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Are you alert to practices here and throughout the world which discriminate
against people on the basis of who or what they are or because of their beliefs?
Bear witness to the humanity of all people, including those who break society’s
conventions or its laws. Try to discern new growing points in social and
economic life. Seek to understand the causes of injustice, social unrest and
fear. Are you working to bring about a just and compassionate society which
allows everyone to develop their capacities and fosters the desire to serve?
- Advices and Queries #33

Upcoming Events and Announcements
Changes are coming to the Meeting House! The recent bequest from our late
member John Milton is allowing us to make some improvements to our Meeting
House. Included in these improvements are new paint for our main meeting
room. If anyone wishes to have input into the colour to be used in this space,
you should contact Wilf Ruland. Cushions for the short benches and new chairs,
with arms, have also been approved, and we hope to have these available when
we are able to return to the Meeting House.
June 26 is the next meeting of the Cambridge Worship Group. We convene at 2
p.m., each in our own home. All are welcome!
July 19 will be our next Meeting for Worship for Business. If this Meeting is not
required, it will be cancelled, and our next Meeting for Worship for Business will
be Saturday, September 12 at 12:30 p.m. It is not certain at this time if it will be
held in person, or in our Zoom Meeting space. Email will be sent inviting
members and attenders to this meeting.
For any Friends interested in listening to traditional Cree stories retold in
English, there are several online at richardpreston.ca. They run about 20
minutes in length.
Many thanks to all the people who have diligently collected their empty milk
bags and brought them to Meeting to be recycled by a group in Paris who turn
them into woven mats to be distributed around the world. The bags will no
longer be collected from the Meeting House. You are encouraged to recycle your
milk bags through your regular recycling pick up.
When we are able to meet in person again, there will be Memorial Meetings
scheduled for Tony Butler and Mona Callin.
As the pandemic continues, many of us are finding that we have to do more
online than we ordinarily would, and that can leave us vulnerable to internet
scammers. This link https://www.sans.org/security-awarenesstraining/resources/posters/dont-get-hooked is a good resource for how to
recognize and avoid phishing and other internet scams.

Peace and Social Action Committee:
Invitation to take up new challenges
Hamilton Monthly Meeting (HMM) has a proud history of promoting
peace and social action in our community, our country and the world. Now, a
dozen years after we disbanded our Peace and Social Action Committee (fondly
called PSAC), we have decided it is time to resume PSAC. Paul Dekar has agreed
to serve as our clerk. Consider joining Paul, Dick and others to respond to all
forms of discrimination, indigenous issues, acts of aggression and other social
concerns. We seek truth and reconciliation.
Against a backdrop of Quaker historic peace testimonies in the 17th through
21st centuries, PSAC was active throughout the Viet Nam war and its aftermath,
was stunned into near-inaction by the 1991 “Desert Storm”, and then recovered
and was active in making representations and – for a time - holding a vigil in
downtown Hamilton, during the remainder of the Iraq war.
Hanna and Alan Newcombe were editors of “Peace Research Abstracts”
from 1966-2003 and Hamilton Monthly Meeting members. Hanna was not only
a member of PSAC, but became our PSAC elder and often influenced PSAC’s
directions. As we entered a new century, Hanna urged us to “just choose one”
concern and stick with it, and she recommended that the one be the UN 2001
Responsibility to Protect (R2P) document. PSAC sent two delegations to Ottawa
to lobby our government to modify and then endorse the R2P document.
Then, in 2003, Hanna urged PSAC to switch its activities to a sustained
effort to support the Canadian Department of Peace initiative. PSAC made a
long-term commitment to convince our federal government to establish a federal
Department of Peace. By 2008, PSAC transformed into the Hamilton chapter of
the Canadian Department of Peace Initiative (CDPI), which included other local
supporters. There were many setbacks and renewed efforts and finally, a degree
of success when the Trudeau government established on June 12, 2019, an
Ambassador of Women, Peace and Security.
Friends and attenders are now invited to join our new PSAC. For information,
please email Paul at pdekar@yahoo.com or Dick at prestonr@mcmaster.ca

