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Optimize Medications 
1 out of 4 Canadian adults over the age of 65, takes  at least 10 different types of 
medications. Some medications may no longer be required, while other new 
medications may be needed. Have your health care provider review ALL your 
medications periodically, including prescriptions, over the counter drugs and even 
vitamins and supplements. If unchecked, multiple medicines may interact poorly and 
cause side effects which may lead to frailty – like poor nutrient absorption, confusion, 
dizziness and falls. Find out more about optimizing your medication. 
 
For additional information please access the following link: 
https://www.cfn-nce.ca/frailty-matters/avoid-frailty/optimize-medications/ 

President’s Message:   
 

“Hope is the thing with feathers that perches in the soul – and sings the tunes 
without the words – and never stops at all.” – Emily Dickinson 

Lately, I’ve had cause to consider the subject of hope, a topic that I am wary of tackling. Afterall, 
there are far better thinkers than I, and, of course, there is always the danger that one of my 
readers will conclude, somewhat ironically, that my message is hopeless! So bear with me and 
permit me the folly of giving it a try. 

As an aged observer of people, I think that many people lack hope these days, particularly our 
young people. Who can blame them? The media unrelentingly reminds us of the seemingly 
endless pandemic, cataclysmic climate change, and other threats to humanity. As well, many of us 
as older adults are struggling with the negativity of the news cycle. Some of us have responded by 
not watching or listening to the news any more – or at least by limiting our daily intake. Paul 
Simon perhaps said it best when he sang,  

“I can gather all the news I need on the weather report/Hey, I’ve got nothing to do today but smile,” but even the 
weather news gives us little to smile about these days. As I write, another “atmospheric river” (the hottest phrase of 
2021!) is approaching the already beleaguered lower mainland of BC. Some of our own children struggle with a 
possible decision about having children of their own; how many of us have heard one of them say, “Who would want 
to bring a child into this world?” Our grandchildren’s generation are heard wondering out loud if they will have a 
future. 

In case you are tempted to stop reading at this point after I have reminded you of everything you already know about 
our apparently questionable future, let me get to the point. As Canadian writer Margaret Laurence said in an 
interview many years ago, it may be difficult to be optimistic about the future, but you can’t live without hope. Our 
children and grandchildren need us to provide hope for the future, the kind of hope that will allow our brightest 
minds to solve some of these problems that humanity faces. As retired educators and RTO members, there is no one 
better than each of us to help our children face the future with the hope that we can work together to solve our 
problems. RTO was founded by members like us, hoping to improve the quality of life for retired educators – and they 
have done so. We need to tell our children and grandchildren the stories that will remind us and them that this is not 
the first time that the world has had to deal with issues that threaten our continued existence. As Canadian poet 
Leonard Cohen wrote, “There is a crack, a crack in everything/that’s how the  light gets in.”  May I remind you that 
this is the season of light and the season of hope. May your lives be filled with light and hope.    - Gerry Watts 

https://www.cfn-nce.ca/frailty-matters/avoid-frailty/optimize-medications/


The Unimagined Life: A Retrospective 

by Wendy Russell-Sheppard 
 

During this festive season, let’s consider the gift of story. 

My teaching career began in the early seventies, in the senior elementary school I had attended.  
I soon learned that each day with my grade 8 homeroom class would be an adventure. My 
students were as old as fifteen. I was twenty-one: no generation gap there. I could work with that. 

That autumn, an over-sized cauldron on a hot plate held pride of place at the front of our 
classroom. It percolated to overflowing, at the most inopportune times, with some purple 
concoction we used to create our own tie-dyed t-shirts. 

Several of my former teachers were now professional colleagues. This situation proved to be a little trickier. Imagine my 
indignation at being yelled at by one of these venerable ladies. My crime? Being in the upstairs hall at recess. I guess my 
red plaid mini-skirt and shag haircut made me look a lot like my students. There was the day one of my girls confided she 
thought she might be pregnant, the day my wallet was stolen from the bottom drawer of my desk—rookie mistake to store 
it there, and the moment I was told, in no uncertain terms, that my prized Mickey Mouse watch “sucked”.    

