
WORDS FROM TAMARA 
by Tamara O’Brien

Being at an elite level in a sport called double 
mini trampoline was a goal and dream of mine I 
was able to achieve. I had friends and athletes 
know me by name and always routed for my 
success. Unfortunately with a stage IV metastatic 
melanoma diagnosis at 21, my career became 
a lot shorter than expected. Not that I had any 
actual kind of fan base, but I miss being the 
person people knew and could look up to. To 
be a part of a community I was involved with for 
so long is something that I miss so deeply. It’s 
been so hard coming to terms with the fact that 
it’s gone. Not that the people are gone, but the 
competing and being out on the floor part has 
gone. 

I was so lucky this summer to have gone on a 
healing retreat with Callanish to deal with stuff 
I’ve never been able to deal with before. And 
gymnastics was a big loss I had to face and  
deal with. The experience was really hard, and  
at times I didn’t want to share. I didn’t want to 
push myself but I knew I had to, and that if ever 
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WORDS FROM JANIE 
Janie Brown, Executive Director

Each person is born with  
an unencumbered spot

free of expectation and regret,
free of ambition and worry

an umbilical spot of grace…

Mark Nepo, The Book of Awakening

On October 16, 2018 we welcomed a Callanish 
newborn into our midst: Mattea Barbara 
Fern Foster, the second daughter of Danielle 
Schroeder, and her husband Kevin. Danielle 
has worked at Callanish for many years as a 
counsellor and leader of our younger adult 
program, and I had the great honour of being on 
the doula team, along with three other Callanish 
friends: Daphne, Gretchen and Andrea. 

When we arrived at Women’s Hospital, the four 
of us set to work setting up ‘sacred’ space just 
as we do at Callanish. We created an altar on 
the hospital tray table, with photos of Danielle’s 
mother and grandmother, candles (sadly they 
had to be battery ones---hospital policy!), the 
handheld crystal bowl our musician Maryliz 

uses on retreat for relaxation, a weaving made 
for the baby by a circle of friends, and music 
speakers for some great playlists for dancing! 
We knew we would likely be at the hospital for 
many hours, so of course we had a multitude of 
good food and beverages, true Callanish style. 
We pushed as much of the overtly ‘medical’ 
equipment out of view and got to work taking 
turns helping Danielle in her labour. As those of 
you who know Danielle might have expected, 
she was a warrior, using her yogic breathing, 
and an array of body positions! No epidural was 
required. Twelve hours later Mattea entered the 
world into a jubilant crowd and a very tired but 
relieved Mom and Dad.

I had been given the job of birth photographer 
and immediately after Mattea landed skin to 
skin on her Mom’s chest I got to watch her little 
face take in the first moments of being in this 
world, through the lens of my camera. That 
hour I spent up close to baby Mattea was one 
of the most meaningful experiences of my life. 
I witnessed this ‘unencumbered spot of grace’ 
that Mark Nepo describes in the quote above. 
Her big bright eyes were mesmerized by light 
and shadow, and the quality of her alertness 
and presence utterly captivated me. She was 
consciousness itself. As Mattea took those first 
breaths, I wondered how many breaths she 
would have in her life, and what her life would 
be like, what experiences would shape her 
over her lifetime, who would she become as a 
person naturally encumbered with “expectation 
and regret, with ambition and worry.?” To meet 
Mattea ‘unencumbered’ was indeed an occasion 
of grace.
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there was a time to heal, it was then. And the 
experience changed my life. The people who are 
involved with Callanish and founded it, changed 
my life. I am forever grateful for the work that 
Callanish provides and gives space for, so that 
people like me can benefit from the suffering we 
face. I have found a lot of strength through the 
work that I did there and that I continue to do. I 
live with more hope now---hope for living my life 
in the best possible way I can. Despite having a 
stage IV cancer, my life is so much richer from 
my diagnosis and I would not change that for 
anything. 

I just came home from an experience that was 
gifted to me from The Forward Foundation. I 
traveled to St. Petersburg, Russia to attend the 
2018 Trampoline World Championships. It was a 
chance for me to say goodbye to the community 
of people I thought I had lost through my cancer 
diagnosis. What I brilliantly learned in the process 
was that this community was never lost. I was 
surprised to learn they are with me and have 
been the whole time. It was a lesson learned 

that it is never goodbye only a ‘see you later.’ 
Community is so important and doesn’t leave you 
just because cancer comes into the picture. In my 
case this made our community of trampolinists 
stronger and that is what I’m most thankful for. 

