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Nelson CARES Society provides housing, employment, and family
support. It is funded through government, private foundations, and
the generous donations of countless individual Nelson residents.
It’s goal is to work to build a healthy and inclusive community where
respect for all individuals is an ordinary, everyday occurrence.
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Editor’s Note
A strong community is one that exemplifies inclusion. It encourages all of its members
to participate and to contribute to its functioning. For me, the strongest sense of community is
created by supporting connection between individuals.
Bonding members of my community has been one of my top priorities over the past few years.
I try to feel compassion for every person I come into contact with, and even those I may not
meet in person. One of my goals is to bring people together from all walks of life and, to realize
that despite their differences, what they live for is essentially anchored with the same values.
The opportunity to continue the Intergenerational Project which Andree Patenaude started is
an absolute honour. Andree has done some amazing ground work and laid a solid foundation
for bridging the generation gap that exists in our region. Many thanks to her for her dedication
to this cause.
The goal of this project is to bring seniors away from feeling isolated and provide them with
opportunities to connect with other generations. When we segregate our seniors we lose out
on an authentic exchange of wisdom and experience. In a time where we are being called to
protect ourselves and our elders from illness by practicing social distancing many have begun
to understand what isolation feels like. With this understanding I hope it can guide us to focus
more on how we can cultivate inclusion within our community.
Have some ideas or want to get involved? I am happy to connect, so please reach out!

Lynzee Bewcyk
Intergenerational Project Coordinator
Kootenay Seniors—Nelson CARES Society

Kootenay Seniors Intergenerational project aims to reduce social isolation of seniors in Nelson
and surrounding area. The project aims to connect seniors to volunteer opportunities within
existing community programs, offer inclusive intergenerational programming, and hosts
intergenerational activities and events.

Want to get involved?
Please contact Lynzee by email: intergen@nelsoncares.ca
or call: 250.352.2708 extension 5249
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A Note From Kootenay Seniors Manager
Regarding COVID—19

We have been working hard at
Kootenay Seniors to adapt our Programs to
better support seniors during this time.
Instead of home support visits, we are doing
weekly telephone check-ins with seniors to
help alleviate some feelings of isolation, while
ensuring that needs are being met.
Instead of volunteer drivers taking seniors to
appointments, we are offering free delivery
service of groceries, meals, and pharmacy
items by screened volunteer drivers.
We are very grateful to our dedicated volunteers and would encourage more volunteers
to register to help us continue to support
seniors. For more information, please visit our
updated website.
Thank you,

Jake Maslak

Lora Whitney
Manager
Kootenay Seniors—Nelson CARES Society

5

Narayani S. Shapovalova
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Creative Writing | Poetry

Willows
Narayani S. Shapovalova \\
She’s alone in the garden.
The willows sobbing her name in the wind.

The sweet smell of overripe plums hung thick in the air.
Resting delicate hands on coarse bark, she dug her nails into its wooden flesh.
His words were bitter and piercing on her tongue like a mouthful of nettles.
They remained there like crawling bugs and burning the back of her throat.
She looked up longingly at the soft rays of sun filtering through the branches.
Collapsing to the muddy grass, she soaked her sheer, white nightgown to a dark umber.
She lay there, listening to ambient sounds like the soft beating of butterfly wings, the
showering rain on leaves, the trees that murmured lullabies, and the hum of growing grass.
gentle palms of sleep cup her ears and consciousness ebbing, like the receding tides.
Placid dreams brush her thoughts like soft kisses on her ebony cheeks.
Metamorphosis,
Delicate hands
twist and bind,
Rooting deeper,
Granular earth,
Darkness breaks,
Fresh air floods
Her lungs like
Sweet
Tongue.
And

honey
budding
blooming

on her
leaves
petals.

