back
with what they thought was the best
tree ever, and it always was. With
some paper chains, popcorn strings,
homemade decorations made from
school and a lot of tinsel to cover up
the bare spots, it was beautiful.

There was music in our home. We
didn’t just know the catchy holiday
tunes, we were taught the Christmas
hymns as well. Each year when
December rolled around it was then
that all eight of us and our parents
knelt on our knees and said the rosary
together for the whole Christmas
season. The message was always
there.
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We didn’t have a lot of money for
expensive presents but were delighted
with what we found under the tree
each year. As I got older I learned that
the stylish maxi dresses my sister and
I got and the Barbie doll clothes we
received were all made by our
mother’s loving hands late at night
long after we went to bed. I was
always amazed at how she knew
exactly whose was what on Christmas
morning. Now, I truly believe she was
a miracle worker. 

I remember the aromas that escaped
our big old kitchen on Christmas day,
they were wonderful. The turkey and
all the fixings made our dinner table
that was dressed once a year in red
fabric looks like a buffet. Nothing fancy
but enough for seconds and even
thirds, always followed by five choices
of pie.

All those Christmas childhood
memories are forever embedded in
my mind but not like the gift of my
faith. Many times at regular Sunday
mass I remember our mother
beckoning one of us to nudge our Dad
who had just nodded off. Or how our
position in the pew was determined
by who could behave best beside each
other or whose turn it was to put the
money into the collection basket. But
every Christmas morning with all eight
of us dressed in our best clothes we
went to church. A small country
church where the majority of
parishioners were our Aunts, Uncles
and first cousins. The poinsettias
brightened the altar, the candles
flickered with innocence, and the
linens were freshly starched but the
beautiful story about the birth of baby
Jesus never changed, it was magical. 

I recall one particular Christmas mass
when I was eight years old, and I
began to cry. My mother looked down
and asked, “What’s the matter.” I had
no answer, I only looked at her and
with big old tears spilling from my eyes
I replied, “I don’t know.”  Gathering

me close to her side she leaned down
and whispered, “Its Jesus, he’s in your
heart.”

I have never forgotten that memor-
able moment in that little church. Even
now when I attend mass on Christmas
Day that big lump in my throat
reappears and I fight trying to hold
back my tears as I relive that Christmas
gift so long ago, the day God entered
my heart.

The “Words I Couldn’t Say is, May your
heart be filled with the joy of giving, it
is the expression of love in your heart
and kindness in your soul.

* * *

e-InTerVIeW WITH LeAnne

DoWDALL, oF CrAFTy CreATUreS

I found out about Crafty Creatures
when I was looking for someone new
to do with my granddaughter. We had
an absolutely awesome time at this
“make your own crafts” place, so I
reached out to the owner, Leanne
Dowdall. Following is the result of that
interview.

Tell us about Crafty Creatures.

Crafty Creatures opened in April 2018
and is an arts & craft studio in
Cambridge. They have creative
activities for both kids and adults.
With over 100 pre-designed crafts in
the studio, kids can come in for an
unlimited crafting drop-in any time
Crafty Creatures is open (Monday to
Friday 10am-7pm or Saturday &
Sunday 10am-5pm. Other activities for
kids include birthday parties, multi-
week drop off programming such as
Art Club & Craft Club and various DIY

workshops each month as well as craft
kits to take home. For adults, they
feature a monthly calendar with
various workshops on certain dates.
You can join with friends and make
something custom to add to your
home décor such as wood signs, string
art, and seasonal decorative items. 

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

The idea behind Crafty Creatures was
inspired by a need for activities for
kids in the community, as well as a
love of crafting and art! It came at a
point in my career where I was able to
entertain a new venture and thus it all
started with an in-depth business plan.
It was a quick 6 months, from business
plan to the studio opening.

What is your background? 

I have a Bachelor of Applied Arts in
Illustration degree from Sheridan
College and over 11 years experience
as a professional Illustrator and Senior
Graphic Designer, working for such
clients as Starbucks, Nike, Toyota,
eBay, Pizza Hut, Philips and more. I
was previously Senior Graphic
Designer for InMoment and Creative
Team Lead for Matrix Marketing, while
congruently working on a side hustle
as a Freelance Technical Illustrator for
the past 11 years. This second
business is still active and I currently
have 5 freelancers working for me on
various projects. I am the mom to two
girls, age 3 & 5 who make me hustle a
little harder to keep up with their
energy!
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What is your favourite part about
running your business?

