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NOTES from KAREN 
    Over the past 10 years I have had the privilege of building our MV Hospice volunteer pool and establish the volunteer 
role throughout Madawaska Valley. And yes it has been 10 years since the initial work was done to plan the volunteer 
training program. Many of you have been with us almost that long. I have been astounded by the wide range of skills, the 
generosity, the willingness and compassion of those who have taken the volunteer training and have given of themselves 
to our community. Our volunteers and what they have done has given MV Hospice the highly positive reputation it current-
ly has.  

2020 is going to long be remembered as the COVID physical distancing year. I have learned a lot this past year. Now I often 
forget that I am wearing a mask and I know I can communicate acceptance and compassion with my eyes the same way I 
see fear or loneliness in a patients eyes. And I have learned that volunteers can be very creative. They can be present and 
listen over the telephone. They can visit outside instead of in the home. And the volunteers heart remains steadfast to our 
program providing support and being ambassadors when they cannot physically provide assistance. With the arrival of the 
COVID 19 vaccination our outlook for 2021 is much improved. And so it is with renewed interest that MV Hospice is looking 
at preparing our volunteers to face the new reality of how we can provide similar and improved volunteer support to Mad-
awaska Valley.  

Our first and most crucial task is to build stronger community teams and by community teams I also include bereavement 
teams, Valley Manor, TT, Hospice and Champlain Gardens (New name for Water Tower Lodge). To do this we need to DE-
VELOP A SHARED VISION. Normally I would like to get together in a room and brainstorm. Everyone throwing our ideas of 
their vision of how our community teams would look and how they can be organized and led. Perhaps in the COVID world 
we can start an e mail and reply all as we share our ideas. Those without e mail we can print the conversation after a week 
and mail it out for you to add your thoughts. 

The second step is to refresh our hospice education program. For those that attended training 5 to 9 years ago why not see 
what the On line Hospice Palliative Care Ontario Volunteer Training Program is like. A refresher may be just what you are 
looking for to renew interest and confidence in volunteering.  Contact Lisa at hubersl@sfmhosp.com and she can set it up 
for you. 

The third step would be to develop our Team Leader role and recruit and empower more Team Leaders. We have a very 
large pool of volunteers who have worked in many professions in leadership capacities. The skill required of a Team Leader 
is to: “Organize things within a group.” We are planning a Team Leader Training Session in March to help you gain confi-
dence and capability in the role. If you are good at organizing let me know wagnerk@sfmhosp.com. Don’t be surprised if I 
give you a call I can see many volunteers with terrific leadership skills.  As always I look forward to seeing what the future 

holds for us.                     Karen 

IN PRAISE OF MV HOSPICE VOLUNTEERS 

“I just so much appreciate all of you at MV Hospice.  All the volunteers are just wonderful.  We are very 

grateful to hospice not only for my husband but for all of us.  We are most lucky to have the hospice in our 

town.”   Annice Pratt 

“Our family cannot thank you enough for caring.  We really appreciate your services and like the idea that 

you will be staying in touch with me after my husband’s death. “  A.C. 

“All of you at hospice are wonderful people.  I feel so  grateful for all you have done for me and my family.  

We should all be so grateful for your service in our community.”  P.L. 

 



In order to move forward we need to look back and remember why we chose to volunteer 
with MV Hospice Palliative Care—Volunteers Remember…. 

She lifted my hand and kissed it 

What a wonderful feeling of gratitude I experienced while visiting a lady in the hos-
pital!  She appeared unresponsive.  Knowing she was nearing the end of life I held 
her hand and told her I’d pray the Chaplet of the Divine Mercy. (a prayer said near-
ing the end of life) As I began praying she lifted my hand and kissed it. With tears in 
my eyes I continued.  This has been an unforgettable  experience.  I say thank you 
every day for the awe-inspiring experiences hospice volunteering has given me.     
Shirley Etmanskie 