Nobody taught me or even mentioned  any of this in Teachers’ College. My students were from a working-class community, 
trending toward a welfare neighbourhood. I grew up there, so understood first-hand that community needs far outweighed 
available resources. I understood that, for some, school was the best and safest place to be. 

When December rolled around, we had an important discussion. What did we want to do for a class Christmas party? There 
would be a school dance, but we wanted something just for us. The notion of a student gift exchange was abandoned for 
what I imagined were financial reasons. I was wrong. They wanted to give, not get.We divided up into working groups for a 
Kids’ Christmas Extravaganza. The idea was to invite all the preschool siblings and classmates for an afternoon of games 
and snacks. Then a surprise visit from Santa, to our fully-decorated classroom. My job was to create and duplicate the 
invitation.  Ahh—the alcoholic fog emanating from the Ditto Machine in the unventilated work room made my head spin as 
I cranked out copy after copy.... Were they in colour? Indeed, they were—blue print, red and green artwork on light green 
paper. You may remember that precious stash of coloured stencils in the back of your own filing cabinet. 

The classroom crackled with excitement that day. We spent the morning transforming our space into a festive wonderland. 
When my students returned after lunch, I barely recognized them. I don’t know what I expected, but they were all decked 
out in their holiday finery, cameras in hand. They gently guided our guests into the celebration. The preschoolers were 
beyond adorable, all gussied up, crooked bowties and flouncy hair ribbons included 

All decked out, looking for a tiny treasure in a miniature stocking knitted by Nana. 

The games and snacks were a hit. Then, the anticipation of Santa’s visit reached a crescendo and 
burst like a balloon full of confetti. Everyone took a seat on the floor in a circle and heard a faint 
“Ho, Ho, Ho!”. Heads and eyes swivelled this way and that. Where was Santa? Nobody told me 
about this part ahead of time. At some point, somehow, Santa had snuck into the room and 
positioned himself up inside a large chimney column near the classroom door. It was an accessible 
holdover from a bygone era of heating stoves. He let out another “Ho, Ho, Ho!” as he literally came 
down the chimney with his sack of goodies, his beard mostly on straight. To say the crowd went wild 
is an understatement. That’s when I started to cry. 

Memories of gift-giving and the final good-byes for the holidays are a blur, but what I do remember 
is the selflessness and ingenuity of these amazing human beings. I had the privilege to learn more 
from them than I taught: an unimagined, lifelong gift. 

Stories like these make my heart bloom, make me feel young again. They help me remember I made a difference in some 
students’ lives. They make me feel connected to them all over again. Remembering allows me to reclaim precious 
moments. These stories are gifts I give to myself, and now, to you.  

If you feel the pull toward oral or written story-telling, let’s take a step along this path 

together—no judgements, no expectations—simply an opportunity to feel a deeper 

connection through a story-telling group. “Memoirs in the Making”?  Hmmm. . . . if 

you are  interested in the creative process behind writing a memoir or composing a  

personal narrative please consider participating in this  story group. Come on in and 

join us.  Please contact me:  wendy.russell-sheppard@hotmail.com  



RTOERO District 19 presented the Alzheimer 
Society of Hastings-Prince Edward a $2500 
cheque on November 15 th.  The grant, 
received from the RTOERO Community 
Grants and Scholarship Committee, will 
provide continued financial support for the 
training of dedicated volunteers to lead and 
expand the local Dementia Friendly 
Communities program. L-R: Angela Meraw 
(Alzheimer Society), Jennifer Loner 
(Alzheimer Society), Marg Werkhoven 
(District 19 RTOERO Executive), Gerry Watts 
(President, District 19 RTOERO), and David 
Fox (District 19 RTOERO Executive).    