Narayani is a Student at LV Rogers Secondary School
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Creative Writing | Stories

Very Slowly Through America
Barry Gray \\
Now that I’m a senior I often reflect on the
help I’ve had from other generations through my
lifetime. With the covid isolation I find myself dependent on my son to shop for me to avoid potential contact with the virus. Many such role reversals have taken place and I’m sure more will
come.
Forty-two years ago, I took a trip through
the United States. It couldn’t be described as a
holiday in the traditional sense of the word because it wasn’t a journey which took me somewhere for a few weeks as respite from my daily
round. It was a journey which lasted for a full
year, and it was on foot. The travelling itself became the daily round.
We’ve all experienced the urge to get out
for a brisk walk to help us with some important
decision making. The movement, the fresh air,
the aerobics, even the momentary distraction
from the question at hand help us to focus and
come to that sought decision. Well, I was faced
with the BIG question: “What do you want to do
with your life?” so, being a confirmed extremist, I
figured such a major decision deserved a major
walk for proper rumination. I packed the minimum onto my back, left my beloved Kootenays
and hitched to the tobacco fields of southern Ontario. It was 1978 and a season of picking at forty bucks a day got me a grubstake which satisfied the folks at the border crossing and which I
hoped would last me well into the winter.
I had heard of a thing called the Appalachian Trail in the eastern States; two thousand
miles of hiking was just what I had in mind. New

Mukuko Studio

Brunswick ushered me into Maine where I headed straight for the trailhead in Baxter State Park.
It was my first autumn away from B.C.’s evergreen forests and I was truly impressed with the
deciduous splendour of an eastern fall.
I was twenty-four years old and after a
week of hiking I met an old man who lived in a
secluded house in the forest and who needed
help with his firewood. I was happy to rest my
legs and work my back, so I stayed a week with
the old guy, he fed me and gave me a room and I
set him up with his winter’s wood. It was a beautiful no-money trade, a friendship was made, and
I still carry the fond memory. But I had to move
on!
The hills and forests of New England are
charming in a true sense of the word. Small lakes
are not lakes, but rather Ponds, and hiking
around them and camping near them quickly
made clear to me Thoreau’s fascination with and
love of his Walden Pond.
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I consciously didn’t get a copy of the Appalachian Trail guidebook. I chose to inform myself (or not) of what was to come just through
contact with locals and other A.T. hikers. I followed the white blaze marks which distinguish
that trail from any others for its entirety from
Maine to Georgia. I was heading south and in the
first hundred miles I met many “end to enders”
who were approaching their goal with feelings
ranging from relief to desperation to premature
longing for what had just been. There were casual hikers doing only three or four hundred miles,
local strollers and “white blaze purists” who
were doing every inch of the trail.
Enjoying natural beauty is of course important, but it wasn’t my prime motivation for
this trip. I was interested in meeting the people
of rural America; the fantastic land and skyscapes were an added perk. I was no purist bent
on completing the entire trail. I wasn’t averse to
side trips to visit towns and villages which the
trail bypassed. I even rode my thumb into the
Big Apple, stashed my pack at the bus depot

Joshua Williams
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and “hiked” for a day in Manhattan, mostly with
my head back and my mouth open. Greyhound
got me back to the trail somewhere in Virginia or
North Carolina.
If you’ve heard that the Smoky Mountains,
a southern chain of the Appalachians, were
beautiful, then you heard right. They get their
name from the ever-present mists that hang like
smoke. It took me a week to get through Smoky
National Park, every day of which I still cherish. I
walked a few days with a senior couple, adjusting my pace to theirs, resting five minutes every
hour as they did, taking a lesson in patience and
focus on the passing beauty.
There were far too many experiences, human and natural, to touch on them all. It was an
unforgettable geography lesson. At the most
natural of all travelling speeds, walking, one
learns with an intensity which impresses deeply.
A full day on a high ridge above the Shenandoah
River, passing through nameless impoverished
Appalachian villages, a week of trudging
through knee-deep crackling leaves and scores
of others are impressions which last.
The Appalachians end abruptly. I found
myself standing at the south end of that major
continental range (our Laurentians are a northern extension) gazing out over the plains of
Georgia. It was reminiscent of Saskatchewan
with its low horizon and overwhelming sky, but
the dirt was red and even from the height I could
see that those weren’t wheat fields. Simple state
maps helped me avoid highways as I walked on
backroads past remnants of cotton and peanut
harvests.
(continued to page 10 & 11)