My favourite part of running Crafty
Creatures is the people. I was
previously working from home and I
love socializing with the kids and
parents alike. The staff that work here
are amazing! They are the ones who
design the new crafts in the studio
each season, lead workshops and
birthday parties and without a doubt
make running this business smooth
and efficient.

What are your challenges?

The challenge of any new small
business is getting word out that you
even exist! Sure, you can have a great
brand and look to your product, but
without the ability to advertise and
promote it, there will be no success.
Social media has really helped with
getting the word out and we’ve seen
so many people come into the studio
now who have heard of us from
someone else. That word of mouth
promotion, we are forever grateful
for! As my 5 year old would say, it
makes my heart happy.

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

To see your idea come to fruition after
so much hard work is amazing! But, to
have kids come in and say they love it
here so much and want to sleep here,
that’s fulfillment. It’s in the little
things… the comments you overhear
in studio, the note left behind, the
social media posts and shares, the love
sent through a customer talking with
a friend about how amazing Crafty
Creatures is, the adults who book
workshops with friends time and
again. It all brings great personal pride
and fulfillment. 

What does wellness mean to you?

As you can gather, I’m quite busy!
Wellness for me is the balance in my

life. I’ve learned to delegate and trust
rather than holding the reins tight.
This has fostered a great team that
surrounds me. Even though I own my
own business, I work hard to be able
rely on the great team here and to
only be on site Monday through
Friday, spending time with my family
and weekends and even picking up the
kids from school a couple of nights a
week. In reality though, some week-
ends the entire family runs errands for
the studio with me or I have to pop in
to help out with a birthday party or
workshop if we’re busy. 

What other interests or activities are
you involved in?

Most of my activities are for my kids
and I love watching them at their
activities as they grow and develop,
but I do find some time for myself
once a week. It’s a must! I play ball
hockey and that really is my main
“stress reliever” each week.

What would you say is your passion?

My passion is anything creative, so I’m
blessed to be doing something I’m
passionate about every day! Sure,
some tasks are mundane or more
challenging than others, but without
the bad, we’d not be able to smile with
the good.

What are your dreams for your
business?

The future of Crafty Creatures to me is
whatever I wish it to be! We get asked
a lot whether we’re a franchise. No,
we’re not, but it may be a future
possibility. In my mind, the sky is
always the limit, whether it’s new
workshops we’re creating and
programs for kids or a whole new
business location. Being in a creative
space means always evolving and in
one way I’ve already fulfilled all my
dreams with the opening of the
studio, but on the other hand there’s
always so much more we can do!

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

Crafty Creatures is located at B5-940
Jamieson Parkway in Cambridge, ON.
Hours of operation are Monday to
Friday 10am-7pm and Saturday &
Sunday 10am-5pm. 

Learn more about all we have to offer
at www.craftycreatures.ca.

Follow along on social media:
Facebook:

www.facebook.com/craftycreatures
Instagram:

www.instagram.com/craftycreatures
cambridge

Twitter:
www.twitter.com/craftycambridge
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Forget Me Not
a branch of One Thousand Trees

Your  life ... in audio-visual format!

memories to cherish, 
and share with generations to come

Don’t forget -- no one else sees the world the way you do, 
so no one else can tell the stories that you have to tell.

Charles de Lint

tell your story  ... leave your legacy

For more information email lisa@onethousandtrees.com
or visit www.onethousandtrees.com



MonArCH ULTrA - UpDATe
by Clay Williams

We started in Peterborough on
September 19th, and on the very first
day we got a taste of what the rest of
the run would be like, we ran into the
first construction zone, unaware that
it was going to be there. 

I immediately had to decide if we
would reroute the runners, or send
them through the construction. We
had a couple of bicycles strapped to
the back of our RV, so two of the crew
got on bikes and checked out the
construction. 

There were no workers present, and
the area was passable on foot, so we
told the runners to go straight
through. Early in the run I was pretty
inflexible regarding the route. I had
spent about 400 hours preparing the
route and aid station locations, and I
guess in the back of my mind I didn’t
want that work to go to waste. 

I was super stressed about sticking to
the plan, being on time. I guess I knew
that we would have to be flexible, but
wanted to stick as much as possible
with the decisions that had already
been made, and flexible where
necessary. It turned out that I had to
be much more flexible than I
expected. 