CARE FOR THE VULNERABLE AMONG US 
 

The winter edition of the RTOERO Magazine renaissance features a powerful four-page article on Elder Abuse, 
the “invisible epidemic.” Laura MacGugan a coordinator with Prince Edward Community Care for Seniors and  
Marg Werkhoven, District 19 member, facilitated a virtual workshop on Elder Abuse in the Context of Dementia 
in late November in partnership with NICE (National Initiative on the Care of the Elderly). As part of that 
workshop, they shared a list of local and provincial resources for those experiencing abuse. That list is provided 
below for our members’ information.  
 

When Support is needed because of suspected abuse: 

Local  

• Alzheimer Society Picton – 613-476-2085 
• Adult Day Services – 613-476-8799 
• Hospice Prince Edward – 613-645-4040 
• Alternatives for Women – 613-476-4435 
• Grace Inn Shelter (Belleville) – 613-966-2898 
• Seniors Safety Line (SSL) - 1-866-299-1011 
• Community Care for Seniors – 613-476-7493 
• Community Care South Hastings (Belleville) – 613-969-0130 
• VON Trenton – 613-392-4181 
  Fem’aide (for French-speaking women in Ontario)  1-877-336-2433 

For Support Throughout  Ontario 

• Seniors Safety Line (SSL) - 1-866-299-1011 
• Ontario Caregiver Hotline – 1-833-416-2273 (CARE) 
 Canadian Hospice Palliative Care Association – 1-800-668-2785 
• Caregiving Matters – 905 939 2931 
• 211 Ontario (Ontario services referral) – 2-1-1 
• Advocacy Centre for the Elderly (ACE) - 1-855-598-2656 
• Alzheimer Society of Ontario (ASO) - 1-800-879-4226 
• Assaulted Women’s Helpline (AWHL) - 1-866-863-0511 



Recently, someone asked why I was so interested in learning. It prompted this childhood 
memory. I once complained to my mother that I was bored and had nothing to do. She gave 
me some advice that I remember to this day. She said the world was so full of 
wonderful things to see, do, learn and that even should I live a long life I could only hope to 
experience a small portion of my potential. There was not enough time to ever be bored!  
Incidentally at the age of ninety, I think she was right. I am still happy to learn and do things 
for the first time!  

There were a few teachers in the family. So, it was no surprise to anyone  that I should decide 
to attend teacher’s college. Mother had taken teacher training at MacDonald College, Ste. Anne de Bellevue, Quebec. 
Why did I choose Ottawa Normal School? Perhaps at age eighteen that seemed like an adventure. Or perhaps it was 
because my best friend would also attend the Ottawa school. 
 

Summer 1950 was an exciting time! At nineteen and newly graduated from Ottawa Normal School I looked forward to 
teaching in Ontario. In Ontario of the 1950s there was a shortage of teachers. School boards filled Toronto papers 
with ads. I answered many of those ads. The only response came from Bancroft. Obviously they were desperate. They 
were willing to accept someone with a Quebec address. Later, that fall, in Bancroft, I would hear comments made 
about me.  It was said that I spoke English quite well! By then I understood that many people living in Ontario had 
either no knowledge or no interest in the anglophones of Quebec. I quite honestly think that is still true today! For the 
princely sum of $1800.00 per year I set off from Brownsburg, Quebec for Bancroft, Ontario.   

Highway 7 seemed endless. The country north of Madoc showed bush, swamps and beaver ponds.  Had I made a good 
choice? Bancroft looked like an old western town as many of the stores had false fronts.  We reached the home of 
Harry and Ella Price, now the site of No Frills. Harry was editor of the Bancroft Times. I would board with the Prices for 
two years. The first day of school found me facing a Grade 3/4 class. On reading the names one stood out. This is 
interesting - a French family here? I asked Bob Marois to stand. Silence! No one moved! Finally, one bright boy 
realizing there was only one Bob in the room asked, “Do you mean Bob Morway?” Wow! I had never heard Marois 
pronounced that way before. I quickly conformed to the new pronunciation. It was the first of many lessons that class 
would teach me that year. 