Creative Writing | Stories

Very Slowly Through America

(continued from page 9)
I resisted the temptation to make a nine mile
side trip to visit Jimmy Carter’s hometown and
kept walking with my face to the sun and my
back to the north.
I barely noticed crossing into Florida:
around me was still the same awe-inspiring agricultural dreamland, the people were still just as
friendly and hospitable, and the drawl still kept
me on my toes. The occasional public shelter on
the trail always had logbooks with notes from
hikers to hikers. One spoke of a certain old couple in a certain village who would give you a
good meal, a hot shower and room for a night
just because they were kind people. I knocked at
their door, had a pleasant evening and a good
meal with them, helped them with a few chores
around the place and left with the mutual satisfaction of having helped each other even though
we were fifty years apart in age.
To this day I carry images (in my mind, I
didn’t take a camera) of individual trees which,
besides the people, epitomize for me the deep
south: oaks with branches the size of a Douglas

Jake Maslak

fir; giant pecans with their fallen fruit lovingly
inviting me to fill my food bag; Australian pines
with their segmented, pull-apart-like-horsetail
needles; and the coconut palms!
Florida captivated me for three months. I
explored both the Gulf of Mexico and the Atlantic coasts as well as that decadent heaven
called the Florida Keys. I’ll admit, there were
days when I swam more than I walked. The
oceans there are a wonder: coral reefs beyond
your ... you know the expression; mask and
snorkel encounters nose to nose with friendly
barracuda; writing a poem to a mangrove tree;
the rich social life of the transient community. I
socialized mostly with my own generation but
always somehow managed to include seniors in
my circles as well. One acquaintance in Florida
gave me the name and address of a friend outside New Orleans who gave me insights into
the region I never would have had as a casual
transient traveller.
Winter came and went, and I could feel
the Kootenays pulling me back. I stuck to
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backroads again and made my way across Alabama, Mississippi, Louisiana, Texas, Arkansas,
Missouri, Texas again, New Mexico and Arizona,
“accepting rides” now and then, mostly offered,
sometimes asked for. The contrasts of land are
phenomenal; the sameness of the generosity
and hospitality in all regions was gratifying. The
people in New Orleans are equally as wonderful
as those in the Ozarks or the southwestern deserts.
The Grand Canyon was a highlight I must
mention. There I truly did want to commune
with nature and avoid my fellow humans. I explored the canyon for three days and nights,
gaining an inkling of what I think religiosity
might be.
Many places, many faces. Sand, snow,
pavement, boardwalks, countless main streets,
mud. Elation, depression. Rocky peaks, salt
flats. I visited thirty states during those nine
months of walking and believe me, I could tell
you stories.
So, if you ever get the
urge to travel the U.S., do it.
The land and the people are
wonderful. And if you’re doing
it on foot give me a call and I
might come with you.
There’s a beauty to inter-

generational contact. I’ve known it all my life,
and now, in my autumn years, I see it ever more
clearly. Youth has strength, old age hopefully
has wisdom and resources to share. There’s an
organization called Young Agrarians, a landmatching service, which finds young farmers
who cannot afford land and matches them with
landowners who cannot farm the land they
have. We have tapped into this scene and have
offered our land to two young couples who are
eager, hardworking and incredibly grateful to be
involved in such a mutually beneficial situation.
They have good land to work, we get good food
grown on the land we no longer have the energy to work.
I may not go on any more three thousand
-kilometer journeys on foot, but I’m am certain
that my life’s journey is all the richer with my
children, my grandchildren and the many friends
of all ages who accompany me. \\

Three Generations
(Barry with his son
and grandson)
Ursula Heller
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“

F

eel the truth in your body.

Creativity calls something out,
what’s being called out?
… Now run with it.”
- Ray Stothers
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Acknowledgment | Community Connections

Thank you!

Kootenay Seniors Transportation Program and the Volunteer
Driver Program would like to give
a big shout out to all our volunteer
drivers!
For the past few years, these folks
been volunteering to provide low
cost transportation to seniors that
is safe and supportive. These volunteers have now gone above and beyond to help seniors in Nelson with
getting essentials delivered to their homes free of charge.
The seniors I speak with are so grateful and some have said it’s the first
time since this all started that they felt like someone actually cared about
them. We can’t thank these local heroes enough!
I would also like to appreciate those folks that are stepping up to join our
Volunteer Driver Program as well. Please feel free to contact us if you are
interested in volunteering for this much needed service to seniors, now
and in the future.