Brown Leaves
Last summer they were busy,
harvesting light
and air
and water,
making food.
They were a gentle screen
for bird nurseries
and singers.
They had songs of their own
on breezy days.
Then came the cold,
the sinking sun,
lacks and losses,
the death of leaves.
Yet
their work is not ended.
All winter
they embraced the ground,
sheltered seeds and seedlings:
a coverlet for icy sleep.
Now in spring
the leaves`embodied nourishment
is given to the earth.
Brown on brown,
leaves to soil;
and there will be new leaves,
green leaves, bright and busy.
There is no end to worth
where there is willingness.
Beverly Shepard

Anderson and Rosie
Dick Preston
I woke up this morning, the 22nd of February, 2020, in my 88th year,
thinking of Anderson and Rosie. They were my neighbours when I lived in
Rupert’s House/ Waskaganish, James Bay/ Eeyou Istchee, Quebec, in the 1960s.
And they were my good friends.
Anderson and Rosie Jolly had five grown sons: Harry, James, Edwin, Bill
and Norman. They had some daughters, too. Alec Weistchee was married to
Bella, but I don’t recall the others. Their son Edwin was married to a very shy
woman ______, and Bill was married to Emily Weistchee. All the sons except
James lived adjacent to their house, so they had a family compound at
Waskaganish.
They wintered on Charlton Island, the site of the old Hudson’s Bay
Company Depot, and they made the trip back to Waskaganish on the HBCo tug,
in July. Maybe they went there as HBC custodians, and maybe Anderson did not
inherit or have any other trapping territory.
Their house was different, larger than most, and painted white. On the
wall downstairs was a framed homespun sampler with the motto: Anderson
loves Rosie, and it was true. The house had originally been the HBCo kitchen,
next to the old manager’s house, now replaced by a modern ranch-style house,
with its own kitchen.
Many of the family were fluent in both English and Cree. What we would
call a Company family. Maybe with the exception of James. I never got to know
him.
Rosie kept her old mother, Jane Moar, for more than 25 years. Jane, who
smoked a pipe, had brought Rosie from Nemaska, to get a husband. Rosie
already had Harry and James, probably from different fathers. Anderson was a
poor orphan, but Jane said, “Well, he’s a man.” Perhaps Rosie’s father was old
Moar, the HBC manager at Nemaska. (Would this Moar have been Jean
Morrison’s father?)
Rosie and Maud Watt regarded each other as good friends, but both said
the other was “too dear” in their purchases from each other. They visited to

exchange gossip, when I knew them in the 1960s. In 1963 Maud asked for the
polar bear skin that Bill had shot that winter. She paid him only $40 for it. Bill
would have been shy to bargain. He was physically very strong, winning the
portage carry one summer. Men would add another bag of sand to his load and
when his knees started to wobble he dumped the load, exclaiming “No way,
boy!” But Father Provencher overcharged him to build a new house.
Maud baked and sold bread, and some groceries, at a higher price than the
Bay. Rosie probably sold moccasins and other crafts to Maud, maybe not cheap.
Rosie once brought Alec’s wife to me, to offer a model canoe, explaining that
Alec had been out, and they had run out of money. I asked what price was
wanted. Rosie said “Oh 80… or 40.” 80 was much higher than I had paid Alec
before, but 40 was less. Like Bill, I was shy to bargain. I paid the 80, and it was
quickly given to a teen girl who ran (literally) to the store. They were hungry.
Rosie’s comment to Sarah, about me: “He’s a good man – he’s not proud.”
Maud Watt remembered Anderson as a very poor orphan boy, with his feet
wrapped in rags, for lack of shoes. I would guess that his father was a HBC man,
and perhaps his mother was named Jolly. Jolly is a Nemaska name.
Harry’s daughter was a playmate for Susan, and later married the
Newfoundlander who worked at the Store, and then helped Stanley at his store.
A “ruddy hidiot” Harry’s wife’s name? daughter’s name?
His favourite food was moosemeat, but his teeth were gone so now he had
to just eat soup.
I can still hear his expression, “Oh, I quite remember it.”
One of those memories was of paddling with Bertie Diamond, and seeing a
fox on the shore. The fox just stayed there so they were still. As they came close,
Bertie sang to the fox, saying “I see you there, and I will be back this winter to
trap you.” Then he pointed his finger at the fox, who ran off.
“Well, I guess we are going to record Old John again.” (neighbours but not
friends)
“Well, of course, he just wanted some chocolate.” (in a benevolent tone of
voice) (Dickie crying in his crib while we were recording John Blackned telling a
story.) Anderson gave him some chocolate, Dickie stopped crying, and Anderson
wished him well, giving his blessing, wherever he might go as a grown man.