About two months before the run
started we realized that we were not
going to have enough runners, and
that Carlotta and I could not fill in all
the empty spots, so it would not be a
continuous relay run, there would be
gaps. And as the run progressed we

were ok with running off of the
original planned route, and we did
that for a number of reasons. 

In Indiana, we ran a couple of sections
off course because the RV was in the
shop for repairs, and it was way easier
to run near the RV than to do a lot of
driving to get to the route then back
to pick up the RV. In Arkansas, the
planned route was on a frontage road
that turned out to be really busy and
really dangerous, so I put the runner
into a van and took her to a parallel
road to finish her 100 km run. In Texas
we went off course to avoid having to
drive the RV in downtown Dallas
Traffic. We rerouted in Nuevo Leon
Mexico so we wouldn’t be running on
public roads without a police escort.
We rerouted in Guanajuato Mexico so
that we could be at receptions that
were planned for us by local govern-
ment officials. And we were in two
parades in the state of Guanajuato
Mexico!!

On day 2, one of the other crew,
Gunther the chef, a last minute
addition to the team, drove the RV
under a low overhead parking
structure and took off the rooftop air
conditioner. That was neither the start
nor the end of the RV problems. 

After purchasing the RV, we found that
the furnace didn’t work and the cabin
air conditioning had a coolant leak.
Gunther, the chef, made sure the
other AC didn’t work on day 2. The
generator on the RV was old and noisy
and belched smoke, so we couldn’t
use it. It was intended for the air
conditioner anyway. The wind caught
the door one day, slammed it shut,
and broke the plexiglass window. The
latch that held the fridge shut was
broken on the first day, so on sharp left
turns the fridge would fly open and
things would fall out and break. The
roof vent was taped shut. Eventually
on day 9 an electrical problem
destroyed two batteries in a row, the
water pump, and at least one engine

control module. The engine trouble
lasted for the remainder of the
journey, and was so severe that we
decided to leave the RV in Texas and
rent a van in Mexico so that we
wouldn’t end up stranded in Mexico.
We eventually decided to stop talking
about the RV, it was becoming the
dominating story of the event, and we
had more important things to say.

In spite of some last minute
cancellations and drop-outs, the
runners were the real stars of the
event. There were over 100 runners in
all, many running distances of 50 km,
80 km or 100 km. And for many of
them, it was their first time running
those distances. Three of the runners
chose the running date because it was
their birthday. 

One of the runners in Texas, Weston,
was a zoo keeper from California who
specialized in rhinoceroses. During his
100 km run there was a torrential
downpour and thunderstorm. I pulled
him into the RV and told him he
couldn’t run in this. He could either
stop now, or wait until the thunder-
storm passed. He said “If I  sign a
waiver, will you let me run?” I told him
he had already signed a waiver, but he
really should wait until the lightning
was gone. 

He did. Then ran his remaining 30 km.
In Mexico, Martha ran on a REALLY
busy highway, with police escort. The
exhaust from cars and trucks was
terrible, we have a short video of her
running through a plume of exhaust
smoke from a transport truck that was
passing. At the end of her 80 km run,
she spent a half hour in an ambulance
on oxygen. 

Another runner in Mexico, Bricio, ran
his 80 km so fast that we couldn’t keep
up to him with receptions in the towns
along the way. Because of some poor
directions he got to the finish line
before any of the crew, and ended up
taking the baton home with him. I felt
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terrible about not being at the finish
line for him, but he said he really
enjoyed the run, and drove to meet
the crew the next day to return the
baton.

And the other people, the non-
runners that we met, were amazing.
We stayed at private homes about a
dozen times. Some were friends of the
crew, some were rotary club
connections, and some were
connections with conservation groups. 

Gary and Marie in Ypsilanti Michigan
had replaced all of the grass on their
property with native plant species in
order to feed the pollinators, and
organized a small send-off for the
runner the next morning. They both
worked in a small local co-op food
store that sold locally grown organic
foods, and they donated enough food
to fill the RV’s hamper for the next few
days. 

Bev and Larry in Temple Texas are
rotary club members, not at all
associated with any conservation
activities, but she was district
governor elect and we had the
opportunity to discuss potential
funding through a rotary club major
grant for the Monarch Ultra in 2021.
Paco was a realtor in Reynosa, Mexico
who let us sleep in his beds while he
slept on his sofa. He also kept his
Harley Sportster in the living room and
started it up for me to make sure I
knew it was a real motorcycle.