Sarah Wasilenkoff
Transportation Program Coordinator
Kootenay Seniors - Nelson CARES Society
seniorstransportation@nelsoncares.ca
250.352.2708 (extension 5247)
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Article | Commu

Ask a Youth \

How has social distanc

“With the new rules we will have to
do something strategic and different.”
– Freya Emery (youth)

"In these troubling times it's important to look for a compromise. It
could be a compromise of lifestyle
such as socially isolating yourself to
save lives or something a bit more
community-based such as painting a
mural. Regardless of these challenges
it's important to realize what you can
make out of the situations you are given and come up with a compromise."
- Mandolin Martin (youth)
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want to write for
OLD GROWTH?
see page 29

unity Perspectives

\ Ask a Senior

cing affected you?

"I am really appreciating social distancing, for a number of reasons. COVID19 emphasizes some frailties associated
with old age, but it is dissolving other barriers. Now, young and old share a common
vulnerability to the virus. Although there is
grief and suffering and a lot of letting go,
the pandemic is opening up new relationships. I see a lot more kindness, helpfulness and compassionate behavior shared
among strangers, despite the sd. Today, a
family with two kids (one a teen) came
over to help me stack my winter wood.
They didn't know me, but because there is
no work and no school, they wanted to get
outside and share an activity that would
benefit a senior. They did a fantastic job in
an hour and it turned out to be fun for everyone. It would have taken me a week. I am
very grateful."
- Lee Reid (elder)

Martin Adams
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For Fun | All-Ages Activity

Spring Crossword

(Answers on page 29)
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Across

Down

2. A Senior’s community located in Nelson
BC (two words.)

1. A word used to describe the mixing and
involvement of several generations at once.

4. A service that Kootenay Seniors offers to
help people stay in their homes longer (two
words.)

3. One of the best ways people of
all ages and cultures can connect and express themselves. A form of art; an expression of emotions through harmonic frequencies

5. Name of the book written by Lee Reid
that includes conversations with seniors and
youth (two words.)
8. A public place where people of all ages
can enjoy reading and book borrowing.
6. A skill seniors can pass down to youth
that involves preparing food by combining, 10. A place in Nelson where youth can use
mixing, and heating ingredients.
an indoor skatepark (abbreviation.)

7. Name of a secondary school in Nelson lo- 12. Name of the First Nations people decated on Cottonwood Street.
scended from indigenous peoples who have
lived primarily in what are today known as
9. Program of Nelson CARES Society that
the West Kootenay region of British Columsupports adults with diverse abilities to se- bia in Canada
cure employment and build the life they desire (two words.)
11. A place where women of all ages can sit
together and practice knitting, crocheting,
and weaving (two words.)
13. A great way to get involved in your
community by offering your time to benefit
a cause.
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Story | Community Connections

The Nelson Story Telling Guild
Ray Stothers and Barry Gray \\

stories bubbling to the surface at this time for
your neighbours and the regular tellers alike. But
We at the Nelson Storytelling Guild are an also we offer an opportunity for you to tell your
own tale, to bring your voice to the virtual table.
inclusive and encouraging group of story interWe invite stories - personal or classic, carrying a
ested folks in Nelson, B.C. who meet the first
Sunday evening of every month. While we nor- moral or purely for entertainment. The Guild cremally meet in person, with the current social dis- ates a space that is safe to tell in, being attentive
tancing rules we've moved our meetings online and appreciative. Coaching is provided when
asked for, and if you want to only listen that’s
with a virtual gathering on Zoom. We are also
okay too!
streaming live on the Nelson Storytelling Guild
The Guild encourages the art of oral stoFacebook page.
rytelling in part because it is just that, an ART!
Next gathviding: June 7, 7PM to 9PM.
Perhaps it is even among the oldest of arts huOur April 5 Social Intimacy in a Time of Dismanity has known. And in times of crisis the
tancing event can be found on our Facebook
ARTS rise to the task and help to find solutions
page too.
We have many goals, one of which, and a to human misery and confusion. This pandemic
vitally important one at that, is inclusion. This is is a global crisis and the arts are helping globally.
Indigenous peoples on every continent, street
the place for your voice and for all voices. We
people in every city, blue and white collar
offer an opportunity to hear, even witness, the