We spent a warm afternoon, laying on the grass and trading stories. I
remember telling the movie plot story of Samson and Delilah and little people
who tormented him before he destroyed the temple. And Anderson telling about
the little people, memegwecio.
Anderson seeing me arriving one summer, carrying the foot locker,
thinking I was moving in to stay. I would have been welcome.
When Willy died, in 1964, I went to tell Emily, who was staying at their
house, pregnant and in bed. She saw I was coming toward her, and fearfully
pulled the covers further over herself. I stopped and said “I am sorry to tell you
this, but Willy has died.” We all started crying then, and Rosie came over and
hugged me. Anderson started telling me about the good berries that grew on
Charlton Island, and at the time I did not understand that he was trying to
distract me from grieving. After a few minutes I left.
Another time, Anderson told me how the conjuror Joseph Cheezo came
into their house, late in the evening, drunk. He sat down and so Anderson had to
get up and come downstairs. He rambled on, and Anderson said to him, “are you
mad?” And then Joseph left but neglected to take a small bag he had brought.
Anderson did not look in the bag, but set it on a shelf. The next day, Joseph
returned for the bag. Anderson spoke frankly with him, what he had done. He
was not afraid of Joseph.
When he was helping me as translator, he smoked steadily and ground out
the butts on the floor of John and Harriet’s bedroom, where we were recording.
Every day we did this, Harriet had to mop the floor afterwards, and eventually
John mentioned it to me. John was not a smoker. Anderson was not
sympathetic. He complained that John’s laugh sounded like he had been getting
after women.
He told the grandchildren stories to put them to sleep, upstairs. When he
told about Chicstudeneho, he added that the only thing an atoosh wanted to eat
was human beings. Little George said, “Didn’t he even like doughnuts?” George
was a willful child, and as a teen he drowned when he dove into the river to cool
off after loading the barge. Maybe the sudden cold caused a heart attack.
I got a nice photo of Anderson, sitting on his front porch with his young
namesake grandson Anderson on his lap.

When I gave our house to Bill and Emily, I explained to Anderson that we
were not going to be using it much, and Bill and Emily had three little kids in a
tent, next to us. A saga with Stewart Stephens followed….which I have published.
Visiting Anderson late in his life, in Moose Factory Indian Hospital. He got
wet eyes when he first saw me. He described the location of gold on Charlton
Island, as a gift to me that I was too emotional to remember. Some years after, I
told Chief Billy Diamond, who said they had checked the area for minerals.
Jean and Charlie Morrison
In 1963, as a stranger in the Moose Factory store, I noticed that people
were pretty quiet and avoided eye contact with me. I attributed this to Cree
reticence. This was what made me surprised when a middle-aged woman, in the
store when I was getting a few groceries, saw me choose a partly crushed loaf of
bread. She said, “Why don’t you take a good loaf? You are paying enough for it.”
I was surprised to be spoken to and took a good loaf instead. The stranger turned
out to be Jean. Reticence was not her style, and blunt honesty was.
She and Charlie were different. She was at ease with gossiping, criticizing
and even mocking people, even including Charlie. He was the gentle and affable
good guy. Her father was manager at Mistassini (who? Glenn Spears?) and when
she and Charlie were married (ca. 1950?), he gave them the cost of a hotel room,
-- a cheap goodbye/wedding present.
I suppose I met her through Charlie, and I suppose I met Charlie through
Robert Martin, principal of the school at Horden Hall. Charlie drove the school
bus, giving people a friendly wave as he went by. His own vehicle was a pickup
truck – an old Chev I believe – and we got rides in the back. Bruce was just a kid,
then. We never did see much of Bruce.
I don’t recall how we got invited to stay over in their home, but we did,
several times, in the 1960s.
Charlie (or maybe it was Robert Martin?) invited me to canoe upriver with
him to sign up a kid for residential school. The young boy was living at the
reserve with an old man, who will be living alone when the kid leaves. Charlie
leans on the door jamb to chat with the old man, and amiably persuades him to
sign. I feel sad for the old man.