We walk each other home 
I should be old enough by now to know that things often don’t work out the way I imagine.  Most of the time, 
I am pleasantly surprised that they don’t.  When I took my volunteer training in November 2019 with Mada-
waska Valley Hospice Palliative Care, I had no intention of becoming a volunteer at the hospice.  I thought it 
would be very interesting and I could use what I learned when I do become a volunteer for a long term care 
home.  I was imagining myself volunteering for the home where my father and mother-in-law resided for 
more than two years, helping feed, keep company with, and wheel around in the garden the many clients 
who reside there.  But no, not volunteering at the hospice. 
     I know the main reason I did not want to volunteer at the hospice was because I was afraid.  Will I know 
what to do when someone dies? Will I know how to answer questions from a family member? How comfort-
able will I be with being present with people facing their death or the death of a family member. 
     Still, I decided to join the Therapeutic Touch Team and was ready to volunteer in people’s homes.  When 
Covid came all of my imagining fell through and I found myself trying a shift in the hospice apartment instead. 
To my surprise and delight, I realized that I loved it.  It felt so easy being there for other people.  I felt com-
fortable assisting in providing physical care for the clients. There was nothing special to say, except answer to 
the needs of the moment.  I enjoyed being able to contribute, if only a presence to the amazing transition 
that death represents for individuals and their families.  I quickly came to understand that one of the re-
wards, beside supporting people, was the peace and joy I feel when all other preoccupations fall away and I 
am left with the essential: the moment. 
     But the rewards do not end there.  I find myself being part of a greater whole comprised of staff and other 
volunteers working towards a common goal, learning to be of service in our communities.  I had missed that 
feeling since being retired without even being aware of the loss.  As expressed by Ram Dass, “ we walk each 
other home “ in the so many ways that are necessary for our individual and collective well being.  I might still 
end up wheeling people around in the garden of a long term care home but meanwhile, may I continue being 
surprised by the gifts we give each other as clients, volunteers and staff of MVHPC.          Diane Veilleux 

She was beautiful 

Sitting at the bedside of an elderly lady a few days before her death, I became part of her life for a very short 
time. During these few hours I cared for her by holding her hand, combing her hair ,arranging her blankets, 
offered her ice chips and moistened her lips. As I held her hand and watched her sleep it reminded me of how 
I used to love being with my babies as they slept. She was beautiful. Did my small contribution make a differ-
ence in her life. I believe it did.  

Anne-Marie Moore 



We as volunteers meet them where they are 

     Volunteering for Hospice is different from any other volunteering I have done. I think the main reason is that there are no 

commonalities amongst the situations. I am called upon to sit with someone whose life is ending. I discovered I had certain 

expectations of someone who is dying. For example, I always thought people in the last year of their lives would be cold all the 

time. But in this home, I was dressed up really warmly in a vest and sweater,  and she was in her nightgown perfectly warm. I 

checked! I couldn’t believe it! We both laughed. I always thought people would have given up coffee long ago. But she loved 

her coffee, and asked me for cup after cup. So I was taught again to take each person as they come. 

     I visited another lady who had Alzheimers. I expected that she wouldn’t remember me each week, and that was true. I in-

troduced myself every week as if it were the first time. But this didn’t stop me from being so surprised when I found out that 

her newfound friend in the home was actually her neighbour in her small town for the last 25 years. And that the picture she 

told me was of her father was actually her husband. We can’t have expectations. We take people as they are at that moment, 

and try and make the hour a happy one. 

     I once commented to a lady in hospice that I was so impressed at how cheerful 

and gracious she was, even though she was in pain. Her whole face lit up. Un-

wittingly, I had said something that was supremely important to her. 

I remember sitting in the dining room in the Hospice, listening to a grieving son 

telling me the whole story of his father’s illness. It was important to him to talk 

about it and for someone to listen. But I remember another time, when a brother 

would not let the sister and I talk about the coming death of their brother. He shut 

the whole conversation down.     

     Every person faces death differently, and we as volunteers meet them where 

they are.     Rachel McCrea 

Volunteers Remember  

The warmth of the human voice filling the room 
 
“Music and Rhythm find their way into the secret places of the soul”.  (Plato) This is one of 
many quotes about the power of music.  Throughout my life music has always had an im-
pact.  It helped me learn, supported me through tough times and of course through times 
of celebration.  Fortunately music could accompany me into my volunteer role in hospice.   
 
Sitting with someone who is completing their journey here on earth can be full of uncer-
tainty.  I’ve been fortunate in many of my visits to get to know a person and their family, 
and to learn that music is a language that is also an important part of their lives. 
I have many wonderful memories of singing to someone as they transition.  My mother 
and father included.   
 