The Nelson Story Telling Guild
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workers at every level are all confronted with
this pandemic and among every one of these
groups are the artists.It is the job of the poets
and the singers and the writers and the visual
artists and yes, the lowly storytellers, to make
sure the weaving of the fabric of our societies
does not unravel while nurturing the phoenix direction of tomorrow, after the calamity.
The Nelson Storytelling Guild has the
great good fortune to be not only an eclectic
group culturally, but also to be wide-ranging in
ages. Yes, there are more seniors than not, but
the youth and young adults and middle-aged
folks who have offered their voices have brought
a wisdom that all have acknowledged. And the
laughter and the depth of every emotion and the
awe and enthusiasm that are displayed bring a
smile to every face and often a tear to many an
eye.
So if you are looking for a way to spend
the first Sunday evening of every month helping
to tighten, strengthen and add to the weave of
our culture, check us out. You will be and feel

“Stories, both in the listening and
in the telling of them, care for the
heart and soul of our communities. Like the grace of one who
attends to the wellbeing of a place
by sweeping when no one is witnessing, they are quietly beneficial.”

The Guild Meeting on Zoom

welcome and you might
even quickly count yourself among this collective “we” who have offered this forum for expressing this oldest of all arts,
storytelling. \\

“The Nelson Storytelling guild is a rare
and magical group experience of listening, performance and wonder, with opportunities to expand storytelling skills,
or to simply enjoy as others do so. Always worth the trip. “
- Quinn-Columba, Trail, BC

Find The Guild on Facebook:
@NelsonStoryTellingGuild

- Barbarah Nicoll
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Diana Morita Cole, Storyteller and Author of Sideways: Memoir
of a Misfit participating in The Nelson Story Telling Guild.

Ursula Heller

“Often, we storytellers speak for the voiceless so that we
may heal what has been damaged. And through our stories,
we give our listeners the power to mend and help eradicate
what is hurtful in our society and replace it with compassion and the desire for us to do better.”
- Diana Morita Cole
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Email your garden photo's to:
intergen@nelsoncares.ca
No email? No problem!
Please call 250.352.2708 (Extension 5249)
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Creative Writing | Poetry

Blue Skies Ahead
book once. If you can envision your hands to be
warm, they will indeed get warmer. Breathe in,
breathe out and focus. I was beginning to prepare myself to jump in.
Ducks were passing by when it occurred
to me, that this was a choice. I have a home and a
life to go to after this. How blessed I am. I stood
up, I turned around, and started walking in the
other direction. “I do not want to do this today.”
A choice I have the privilege of making, unlike the
Greg Shield
ducks. There was nothing I had to prove to myBrooklyn Robertson \\
self, except that I make my own damn decisions.
Singer & Musician
“Today I deserve to feel warm, and I deserve to
listen to what my body is telling me.” It was in
If I asked a crowd of people what colour
this moment; my ego began to shrivel up.
the sky is, most would say blue. Today I looked
My mind had other plans. Eyes held in a
up and I asked myself that same question.
soft gaze forward, I started walking into the unIn fact, the sky was not blue, but it was
known; physically and metaphorically speaking.
grey. There were clouds shadowing the sun and Where my feet take me, I will go, and that is all.
blanketing the mountains that surround my
Drawn to a place of silence, solitude and sandy
home. Ask me that same question during night- toes. A place where I couldn’t be found, though
fall, and I might say that the sky is black with
there was no one looking for me.
specks of diamonds spread across it. It seems
Finally, a place is where the answers will
that people are drawn closest to what is most fa- show themselves, and I can hear myself again. It
miliar to them, which is why most people will say all became clear. Hit by a force as strong as a
blue, though it might not always be completely
brick wall.
true. So, I started to look a bit deeper. What am I?
I could hear people cheering in the dis“Well I am surely not just a human body, as we
tance, hitting pots and pans as though the clock
are all so much more than our outer shells.” I am had struck midnight on New Years Eve.
an everchanging mind, body, and soul.
I sat cross-legged underneath the bridge,
contemplating if I should jump in the freezing
cold water of the lake. I wanted to prove something to myself in that moment. I told myself time
after time, that to be happy and fulfilled, I had to
do it. The wind began to spin my body into circles, I held my breath each time it brushed
against my cheek. The only thought that passed
through my head was something I’d read in a
Bence Balla Schottner
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Tears poured down my face, because I
remembered that each day, at 7, the world
cheers for the brave souls looking after us.
This is reality.
Not only did I feel weight pulling my
thoughts back to earth, but I felt pain when they
re-entered the mind that had created them.
Feelings from when I was a child crept up, and
suddenly I became the 6-year-old me again who
was lost in the grocery store and had to get the
cashier to call my mom to the front of the store,
so she could retrieve her child.
Then tears were falling simply because
the future is unrecognizable and that was
enough to overflow my bottomless cup. It
seemed so familiar before, like blue skies, but