I had shipped an unbelievably heavy wooden trunk of teaching books by rail addressed to M.R. Morrison, Bancroft, 
Ontario. On arrival at the station it was assumed to belong to a Mr. Morrison, a well 
known high school teacher. I am sure he was less than pleased to see a trunk appear on 
his doorstep. Eventually it was learned that there was another Morrison now in town. By 
the time the men lugging my trunk found me, they were not pleased. A less than happy 
introduction to the new teacher in town!  

Life in the remote village of Bancroft, Ontario came as a bit of a shock. I had been used 
to shopping or going to  a movie or a play in Montreal which was only an hour away 
from my home in Brownsburg. As time passed I grew to love North Hastings - its scenery, 
its history, its people. 

 

Left: Marjorie Wilson 2018 in her Shop of Antique Clocks 
Marjorie is a first time contributor to the Chronicle 

Martha Bates Dorothy Brooks Donna Edwards 

Suzanne Everett Birdie Hawkins  

In Memoriam  October - November 2021 

RTOERO District 19 honours our members who passed away. 

My Early Days in Bancroft    

by Marjorie Ruth Wilson (nee Morrison)                       

Ms M.R. Morrison 
1951 

 

 



As retired teachers, we are like everyone else: we have selective recall. Perhaps we 
remember the nitty-gritty busy pace of our day-to-day working lives: prep, in-class time, 
extracurricular activities, report cards, and so on. Of our involvement in the labour 
movement, we maybe recall the defining moments: the December 18, 1973 one-day strike 
earning Ontario teachers the right to strike, the autumn 1997 two-week strike against the 
Mike Harris Common Sense Revolution cuts to education and (perhaps) the 2019-2020 
rotating strikes against the Doug Ford government’s proposed cuts to education and limit on 
salary increases. 

Andy Hanson, in his newly published book, Class Action: How Ontario’s Elementary Teachers Became a Political Force, fills 
in the blanks and connects the dots, reminding us of the intervening events and providing context to the whole, as he 
outlines how Ontario teachers, and elementary teachers in particular, rose to the forefront of resistance to neoliberalism in 
education. 

Along the way, he provides insight into the differing agendas of the two gender-based elementary teachers’ unions, FWTAO 
(Federation of Women Teachers’ Associations of Ontario) and OPSTF (Ontario Public School Teachers’ Federation) plus the 
united agenda of ETFO (Elementary Teachers’ Federation of Ontario), formed in 1998. He clearly states his point of view on 
page XIV of the preface: “This study holds a labour feminist lens, asking who performs the work, who 
has the power, who benefits, and where the contradictions are.” 

Class Action is a detailed, yet very readable account of this important part of the evolution of the labour 
movement in Ontario. We have been a part of this process. It is gratifying to read of our participation, 
documented by one of our own. 

Andy Hanson retired from a teaching career with the Hastings Prince Edward District School Board to 
move to Toronto and write labour history. He earned his PhD in Canadian Studies at Trent University  
in 2013. 

Self Discovery– One's Greatest Unfinished Work 

Andy Hanson 

By the time I retired in June 2010, I had already spent 7 years working on my PhD at Trent 
University. I had got into it to research the history of the FWTAO and the OPSTF. Three years later, 
I graduated with a very bulky academic dissertation under my arm. Now it needed to become a 
book if teachers were going to read it. I had no idea that this new project would consume my life 
and radically change my identity. As the saying goes, I would by necessity or accident or both,  
reinvent myself. 

I settled down to turn my dissertation into a non-academic work and when that was done, I sent it off to a publisher. It was 
rejected. I approached a second publisher who agreed to consider the manuscript if I rewrote it –  I did. Then they decided 
it needed to be totally reorganized. I rewrote it again. Each version getting shorter and tighter. In the end, that publisher 
decided they didn’t want it. Rejected again. 