  Another lady who was close to me allowed me the honour to be with her and her daughter in her final days.  Her last day at 
WTL the daughter, minister and I celebrated her life by singing all the old favourites.  Hymns, world war songs, Christmas car-
ols. The warmth of the human voice filling the room.  All the while we massaged her arms and legs.  She allowed us the privi-
lege to say goodbye with our shared love of music.   
 
“We’ll meet again, don’t know where, don’t know when, but I know we’ll meet again some sunny day” (Vera Lynne) 
 
Eileen Leslie (MacIntyre)  



Almost three years ago, Karen asked us if we would visit Mark, who was house-bound in The Bay 
with COPD.  We agreed, and one of us would visit him at his home every other week.  Mark was 
over 80 at that time and had led a very interesting life.  He was born to the large family of a one-
handed farmer from Whitney.  Mark was raised there, learning to hunt and fish from an early age.  
By the time he was an adult, he knew every fishing hole and all the local lore.  He was a regular 
Whitney lad.  
  
He worked on the Ottawa River riding logs down the Ottawa from just north of Pembroke to Por-

tage du Fort - incredibly dangerous work!  But like many local young men, he eventually left the area to seek work. He headed 
to Kitchener where he met and married his wife Joy.  They both worked in southern Ontario, Mark as a truck driver, most of 
their working lives. 
  
They returned to our region as retirement approached, bought a house and settled back into the community here, where his 
roots and family were.  Mark was quite a character.  He was a man of few words until you sat down with him across the kitch-
en table and began drinking coffee and playing crib.  Neither Jack nor Bob had played cribbage much but Mark soon had us 
reasonably proficient, though even after two years of play he was still showing us how we could rearrange those cards to earn 
a few more points.  Needless to say, Mark usually whipped us both at crib.  We learned he’d started smoking at age 11 and as 
an adult smoked many packs a day his whole working life.  He’d had a few drinks back in the day, but gave up booze many 
years ago.  We loved to hear hunting, fishing and trapping stories.  Mark had had a trap line at Aylen Lake, where Jack and Bob 
live - we were amazed to learn that there were things he could still teach us about the lake we’d both been living on for years!  
Mark could spin a yarn like many a local lad of his generation and we two visitors were only too happy to listen.   
  
Of course all those years of smoking caught up with him and by the time we knew him, he was under weekly care for COPD.  
But over cards, we both became great friends with Mark, and since we are near neighbours and good friends ourselves, would 
share stories we’d heard and things we’d learned that week as we’d whiled away an afternoon playing cards.  When COVID 
came on the scene, we would still meet when weather permitted, Mark at his Kitchen table, and one of us standing a safe dis-
tance, away, separated by his screen door.  Sometimes he would want to sit outside under the car port while we were sitting 
on lawn chairs out in the yard.  On bad days we would sit in our car while Mark sat on the porch having a good laugh and 
coffee from Tims. 
 
His wife Joy is a lovely person as well.  She would often stay for a while and have a coffee and a chin wag with us.  Mark had 
many trips to hospital while we knew him, but then one day he was admitted for the final time.  Joy told us he knew the end 
was near but he refused to be air-lifted to Ottawa.  He wanted his final hours to be spent at St Francis in The Bay where he 
passed away soon after.  Damn that COVID!  No service, no funeral.  Mark did request to have his ashes scattered beside a 
small creek somewhere in the area.  
 
People just disappear these days, but Mark will not soon be forgotten by two Hospice guys from Aylen Lake.  We both sure 
miss him.   Jack Conners and Bob Ogilvie. 

Volunteers Remember 

Madawaska Valley Hospice Palliative Care  (MVHPC) is pleased to offer a FREE 6-

week Grief Support Group for anyone who has experienced the death of a special 

person.  We will provide you with a safe, confidential, and non-judgmental place 

to:  talk about your loss experience, share memories of your special person who 

died, and discuss grief related concerns.   

 

First session  will be on Feb. 26th.  For more information and to register, please 

call 613-756-3045, ext. 350 

MV Hospice Offers 6-Week Grief Support Group  

Grief is like a snowflake…

sometimes it comes one flake at 

a time; other times it comes like 

a blizzard.  It melts away, but it 

always comes back.  Just as each 

snow flake is unique, each per-

son experiences grief in their 

own unique way. Julie Cook 