matters have changed and so has the weather.
With this thought, I have realized that the future
can never be written.
Expect nothing, cherish everything, and
find the love in a sunny day or a smile exchanged in passing. Each day, I tell myself;
To change the situation, I must change my mind.
The voice inside my head is begging for
comfort. Safety. A shoulder to cry on, or anything related to the human contact that I’ve
been deprived of for days on end. Of course,
now, unlike other times, I have no choice but to
be alone.
A true test. Good thing I have the answers on the page right in front of me.

CHANGE
Go against the odds.
Spin around 5 times, do a handstand and jump in the freezing cold water because you want to.
Wake up before the sun rises,
Sing to the birds
Dance with the wind,
Create Art for no one but yourself,
Build a home with your bare hands,
Meditate until you can touch Mercury with your fingertips,
Read Books by the hundreds
Start a fire inside your soul,
And tend to your ever-growing, garden,
Because she needs you now more than ever.
Once there are no voids left to be filled,
There is no more hiding.
You will be noticed, purely for the love you spread,
And the rest will follow. \\

Connect with Brooklyn on Instagram:
@brooklynrobertsonmusic
23

Aleesha Wood

24

“Believe you can
and you’re halfway there”
- Theodore Roosevelt
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Creative Writing | Story

You Are A Storyteller

Ray Stothers \\
Once upon it does not seem that long ago...
Storytelling as a word is bandied about in
all kinds of ways. I have even heard that
folks who read and write, even those who make
films, even commercials; might consider themselves storytellers and find themselves often described that way, even if they are not sure they
should believe the compliment. Wise to reflect.
Storytelling, like for real storytelling with storytellers imbued and sculpted by their culture calling them into being from the inside out, in such
a way that their words flow crafted to every ear
in the village in a slightly, finely hued, different manner. Storytelling, the craft. The Art. Has
nothing to do with reading or writing or filming.
Storytelling is old. Slightly less old than the
mountains, but old.
I confess I did not know what I was getting myself into when I first let a story into me. It