What I hadn’t anticipated was that sitting down to write every day was turning me into a writer. At one point, I was 
introduced to someone at a party, and they asked me what I did. I said, “I’m a writer, a historian.” That shocked me – 
where was the retired teacher? After that, I started calling myself a writer. It felt awkward and strange at first, but after a 
while it fit. I was writing, so naturally I was a writer. 

Finally, a publisher agreed to take my book, but only if I rewrote it and shortened its length. Two rewrites later, the book 
was deemed acceptable. Between the Lines publishing in Toronto, to whom I am forever indebted, printed the book. I 
thought, finally, I can call myself a published writer. But the writing fates were not done with me yet. 

A few days after the book came out, I walked into my local bookstore and asked if they had Class Action. The woman at the 
counter looked it up and there it was. I told her, I had written it, a bit of bragging I felt I was entitled to. Then, she called 
into the back room and asked the person there to cover the front counter while she “talked to an author.” I was awestruck. 
In all my time writing, I had never thought of myself as an “author.” But now I had a published book, which is what authors 
do. In that moment, the retired teacher stepped to the back and the author stepped forward. 

Andy is another first time contributor to the Chronicle. 



Today we mourn the passing of a beloved old friend, Common Sense, who has been with us for 
many years. No one knows for sure how old he was, since his birth records were long ago lost 
in bureaucratic red tape. 
  

He will be remembered as having cultivated such valuable lessons as: 

- Knowing when to come in out of the rain; 
- Why the early bird gets the worm; 
- Life isn't always fair; 
- And maybe it was my fault. 
 

Common Sense lived by simple, sound financial policies (don't spend more than you can earn) and the reliable 
tandem, that if you are in charge you are also by default, responsible. Their  health began to deteriorate when a 
student was suspended  for using mouthwash after lunch; and worsened when a teacher was fired for 
reprimanding an unruly student. Common Sense lost the will to live as the churches became businesses; and 
criminals received better treatment than their victims. Common Sense took a beating when you couldn't defend 
yourself from a burglar in your own home as the burglar could sue you for assault.  
 

Common Sense was preceded in death: 
- by his parents, Truth and Trust, 
- by his wife, Discretion, 
- by his daughter, Responsibility, 
- and by his son, Reason. 

  
 

Not many attended his funeral because so few realized he was gone. If you still remember him, pass this on.   
If not, join the majority and do nothing. 

Top Three Reasons Why People Don’t Get their Hearing Checked  

(and Why They Should!)    

Hearing loss has been linked to social isolation, depression, and other conditions. Treatment could help 
address other concerns in your life that you never even thought were connected. 
Here are the top three reasons adults avoid getting their hearing checked and why they should: 
1. I’m too young. Although hearing loss is linked to aging, it can also be hereditary or brought on by 
damage to the ear. If you suspect you have hearing loss, don’t let your age prevent you from getting your 
hearing tested. 
2. I can hear just fine. Early signs of hearing loss can often be ignored by turning up the volume, leaning in 
to hear a conversation, or asking others to repeat themselves. But if others are noticing your hearing 
impairment, or if others around you don’t respond to noise the same way you do, you should consider getting your hearing 
checked. 
3. I can’t afford hearing aids. Although hearing aids can be expensive, hearing aid providers have payment plans to help you 
relieve financial concerns. The RTOERO coverage is found in our Insurance Plan Booklet and states that members are 
covered up to 80% “to a limit of $1,100 per insured person in any three consecutive calendar years,” and for “one hearing 
test to a limit of $75 per insured person per calendar year.”         (Adapted from RTOERO Liaison and a Hearing Life article) 

He is survived by his 5 stepchildren: 
- I Know My Rights 
- I Want It Now 
- Someone Else Is To Blame 
- I'm A Victim 
- Pay me for Doing Nothing 

Editor’s Note: Members of the ‘Chronicle-Community’ are invited to submit personal narratives, 
reflections or stories of about 500 words for the enjoyment of our readership. Please send to 
Mike:  email     walsmich@gmail.com 