Read Tamara’s blog about her recent trip to 
Russia: https://tamarakobrien.wordpress.
com/2018/11/12/my-forward-experience/
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A YEAR IN THE CALLANISH 
FAMILY PROGRAM 
by Kathryn Gibbons

In September 2017, my friend Aimee excitedly 
got in-touch with me. Callanish would be starting 
a family group. Would we be in interested in 
participating? Absolutely! Our lives had just been 
turned upside down by my re-diagnosis. Four 
and a half years after my initial diagnosis, the 
breast cancer had spread to my lymph, liver, and 
lungs. I was on chemo and feeling like crap. I 
had anxiety about being with groups of people. 
We had no idea what to expect. The list of 
reasons to not go were endless, but we needed 
to be with others who had some sense of what 
this life was like. 

I was initially diagnosed with stage 2 breast 
cancer two weeks before my daughter Linnea’s 
birth. My son Oliver was two and a half and we 
all spent the next year and a half juggling kids 
with chemotherapy, surgery and radiation. I 
had known Aimee & her daughter Alexa since 
our daughters were infants. They had both 
been breast milk donor recipients & shared that 
special story. At the start of the family group they 
were both four and a half, and didn’t really know 
each other. The fact that Aimee was behind the 
program helped me to get over my anxieties and 
we went to the first meeting in October.

The group would meet monthly. We could swing 
that! The huge bonus of the group was that 
both my husband and I and our two kids could 
attend together. It was truly wrap-around around 
support which is surprisingly revolutionary. And 
we didn’t need to organize babysitting! For the 
first half hour of each group, the families sat 
all together and then we divided into our own 
groups: Oliver and Linnea in their own group 
with the other kids to do meaningful work, while 
my husband and I had our own groups: one for 
the person living with cancer and the other for 
the caregiver/supporter. 

Since we were all able to go together we could 
walk the kids through the shy dance of meeting 
and speaking in a circle with new people. By 
the second meeting, my son Oliver, aged 7, was 

telling me before the meeting what he wanted 
me to share with the circle! By the New Year, 
Alexa and Linnea were goofing around like good 
buddies. By March, we were using a talking stick 
at the dinner table at home, just like in circle. By 
May, Oliver was trying to makes sense of the 
families and figure out which parent had cancer. 
By June, when my cancer had spread to my 
brain & other parents were showing symptoms 
of decline, we were having conversations at 
home about how the uncertainty and unknowns 
are so difficult. All of the families were diverse in 
their makeup. But this was truly the first time we 
had met a group of families who all had a parent 
living with cancer. There is no club for this at 
school! 

By the end of the summer, one year later, we 
were having tough conversations at home 
about a parent from the group dying. Opening 
ourselves to a group like this introduces the 
possibility of loss. I think we were all able to 
accept, discuss and process this in a healthy 
way because of our time spent in the family 
group. We had literally dropped ourselves on 
the couches at Callanish a year earlier at a 
total loss. We had no idea what to say to our 
kids. I now know we are not alone. The music, 
art, and friendship pulls us back to what feels 
like a second home and we are learning to 
communicate as a family about what once felt 
like the impossible conversation.
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Returning this past week from our 92nd retreat, 
with this recent birth experience so close, I 
understood differently what the function of 
healing is. After several days of hard emotional 
work, the retreat participants shed many layers 
of encumbrance that had naturally accumulated 
from the hardships and losses of life, including 
their experiences with cancer. I observed more 
closely the emergence of the ‘unencumbered 
spot of grace’ as each person healed through 
the retreat process. Light emanated from their 
eyes again, like Mattea’s, as the radiance of 

renewed hope and remembered wholeness was 
revealed. 

This is the gift of Callanish—a safe and sacred 
place to shed encumbrances and to begin 
to remember what life feels like when it is 
unencumbered. Joy bubbles to the surface and 
faith is renewed—the trust that life can be lived 
well, regardless of how much sickness resides 
in the body. The experiences of birth and death 
hold either end of these precious and difficult 
lives we live, and I feel truly privileged to be able 
to come so close to this beautiful process of 
reawakening.



SILENCE 
by Aimee Taylor

When my daughter, Alexa, was early 3s, and 
it was just the two of us: single mum with 
wild child, I told her a lie – one of many in my 
parenthood, I’m sure. After a morning of non-
stop talking, I told her that everyone on earth 
had a limit to the amount of words they could 
say in a day, and if you said too many, you’d run 
out and not be able to speak until the following 
morning. She contemplated this for a second 
before starting in on a new story. A few nights 
later, sitting at the dinner table, she rattled on and 
on about something or other, and then paused 
for my response. I put my chin in my hand, 
exhausted, and looked at her silently. “It’s okay, 
Mummy, you can speak. I left some of my words 
for you!”

I thought I craved silence, but I just wanted a little 
peace from full-time toddlerhood. I think I just 
craved adult conversation. 