Avis Indica
seemed innocent enough at the
time and then it wanted to get out of me. It
would not leave me alone. It was like a virus
with a honing edge diving and swooping
around inside me. As it did that, it seemed to
make room for more and more and more and
more… story.
You know how it is with a sneaky virus.
Soon you are so full of it. So fed up with it. That
you cough, or sneeze, or your guts are so
wrenched you throw it out, and we will not even
speak of the other end, or you sweat. But it is
going to get out. Finally, I uttered the words to
my self. I need to tell a story. I need to let one
out. And not in that cowardly way of shifting in
your seat so that no one hears, and then blaming it on the dog. No! Something in me was ripe.
The way I remember it, this time, as if you
know anything about memory it is not possible
to remember the same thing twice in the same
way, and I have remembered this thing many
times a day over many, many years.
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The way I remember it, I was sitting in the
Vancouver Indian Friendship Centre on East
Hastings just minding my own business, as is
best to do when in another's territory. An old
woman came shuffling in the front door off East
Hastings Street and she snapped her head up
and looked right at me. Not through me. At me.
Not stopping at just skin deep, but at me.
She saw me and I knew it. And she knew
I knew it. And it was a long time later that someone finally warned me that someone looking like
an old woman might actually be an Elder! You do
not get to see them often, especially in my culture, but she was not of my culture and NEVER
would be. She kept her ability to see ME. Like
some sort of modern machine that can see past
your skin, but way more sophisticated than just
seeing bone, or catscanned sections of tissue, or
ultra sounded pulsing organs. Nope. Way more
sophisticated. You’d think that might scare the
Hell out of you and it did but it kind of felt good
too.
Living in the Kootenays I have learned to
be aware that by the time one gets to this point
of an actual experience remembered, someone
is pretty sure that you were on something at the
time, or at least on something while you are remembering it and recounting it. Nada. Not me.
Not this time anyway.
She carried on past the lobby and the
comfy chairs where I sat. Shuffling along with
the kind of grace fit for dancing, she disappeared behind the big wood doors. If you have
been there, you may actually be starting to believe I have been there too, and I was. About 20
minutes or so later, but who really knows because maybe Einstein is right and time bends to

suit its own devices, and the purposes of an Elder. Some time later. She came out from behind
the big wood doors and would not look at me as
she walked straight toward me. Still not looking
at me, she sat down in the chair next to me and
began to speak.
Now, in some wise cultures I have
learned that it is illegal to give advice. Illegal, or
at least irresponsible because if someone accepts the advice you give them, then YOU are
responsible for what happens next in the life of
that advice accepter. However, if someone were
to just sit next to you and start talking and you
were stupid enough to listen then that is your
fault. Not illegal, no responsibility, no irresponsibility.
Clear as a bell in that way that you can
hear it in your head at the same time it is entering your ears, she spoke,
"So, you want to be a storyteller....."
(continued on next page)
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Yeshi Kangrang

(continued from previous page)
A storyteller must know all the stories because you must never tell the story
you want to tell. Never. The storyteller must tell the story that needs to be told. You
must learn all the stories and then, once all the stories are with you, you must learn,
you must listen, you must know the story that needs to be told. Only that story. It is
not about the story you want.
Then once you know all the stories and...
you know how to know the story that needs to be told...
then, you must learn how, and when, to leave out some small part of the story that
needs to be told...
Sometimes, a story that needs to be told, also needs, for a part of it to be left out.
Sometimes.
Not often.
Then once you know all the stories...
and you know how to know the story that needs to be told...
and you know how to know, how and when, to leave out a part of the needs to be
told story...
then, you must know how to know how, and when, to change a story. Maybe in your
lifetime. Maybe in the lifetime of your children. You must know how to know how,
and when, to change the needed to be told story.

Then you are a storyteller. Then you will be known, Storyteller. \\

- Ray Stothers
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“Sometimes
you never
know the
value of a
moment until
it becomes a
memory”
- Dr. Seuss

Answers to Spring Crossword (page 16)
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Call for Submissions
We are accepting content submissions from organizations,
projects, and people of all ages be published in Old Growth.

Intergenerational Activities
Inclusive Community Events
Original Interviews, Stories & Articles
Volunteer Opportunities

Original Photography & Art
Creative Writing
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Seeking Youth Writers!
Do you have something to say about your community?
Do you have a unique perspective you’d like to share?
All Ages are encouraged to submit. We welcome your ideas!

“I learned more
hearing directly
from youth instead of about
them.”

CONTACT: Lynzee Bewcyk
Old Growth Editor & Intergenerational Coordinator
for Kootenay Seniors Program of Nelson CARES
250.352.2708 | intergen@nelsoncares.ca
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Intergen Around Town
Looking for activities in Nelson that
support social distancing?
Library Access

Audiobooks on CD and downloadable audiobooks
Book a Librarian: The Nelson Library staff are available by phone or email Monday to Saturday 10
to 6 to answer all sorts of questions including help with digital basics and accessing online resources.
 Call 250.352.6333 or email library@nelson.ca