After almost a month running across
the United States, crossing the border
into Mexico was exciting. Our runner,
Carlotta, was dropped off about 10 km
from the border, and went across on
foot. Since we left the RV in Texas, we
had to pack as much of our stuff as we
thought we would need into a minivan
taxi, cross the border, and then load
into a rental van in Mexico. After
clearing customs at the border, we
were moving toward the little town
square and could see a bunch of police

cars with lights flashing, an ambulance
and a fire rescue truck. I remember
saying “I wonder if those are for us?”
just before the lady taxi driver said
“Looks like some trouble over there,
I’m staying away from that”. So we
pulled over on the other side of the
square and started unloading. A
government official left the group of
police and walked over to us, and sure
enough the police were there for us!
The taxi driver kept saying “hurry up,
get your stuff out, I have to get back to
Texas”. For the rest of our time in
Mexico, whenever we had a runner on
public roads or streets, they had at
least one police car as an escort, and
sometimes up to six.

On November 4th, I was one of the
group of runners who ran the final 25
km. There were two Canadians, two
Americans, and three Mexicans. We
had an over-the-top reception at the
little town of Macheros. Local and
regional government officials were
there. The high school students did a
butterfly dance, the elementary
students met us and gave us food and
water and sang a song for us, and we
went up into the butterfly sanctuary to
read the letter, the baton, to the
butterflies that were up there. As you

can imagine, it was a pretty emotional
day, the culmination of the work of
our team over a year and a half.

During the event, the runners raised
funds for three conservation groups,
one in each country.

We had steady newspaper, and radio
coverage of the event in all three
countries, and a gradually building
social media presence on Facebook,
Instagram and Twitter.

We made contact with and had
conversations with conservation
groups, and individual citizen activists
in each country, as well as impromptu
visits and classroom talks in four
schools.

We met people who have been
involved in conservation efforts for
decades, knowledgeable about the
condition of our environment, and
taking specific actions to help reverse
the damage and reduce further
damage by creating habitat,
reclaiming lost habitat, personal
lifestyle changes, consumer level
changes like supporting companies
that have positive climate action as
part of their way of operating, political
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action like speaking out, or at least
voting for legislators who have a good
environmental agenda.

There were people who are taking
some of their first steps to help reduce
or repair the damage to our
environment, by planting their first
pollinator garden, or reducing the
single use plastics they buy.

And there were people who aren’t
even aware of the severity of our
environmental problems. I hope we
didn’t look like a bunch of crazy
fanatics, I really hope we opened
some eyes and have made at least a
little progress in saving the world. 

And me? Well, I started out as just a
runner, with a simple understanding of
the bad condition of our environment,
and a desire to try and help a little. I
knew the population of bees and
butterflies was declining. By the time
I got to Mexico it was really clear to
me that almost everything we do has
an influence on our environment. We
can choose to continue to have no
consideration for the way our actions
affect our future, or we can choose to
spend a little time to educate
ourselves, and stop pushing our
environment over a cliff and expecting
our children and grandchildren to
rescue it. We have only a handful of
years before the serious trouble starts
as a result of what we’ve done to our
earth.

* * *

Be AS LITTLe CHILDren

A couple of weeks ago, my 7 year old
daughter Kendra was unwell. She
doesn’t usually get sick. In fact, she’s
the one who takes care of whoever
may become unwell in our home.

It has been a great honour to serve
Kendra during this time. One of the
many differences in me as a person
and a parent. The person I was in the
past believed everyone needs to be
strong, even when they were unwell.
This meant I wasn’t very
compassionate to my family and
friends when they were under the
weather, especially those who
moaned and groaned! Thankfully
Kendra didn’t moan and groan during
her time of being unwell, as I’m not
sure how compassionate I would have
been. 

What I have learnt along my journey is
to honour the feelings of others. Not
everyone has a high tolerance for pain
(as I do), and every person’s feelings
are real to them, regardless of how I
feel they should behave. Under-
standing this has really helped to

teach me how to be compassionate
towards others.

Having the opportunity to watch
Kendra take care of any one of us
when we are hurt or unwell has been
a great lesson for me. Being able to
watch my children with eyes of LOVE,
and having an open mind has taught
me so much. Now I know why Jesus
says, “be as little children.” These
young people are remarkable souls, I
tell you!