On the first morning of my first Callanish retreat, 
Janie rang the bowl to mark the beginning of 

our silent period. I had a mild panic as I looked 
around the room at everyone. They all had their 
eyes closed. I felt – and still feel – claustrophobic 
if I do the same. Instead, I look at the floor, the 
crazy-inducing non-symmetrical rug at my feet. 
An ant crawls into view. “Oh thank god, you little 
three-plump-bumped creature… something to 
look at, something to do!” I watched him crawl 
forward, feel something wrong, turn slightly, and 
repeat. 

By the end of that retreat, silence had almost 
become a friend. Two of my retreat mates and 
I drove home together. Nobody spoke. We had 
to pull over five minutes later because all of us 
were too overwhelmed leaving Brew Creek. We 
ran into other retreat participants, who had to do 
the same.

That night, I went to the grocery store, trying to fill 
up the fridge before getting Alexa back after our 
first full week apart. I wandered up and down the 
aisles, aimlessly, taking 40 minutes to round up 
my eight items. Three teenagers walked past me, 
chatting loudly and laughing. I flinched, and then 
started to cry. It wasn’t until I was a block away 
from home that I looked down at my hand and 
realized I was holding the store basket filled with 
the groceries I’d forgotten to pay for. 

But as the retreat days moved further away and 
my toddler was back with her tales, silence again 
began to feel uncomfortable. 

Now, it is my 5-year-old who reminds me: “No 
phones at the table!” It happened this morning, 
as I checked the weather app on my phone to 
make a decision on what she should wear to 
school, as if I couldn’t make an informed decision 

by looking out the window, like I did every day 
of my life before the mass distribution of smart 
phones.

Every day, I come back home from walking Alexa 
to the bus stop, pour a cup of coffee and then 
turn on the TV. Not to watch it, but just for the 
company. To blast the silence. In the car, it’s 
always CBC Radio, even when its topics I don’t 
care about. In the in-between moments, I am on 
my phone constantly – playing word games or 
reading the news. I feel naked without it in my 
reach. I hate this about me. At night, when my 
child and wife are asleep, I’m lonely. I read until 
I fall asleep with the book or my phone dropped 
against my chest. Anything to avoid the silence. 

And yet, I demand it of Alexa. Last night, as I 
threatened to leave her bedroom if she made 
another sound, she ignores me and asks, “What 
country is B-R-A-Z-I-L?” reading her mural-sized 
world map, as I regret my purchase. Maybe she’s 
scared of silence, too. 

In the silence, I think about my death. I feel my 
physical pain. My mind spins. I picture my wife, 
Sher, and Alexa alone in the world without me. 
I think about the friends I’ve lost and the friends 
I am losing. I think about the cringeworthy thing 
I said in 2003. I feel angry. I feel frustrated. I feel 
devastatingly sad. I don’t want to be so close to 
my sadness.

But I know I must. I know I must turn off the 
world more, be in my head, as uncomfortable as 
it may feel. So I come to Callanish circles. And 
that is a start. And low-and-behold, I feel more 
“me” here than most anywhere else.

And all I want to be is me. Spinning head, and all.

TIP A WEE DRAM  
FUNDRAISER FOR CALLANISH
Saturday March 9th, 2019  
Scottish Cultural Centre, Vancouver

Callanish is thrilled to be the solo partner with 
Tip A Wee Dram for the tenth whisky-tasting 

event this coming March. Alan and Shauna 
Jones and their amazing TAWD volunteers are 
working very hard alongside Callanish to make 
this evening a huge success. 

Tickets on sale at www.tipaweedram.org  
Please let your whisky-loving family and friends 
know!

SILENT AUCTION ITEMS NEEDED  
We are looking for donations of items for the 
silent auction: special bottles of whisky, wine or 
other drinks, weekends away, dinners out, spa 
and wellness treatments, special excursions and 
any other creative items that could be auctioned.

Many thanks in advance for your help in ensuring 
Callanish continues to thrive, for the benefit of 
many families living with cancer in our city and 
beyond.

TEAM 
CALLANISH 
RIDES from 
YUKON to 
ALASKA!

Our intrepid cycling team is heading north 
next June 15th, 2019 to ride in the Kluane 
Chilcat International Relay from Haines 
Junction, Yukon, to Haines, Alaska. There 
are a few spaces left on the team so if 
anyone is interested please contact Janie 
for more information: janie@callanish.
org. This will be a fundraiser for Callanish 
and we are so incredibly grateful to the 
generosity of the riders who will fund their 
trip and raise $$ for Callanish.



Special Thanks to: 

Martha Lou Henley for bringing her fresh 
veggies and fruit and goodies for our young 
adult circle every month and for her donation of 
Vancouver concert tickets and more

The Lotte & John Hecht Memorial Foundation 
for their generous scholarship support and 
matching funding 

Michael Luco for providing stunning flowers for 
retreats and city events 

Eva Matsuzaki for writing such beautiful thank 
you cards to our donors. 