Mother Daughter Book Club

Join in on Zoom to discuss the book Little Women. Feel free to join if you have read the book or
seen the movie. The book is available through Library Libby app or free on Project Guttenburg. For
ages 13-16 and their mothers/aunts/neighbours/grandmas/female caregivers!
 May 14th at 7:00pm
 Connect through links found on www.nelsonlibrary.ca
 Any questions? Contact Melodie Rae at mstorey@nelson.ca

Library Book Club

Join us on Zoom as we discuss Kate Dicamillo’s The Magician’s Elephant and then we will practice a
little magic of our own! Be prepared to share a magic trick! If you would like to read the book, you
can find it on our ebook app called Libby. If you haven’t read the book, you can still join us! The entire family is welcome! This is an initiative of both the Nelson Public Library and Columbia Basic Alliance for Literacy – Slocan Valley.
 April 29th at 5:30pm
 Connect through links found on www.nelsonlibrary.ca
 Any questions? Email Melodie Rae at mstorey@nelson.ca or Sayre at sknight@cbal.org

Community CLICK
Community CLICK allows participants to express themselves via photos (or other forms of expression like poetry, writing or music) on the week’s featured topics. CLICK signifies the sound of a
shutter clicking and people connecting. Participants are encouraged to take photos they feel represent the session topics to them using their cell phones or digital cameras. Photos (and other artistic
expressions) will be displayed and discussed during the Zoom video meet-up. Each person is encouraged to speak to their photos.
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Pen Pal Club

One of the ways to feel human in times
like these is to connect with one another.
Do you want to be a pen pal to someone
in Nelson?
We can set you up! This is a fantastic
way to create those inter-generational
connections. Seniors are being matched
up with children or with young moms this is an opportunity to encourage each
one another! Here is how it works;


Send Melodie Rae an email at
mstorey@nelson.ca and tell her:

1) Are you a kid/teen/adult?
2) Do you want a kid/teen/adult pen pal?
3) What are your interests?
4) If you are a kid, what school do you go to?
(we will match you up with someone from a different school)


The library will match you with someone and tell you a little about your new pen pal. Then you
write a letter or create some artwork, take a picture of it, and email it to Melodie Rae, who will
forward it to your pen pal. (Your privacy will be protected. All email will be forwarded through
the library). Pen pals who are receiving the email, can print it off for kids to look at or view as an
email.

Nelson International Mural Festival
Presented by The Nelson and District Arts Council. The festival is inclusive of all cultures, genders,
ages, and abilities. The NDAC strives to create a barrier-free festival by hosting all events at accessible public spaces and offering all events and activities free of charge.


August 14th-16th, 2020 throughout Nelson, BC! Visit www.ndac.ca for more information

Have an event you’d like to publish in the next newsletter?
Email intergen@nelsoncares.ca
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Kootenay Seniors is a program of Nelson CARES Society.
We provide supports for seniors to live with dignity and joy,
participate in their communities and remain in their own
homes for as long as possible.

Ser vices Offered:
Home Suppor t
Volunteer Driver Program
Kootenay Seniors Fair
Intergenerational Program
Seniors Transpor tation

Please be advised that some of our services are
currently suspended due to COVID-19
Get in touch!
250-352-2708| info@nelsoncares.ca

www.kootenayseniors.ca
Helping seniors live independently in their own homes
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Home Support Program
Helps people to stay in their homes longer by providing light housekeeping services.
Subsidized rates for low income seniors
Contact: 250 352 2708 extension #5248 | homesupport@nelsoncares.ca

Transportation Program
Provides information about senior transportation options. This includes support with
trip planning and transportation subsidy registration.
This program also offers transit orientations and escorted day trips as well as
presentations to seniors’ groups & service providers.
Contact: 250 352 2708 extension #5247 | seniorstransportation@nelsoncares.ca

Volunteer Driver Program
Provides low-cost transportation for seniors.
Book a ride for medical & non-medical appointments. This is a customized door to
door service available Monday through Friday.
Contact: 250 352 2708 extension #5247 | seniorstransportation@nelsoncares.ca

Want to become a
volunteer driver?

Call 250 352 2708 (ext. 5247)
seniorstransportation@nelsoncares.ca
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