If you have the opportunity to be
around small children, stop for a
moment and watch them, without any
judgment. Watch with this question in
mind:  What do you have to teach me,
precious one? You will be amazed by
how much you can actually learn from
these young people!

I have learnt that life is not only about
teaching our children. It is also about
being open to listening to them, and
receiving the lessons they have to
teach us. Being able to “hear” and
“see” my children for who they
uniquely are is a blessing I am grateful
for. I am grateful for the changes I have
been able to make within me, as they
have opened me up to the
opportunity to keep my children’s
lights of love, joy and so much more,
alive in them individually.

Season’s Greetings from my family to
you and yours. May the New Year
bring with it an abundance of Love,
Peace, Prosperity and Personal
Growth!
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self-love is 
Just a heartbeat away

by Cheron Van Beek, 
Teacher of “Self-Love”





THe STrengTH oF LoVe
by Andrea Lines-Botell

I was working in my studio today and
looked up to take in a drawing that is
behind my desk. It is by my friend
Randy of his beautiful wife Amy after
she had passed. This loss brought
many to their knees. Through their
volume of love for her, it has brought
them back up standing again. The
sheer love for her and each other
became the strength to live life fully.

I considered how each second of each
day marks the passing of beautiful
souls across the earth. When you think
of it, there is someone in grief every
second of every day. There is also joy,
love, laughter and birth rippling across
all time and all places. Souls are
entwining in space and time floating in
and out of awareness. Spirit is within
the ripple in the grass, a song of a bird,
the sighting of a hummingbird or a
lyric that won’t stop playing in your
head. All connecting and reconnect-
ing.

Pencil drawing of Amy, by Randy Stiles

I noticed the flow of the pencil within
the picture of Amy and saw how art in
itself can connect you to emotion,
memory or a loved one. As the brush
or pencil flows, you are giving birth to
something new. Something has
become where it didn’t exist before.
As the shape of the movement
becomes the face, your hand is
touching that face once again. The
outline, the texture and the feeling of
the person comes alive for a time. A
sparkle created in the eye can bring a
smile to your own face.

Part of the gift that our loved ones
leave behind is an awakening within
our own spirit. A depth we didn’t
unlock before. 

The drawing of Amy brings joy to my
studio. I have had the honour of
sharing some of Randy’s art of Amy
over the last two years in my work and
exhibits. Amy is still helping others
through Randy. The journey doesn’t
end just because our loved ones have
left their physical body.

As we allow our healing, pain and love
to flow, so will their spirit and growth
around you. At any time, you can
reach them, whether it’s when you are
cooking a favourite meal, stroking your
cat, throwing a stick for your dog,
catching falling leaf or feeling the first
snow of winter. Time entwines time,
and love never ends. Rest in peace is
often said to our loved ones who have
passed, and I feel they are saying that
right back to us.

“Rest and have peace. Know I am
always here.”

* * *

yoU Are noT ALone
by Lisa Browning

On July 16, 2015, my father took me
out for dinner to celebrate my
birthday, as he did every year. Ten days
later, he collapsed in his home, and
was taken to hospital by ambulance.
Dad was 94 years old at the time, and
still living alone. Although he had been
doing remarkably well for the most
part, recently we (his children) had
noticed a rapid decline.

After a week in the hospital, Dad’s
condition worsened.  We knew that he
did not want any extraordinary
measures taken to prolong his life, and
the treatment at the hospital was very
invasive, due to the type of medication
that he required.  

We made the very difficult decision to
discontinue all medication and to
provide palliative care. On August 3,
we made an application to hospice on
his behalf, and Dad was transported to
Hospice Wellington the next day.

From the moment I walked in the door
of Hospice Wellington, I sensed beauty
and peace. My father received
phenomenal care, and it made his last
days so much easier, for him and for
our family.  

One of the very first questions we
were asked, by one of the amazingly
compassionate and generous
volunteers,  was “Would your father
like some Therapeutic Touch?”  Our
response was, of course, a resounding
“Yes, please!”

My brother, sister-in-law and I
orchestrated a 24-hour vigil, so that
Dad would not be alone. We wouldn’t
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have been able to do this, if it weren’t
for Hospice Wellington. Because we
spent so much time there, we were
able to share some very special
moments with Dad. One in particular
stands out in my mind. 

