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MESSAGE FROM THE 
PRESIDENT 

 Ramona Jennex 
 

S 
pring is here! It’s been 
a busy winter at 
Tourette Canada and 
many folks have been 

buried under snow and the work of TC.   
 
Now that spring is here, it is my pleasure to see 
all the updates on the numerous initiatives that 
are moving forward thanks to the  
dedication and volunteerism of the people of 
Tourette Canada.  
 
After what seems like a long winter, people are 
ready to get out and enjoy Spring—Trekkers are 
Trekking all across Canada, golfers are teeing 
off in Toronto, Canadian Police Curling 
Championship winners are celebrating their 
fundraising bonspiels in Fredericton, and folks 
are getting trained in CBIT in Ottawa, to name a 
few. (You can learn more about them in this 
article of T Can.) 
 
On behalf of all the Board of Directors, we thank 
you for being a part of Tourette Canada.  We 
look forward your continual support so that 
Tourette Canada can provide most up-to-date 
and reliable support available, deliver programs 
and services, and provide continuing education 
for family, friends and community.  
 

If you have any feedback or suggestions, please 
feel free to contact me as I would love to hear 
from you. I hope everyone feels the hope and  
optimism that comes from this season of renewal 
and enjoys the energy that comes from being a 
part of the Tourette community. 



A 
s I write this I am reminded of how many 
people within this organization have 
made me feel welcome over the past 10 
months. They have demonstrated their 

commitment to the mission and vision of the 
organization as well as played a part in the many 
positive changes to support families and  
individuals across the country. 
 
We have a new and vibrant home office staff that 
are learning their roles and ready to serve the 
Tourette Canada community. Newest to the 
Home Office staff are Members Relations  
Coordinator Vernon Siddayo, working one day 
per week, and Volunteer Coordinator Jaslen  
Noorpori, who will be working closely with all  
affiliates and organizational volunteers and  
Jennifer Neumari, peer support coordinator 
supporting families, individuals and monitor the  
Virtual program. 
 
We have also recently welcomed Barbara  
Charboneau, a new contact representative in  
Williams Lake, BC to our growing national 
network of committed support group members 
and partners. 
 
By working together, many improvements have 
been achieved and I would like to highlight them 
for you here. Organizationally, we have  
decreased our expenses by 42 per cent through a 
careful review of operational costs by leveraging 
existing synergies that support the mandate of 
the organization.  This ongoing review has  
resulted in a 22 per cent increase in revenue.  
 
We completed a successful, yearly organizational 
audit in September 2016 and held our Annual 
General Meeting in November of 2016. At that 
meeting we welcomed our new President 
Ramona Jennex and the incoming Board of  
Directors for 2016-2017.  
 
In collaboration with the Edmonton Chapter, the 
organization held a very successful National  
Conference on Tourette Syndrome+. This 
conference was a tremendous opportunity to 
meet many new families, educators, clinicians 
and guest speakers who shared their talents, 
knowledge and stories with us all. We were 
inspired by international and local leaders as we 

continue to spread awareness of the Syndrome 
by working closely with local community 
representatives across Canada.  
 
Over the holiday season we were able to reach 
out to many supporters who supported our year-
end campaign with their generous seasonal gifts. 
 
Lastly, Tourette Canada is extremely fortunate 
and pleased to host Dr. Douglas Woods, a leader 
in CBIT (Comprehensive Behavioural Intervention 
for TICS) and Tourette . Dr Woods is Dean of the 
Department of Psychology at Marquette  
University in Milwaukee, WI. This unique 
certification opportunity will take place in Ottawa 
on May 6-7 for licensed clinicians including 
Psychologists, Psychiatrists, Physicians, Social 
Workers and other allied health professionals 
licensed to practice independently and who have 
behavioural and clinical expertise. Information 
and registration 
information is available at www.tourette.ca/cbit. 
 
As you can see, the teamwork approach is  
working well at Tourette Canada and by 
supporting our work both with your gifts of time, 
talent and treasure, we can ensure that our work 
will be accomplished, that families will be 
supported, and the that the greater community 
will become more aware of Tourette Syndrome as 
we work  
collectively to decrease the stigma and myths  
attributed to the Syndrome. 
 
As we wrap up our 40th year celebrations, thank 
you all for your dedicated support and level of 
commitment on behalf of Tourette Canada. 
 

MESSAGE FROM THE  
EXECUTIVE DIRECTOR 

 Deborah Thomson 

http://www.tourette.ca/cbit




9TH ANNUAL Trek for Tourette: What Part Will You Play? 
By Janet Rumsey: Chair—Fund Development, Tourette Canada 

 

It  was a bright and cold Sunday afternoon as more and more people showed 
up on Sunday, March 29, 2009, the date of the inaugural Trek for Tourette.   

 
The vision and framework proposed for the Trek was simply that: a vision. The 
event was planned for March because of unpredictable weather—just as Tourette  
Syndrome is unpredictable. Our Tourette community was galvanized and turned 
that  

vision into a reality.  
 