Lynn Buhler, Shauna Jones and Nicole 
Trembley for volunteering to wash dishes on 
retreat 

Bill Sutherland for taking such good care of 
our garden and our roof, and along with Buddy 
Sakamoto, Don Matsuzaki and Doug Evans 
helping us with retreat pack-up and clean-up 

Our fabulous baking team of Sherri Silverman, 
Janet Silver, Susan Stine and Karen Hoffman 
for donating their time and the ingredients to 
bake the much-loved Callanish cookies 

Neil Prinsen for driving participants to retreats

Renee Mitchell at Choices market for their 
discount on retreat food shopping 

Suzanne Hong at Granville Island Florists for 
bringing beauty to our retreats through her 
flowers 

Marilyn and Bob Berger for their amazing 
organic peaches for our summer retreat

The Estate of Lesley Quinn for the generous 
donation

Matt McNeil from the Penny Farthering for 
generously hosting our Victoria Fondo wrap up 
dinner

The friends and families of Christine Kunicki, 
Deedi Mitchell, Daphne Morrison, Beverly 
Parrott and Marlene Siemens for their 
generous memorial donations

All the generous support from all the new and 
return donors for our Victoria Fondo fundraiser

We Remember with Love
Michale Asher
Mary Baques
Sue Bridger
Anna Dreger

Dori Gatsenbury
Kristy Leech

Deedi Mitchell
Daphne Morrison

Leslie Quinn
Lorraine Tilson

We send our love and thoughts to the 
family and friends of these  

remarkable people.
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HALOUMI MAKHANI
Paneer makhani, or butter paneer, is a staple in 
America’s Indian restaurants. At Callanish we 
make it with Haloumi Cheese - a firmer cheese 
usually made from a combo of goat, sheep and 
cow milk. We serve it with Brown Rice and maybe 
some flatbread on the side.

The only spice you need for the tomato sauce 
is cinnamon, but the dried fenugreek leaves can 
make a wonderful addition to the sauce

Ingredients
• 2 tbsp unsalted ghee (clarified butter) 
• 1 medium onion, sliced (about 1 cup)
• 1 (3-inch) knob ginger, chopped (about 3 tbl)
• 1/4 jalapeno pepper, sliced (optional)
• 1/4 tsp Sea salt
• 1 (28-ounce) can whole peeled tomatoes
• 1/2 tsp cinnamon
• 1/4 to 1/2 cup heavy cream, to taste (we usually 
substitute coconut milk)
• 2 tbsp crushed fenugreek leaves, toasted 
(optional)
•1 bunch spinach blanched, drained, and 
chopped (or 10 ounces frozen spinach, thawed 
and drained)
• 1 package Haloumi, diced into small cubes
• 1/4 cup chopped fresh cilantro leaves

SPECIAL THANKS TO A 
VOLUNTEER LANA GROVES

I met Lana first when she attended a 
weeklong retreat in the summer of 2015. 
She arrived on retreat laden down with 
the profound grief from the loss of her 
son Andrew, fourteen years previously, 
followed by her own cancer diagnosis. She 

In a medium saucepan, melt butter over medium 
heat, then stir in onions and jalapeno. Sprinkle 
with sea salt and cook, stirring occasionally, until 
onions soften and just begin to take on colour, 
5 to 7 minutes. Add ginger and stir to coat with 
butter and cook additional few minutes.
Add canned tomatoes (breaking them into smaller 
pieces) and cinnamon and cook uncovered, 
stirring occasionally, until sauce is thickened with 
only a little liquid poking through the tomatoes 
and onions, 10 to 15 minutes.
Add cream, and fenugreek if using.
Stir haloumi into sauce and cook 20 - 30 minutes 
to tenderize the haloumi. Add spinach and warm 
through for 5 minutes. Stir in half of cilantro, 
sprinkle with remaining cilantro, and serve.

worked hard on healing herself that week 
and made some long-lasting friends. Lana 
is an inspiration to all of us, as to how to 
carry grief with honour, and also find joy 
in life. We were thrilled to learn that she is 
expecting her first grandchild in March!

Much to our surprise, we learned that 
Lana lives across the road from Callanish 
in Vancouver, on West 10th Ave. She 
looks out at our building from her 4th 
floor apartment. After her retreat, we were 
delighted when Lana began to attend 
several of our programs in the city. We 
now can’t imagine the place without her 
wonderful warm, humorous and caring 
presence. When she offered to help us out 
with admin jobs we were all very happy. 
She pops across the road at short notice 
to help us with all sorts of tasks and we are 
always glad to have her around. Thanks 
Lana for all you do for us. 