They have a colour TV and so we feel that when Moose Factory Crees have
it, it’s time for us to upgrade from our black and white.
He had the job of keeping the ice at the curling rink, but apparently he was
not welcome to play. When I asked about this, there was uncomfortable silence.
In 1969, Gerti and I stayed at their place, en route to Fort George. Gertz
went to a party and met John Murdoch. Gertz had been teasing me in a
flirtatious way, and I complained to Jean but she offered no comment. John
Murdoch filled the bill.
Jean mentions rape in a sort of humourous deflection, as someone she
knows mispronounces it “rap”. Maybe the humour is a way of dissociating
herself from the trauma. I believe that, in her youth, she was raped at Mistassini.
Jean chides Charlie for being a sissy after a tooth extraction. Then it turns
out that a piece of the tooth is still there, festering. His complaints were fair.
On the way home from Ft. George, I was having a cup of tea in Jean’s
kitchen, when a young man came in. He was a bit drunk, and sat down and
asked if she remembered him. He told her he was number ?? (when Jean was a
child care worker in the Horden Hall residence). He has just had a fight with his
father and has lost his job at the HBC store. His father was a drinker and
abusive. They live in Tent City. He turns to me and asks, “What do you think?” I
told him, “I think you are a nice guy, but you are spoiling yourself.” He replied,
“I will never forget that.” When I repeated this to Gertz, on the train going south,
she teared up. Jean had commented that the number of kids she was responsible
for as a child care worker was too many. I don’t know whether she remembered
him. Gertz did.
Sometime in the 1970s, Jean grew weary of so many people taking
advantage of her hospitality, so that when I saw her and suggested I could drop
by for a cup of tea, she said, “that would be just right.”
She applied for Status, and for membership in MoCreebec, with some
discomfort. MoCreebec was actively recruiting, so Jean was asked and had to
make the decision. Did she see herself as an off-reserve Cree? I think so. But she
was probably not too keen on being categorized. Her mom was Cree but her
father was not. She and Charlie lived off-reserve and off-government benefits.
Bruce had fairly upscale administrative jobs and a big house in Moosonee.

Some time after Charlie died, she moved into a retirement home in
Timmins. John Long and I went to visit her, and she welcomed us with the
cheerful truth that we would probably not get to the point of a second visit. Her
roommate was a non-Native woman with a large ego and flamboyant clothing,
and Jean didn’t care much for her. Same old Jean.

A New Paradigm
Bill Dandie
I now realize and accept that the experiences which I classified as
coincidences (meaningful ?) were in fact the unconscious speaking to me. I
intend to re-visit the occurrences which led me to write “Ode to the Lily of the
Incas” and to “paint” the three stages of the seven day life of my beloved flower.
On occasion, I’m prone to glance up at my book shelf and am drawn to examine
a generally forgotten text, which in this case was a treatise on Carl Jung’s
Typology. The salient part dealt with “Active Imagination” which, regrettably, I
heretofore had not clearly comprehended.
“Active imagination conveys the sense that the conscious individual is
actually working with the unconscious. Jung also describes active
imagination as “this little matter of living in a metaphor” or “dreaming
with your eyes open”…. Jung also suggests drawing, painting, sculpting or
dance as other possible ways to creatively give form and relate to the
unconsciousness.”
Little did I know that my involvement in Carrie Seidman’s “FACEing MENTAL
ILLNESS: The Art of Acceptance” project might have anything to do with “active
imagination”. Looking back, I can now understand that what I thought was “this
happened, and then, that happened” was my unconscious and the collective
unconscious working with or through me.
Unfortunately because of the updating of my ancient computer, I lost all
the contents of my documents and will attempt to duplicate what I imagine was
entitled:
“COINCIDENCE + NECESSITY = CREATIVITY”
I attended a Jung Society symposium dealing with depth psychology which
consisted of 4 weekly sessions. Had I had my present understanding of active
imagination, I probably would have benefitted more than I did, although the
ultimate result was unexpected and rewarding.
The first three weekly sessions consisted of 1. Viewing paintings of a wild
sea, 3 men in men in bowler hats etcetera, which left me puzzled as to what was