As is common, I’m told, when it came
closer to the end, Dad perked up from
a state of semi-consciousness, sat up
straight in bed, asked for his glasses,
and watched television with us,
laughing and smiling, and looking us in
the eye, totally alert and aware. We
had brought our dinner into his room,
and we ate it while sitting around his
bed. I will never forget the gift of that
evening.

Because of this, and so many other
gifts that Hospice Wellington
provided, I wanted to do something
special, as a token of my gratitude.
And so, as a publisher, the idea of
putting together an anthology of
“stories of hope” came to mind.

I was so very grateful to have 52
writers, who generously gave of their
time and talents to be a part of this
book.

Not only did I have the gift of being
able to put this volume together; I also
received a totally unexpected gift,
shortly after I began promotion. As a
result of an article printed in a local
newspaper, I received the following
email:

I met your wonderful father and his
lovely companion Joyce on a vacation
to St. Maarten in 2011. We stayed in
touch by telephone as we live in
London.  They travelled the following
year and departed from London
airport. We met them for dinner the
evening before and I picked them up at
London airport upon their return.
Unfortunately, they were staying at a
small hotel in London and I have never
stopped regretting the fact that I did
not bring them to my home. They were
adamant they would stay at the hotel
and it turned out they were very
cold!!!

I have not communicated in a couple
of years with either Joyce or your
father, but I often think of them. I am
playing on my computer and now see
your father's obituary.  I am sorry for
your loss of a wonderful man. I was

sure he would see 100. I must tell you
that they were so inspirational to my
husband and me. We are so honoured
to have met them and shared a couple
visits with them. The fact that your
father was still volunteering for Meals
on Wheels, driving to Oakville every
second weekend, and walking his dog
daily was so impressive.  

We will always remember a special
man we met on vacation, still
travelling at 90 years old.  

I connected with the writer of this
email, who gave me permission to
reprint her words. I feel very strongly
about the power of telling our stories.
This is just another example of the
gifts that can come from doing so.

One hundred percent of proceeds
from the sale of this book are being
donated directly to Hospice
Wellington, together with my heartfelt
thanks. Donations to date are just
under $5,000.

There are still copies available, and I
would love to be able to sell out! If
you’re looking for a unique Christmas
gift, that is also making a difference in
this world, consider purchasing a copy
(or two!). They are available online at
www.ottbookstore.com, or at Hospice
Wellington, located at 795 Scottsdale
Drive in Guelph.
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A MATTer oF FAITH
by Fran Black

I must believe there is still
beauty

in the world
where evil gets its due

and languishes in the gallows
like putrid meat

whose fate is to be forgotten
I must have faith

that hearts and minds
can heal

that flowers
will still remember

how to open
and butterflies will remember

how to fly
I must believe

that power
can be resurrected

like a rock shifting from my depths
and that peace can be

restored
like a faded photograph

who forgot how it used to be
I must believe

there is still good
to be found in the world

-in me-
Joy to be unearthed

Quiet to not be feared
Darkness that can comfort

Stars to bring hope
Purpose to be claimed

I must learn that
a soul

cannot be vanquished
like the flame from a candle

and a spirit can rise
from the ashes

like an avenging phoenix.
It is a matter of faith.

A MATTer oF FAITH
by Colleen Heighington

A Matter of Faith ...
Is Believing
Is Hoping

Is Trusting ...
That keeps us going in this Life ...

A Matter of Faith ...
Is Believing in God
Is Hoping in God

Is Trusting in Him ...
That keeps us going on in this Life ...

A Matter of Faith ...
Is Believing, Hoping 

and Trusting in God ...
That keeps us going Ahead 

in this Life of Sin
For it is not by Sight but by ...

A Matter of Faith
That this Life will One Day End ...

Into an Eternal Life with Him
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momondays guelph
November 25, 2019

L-R: Rakesh Mishra, Lisa Browning,
Stephen Feraro, Barbara Lustgarten
Evoy, Marion Reidel, Rob Osburn,

Linda Neff, Bryan McNeill, 
Amy Ballantyne

book launch: 
Café Conversations, by Marion Reidel

November 24, 2019



nexT mOnTh ....
in One ThOusanD Trees

January’s focus is 
care for the caregiver

“Self-care is not selfish. You cannot
serve from an empty vessel.”

― Eleanor Brownn

If you know of any community wellness
or charitable events taking place in
January, 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 
December 28 

(extended because of christmas).

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.