expected of me; 2. Listening to Bollywood Indian music, there may have been
accompanying slides. A reasonably pleasant experience, but not much else. 3.
Watching Ginger Rogers and Fred Astaire dance to wonderful music, again
pleasant, but not much else.
At the fourth session we were to share (I really can’t explain what because
I didn’t understand what I was supposed to do) and accordingly did nothing. I
attended the session imagining that if I was called upon, I would decline to
participate, having not prepared anything. Called upon, I was, and somehow in
the moment without any aforethought shared my fascination with the stages of
life of the Lily of the Incas. I was pleasantly surprised at the reception my
impromptu presentation received, which was very high praise from the
psychiatrist who was leading the group. Other than having a pleasant feeling
over the reception I received, I can’t say that anything more came of the
experience.
I called Carrie concerning “FACEing MENTAL ILLNESS” and she invited
me to attend the next once a month opportunity to participate in her Carter
Foundation supported undertaking. On the first Saturday, in December 2016, I
attended at Herald Tribune’s auditorium in downtown Sarasota, Florida where I
was greeted by Leslie Butterfield, a workshop assistant, who explained to me the
process and encouraged me to participate utilizing the multitude of art supplies
readily at hand.
The morning had great significance for me because the presence of the art
supplies brought to mind my close friend Gordon Turner who was the owner of
The Baobob Tree art gallery in The Village of the Arts in Bradenton Florida.
Gordon had died of brain cancer in October and I had not yet mourned his
death. Thankfully, Leslie listened as I tearfully shared my account of the
precious relationship that Gordon and I were privileged to enjoy. I took a
moment to sketch a childlike depiction of Gordon and left not intending to
return even though Leslie urged me to do so. I had decided that the process was
not for me.
Sometime during December the word “Ode” surfaced into my
consciousness. After consulting a dictionary, I penned:

ODE TO THE LILY OF THE INCAS
i’m in love with you and yet beholden
your short time with me is a magical metaphor for a life welllived
you are an example of the misconception of first
appearances
because the wildness of your supinated leaves and
skewed stems fill me with a sense of a raging storm
and then you emerge
on occasion seeming unlikely to survive
when the you I know

only to quiet my doubts

bursts forth and I’m taught the resilience of life

your unwavering presence epitomizes the essence of NOW
and yet petals do fall, telling me it’s time to move on
thank you my muse

Armed with the “Ode” and a concept of a painting of the beginning, middle and
later stages of my lily’s life, I attended at the January monthly Saturday art
session, and showed Carrie the Ode, and described the intended paintings. My
photograph was taken, after which I painted the three stages of life described
above.
The end result of my effort might fall within Jung’s comments concerning
a painting that comes from active imagination;
“It is not important for the picture to be technically or aesthetically
satisfying, but merely for fantasy to have free play and for the whole thing
to be done a well as possible.”
In March an exhibition of the paintings of all the contributing artists
opened with a grand soiree with music, hors d’ oeuvres and wine at the Selby

Library in Sarasota. My wife, Laura, attended with me and we truly enjoyed
viewing the artwork, the ambience of the crowd, and the wonderful setting.
Do I stop here or muse further? I have acquired the habit of utilizing the
word “imagine” rather than the words “believe” or “think”! And, once again, my
attention was directed to a certain book in my meagre collection by William
James and I’m currently reading a copy of an address he delivered to the
Philosophical Clubs of Yale and Brown Universities in 1896 entitled “The Will to
Believe”. I sense my unconscious is urging me to “leave well enough alone”!

photos in this month’s issue were taken at the Royal Botanical Gardens since its reopening