The first Trek for Tourette raised close to $75,000 nationally for Tourette Canada. This was a  
historical success, with the national  
community coming together to raise an incredible 
sum. The momentum sparked a flurry of new  
interest and activity all over Canada, making 2009 
a benchmark year for TS action.  
 
The annual Trek for Tourette is, by all accounts, a 
fun event year after year with wonderful stories 
and pictures from across the country capturing the 
moments shared. It’s now 2017 and donations 
continue to be a significant part of our  
organization’s funding.  
 
On behalf of the Board of Directors, I am chairing 
this year’s National Trek. To ensure our success, I 
am asking for your help.  
 
We have an amazing team of Trek Ambassadors volunteering to organize their local Trek events. In 
partnership with our Home Office staff, our coordinators work to bring trekkers together to act and 
raise our much-needed funds. People across Canada will benefit from your action. There are a few 
ways to help:  
 
 organize a Trek in your area;  
 register for the Trek; or  
 pledge to someone you know who is registered.  
 
We strive to make this event as seamless as possible regardless of how you want to get involved. 
We have an updated Toolkit as our easy ‘how-to guide’ for organizing a Trek. We have updated our 
software through reconnecting with The November Group, ensuring registration and pledging is 
simplified. We have quick and easy ways to participate by spreading your message to rally people 
online so they, too, can show their support for our cause. All you need to do is step up and decide 
how you would like to get involved.  
 
We are excited about the potential we have with this year’s annual event. We have the wheels in  
motion and trending toward another historical year for Tourette Canada. We have a goal set for  
$130 000, but it can only happen if we all do our part.  
 
What part will you play? Happy Trekking!  
 



I 
 was diagnosed 

with Tourette 

Syndrome at the 

age of nine, but 

my mother—who also 

has TS—noticed my 

tics before that, I 

believe at age 7. At 

the time of  

being diagnosed with 

this condition, I’m not 

quite sure what I felt. I’m sure I felt odd, not 

because I had no clue what was in store for 

me, but because I had no idea what this  

disorder was. I remember sitting in the  

doctor’s office completely silent, looking over 

at my mother and seeing her spill tears. I felt 

as if I troubled her with the diagnosis, even 

though I knew that wasn't true. 

She just felt terrible within herself 

that she had passed it on to me.  

My first tics were me shaking my 

hands  

uncontrollably in front of myself 

and jumping up and down until my 

feet and legs were sore. I also 

used to scream dramatically. My 

childhood wasn't what you would 

expect for a young girl. Instead of 

having playdates or playing with 

Barbies, I would scare my friends 

with my terrible anger issues. I 

would have no patience towards 

anything. It would take me forever 

to even get dressed in the morning 

because of my hypersensitivity to 

certain clothes. The medication I was on never 

really made a change I could notice. I tried 

what my mother was on and all it did was 

make me tired. I was so confused and angry.  

When I was 12—just starting junior high—I 

found something that would later bring about 

my true self: art. When I drew or put brush to 

canvas, I felt serenity. Everything went away. 

But just as I would stop, every tic you could 

imagine would come back. I was happy with 

the work I did though.  

As my artistic ability flourished, so did my 

anxiety and depression. I would start to notice 

how nervous I was getting with certain things, 

like talking to people, going in first through a 

door, asking my teachers questions, or eating 

in front of classmates. I started to self-harm in 

grade 7. I’m not afraid to say it lasted until I 

was 16. I was admitted to the Childrens’ 

Hospital when I was 12, where I was 

diagnosed with anxiety and depression.  

As I was released with a ‘happy’ smile on my 

face, I thought for sure this wasn't over for me. 

I was right. I was admitted again at 13. At the 

time I thought, “This won’t help” and “I’m just 

so useless; I don’t care what I or other people 

do to me.” At that point in my life, my tics 

diminished. That was one bright side to all this.  

Continued from previous page 
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At 15, I started high school with some idea of 

who I was. I found new friends and a  

boyfriend with the same disorders as me—

though not Tourette. Just realizing that I wasn't 

alone in this world was a relief. However, as 

soon as I thought things were getting better, 

my hope once again got crushed. Like I said 

before, my life wasn't like most girls my age. I 

skipped school almost every day to do unruly 

things, things I thought would make sense.   

Once Grade 10 was over, I realized I had 

gotten hardly anything finished. I got a 50 per 

cent in Art, which I’m pretty good at. My life 

was starting to fade away.  

After I broke up with my boyfriend, I was 

admitted once again, but into a different 

hospital. There I stayed the longest I’d ever 

been anywhere. I stayed about two weeks -  

which felt like two months! There I found 

wonderful people. I also found myself.  

I was finally treated the way I should’ve been a 

long time before. I was diagnosed with Body  

 

Dysmorphic Disorder, along with major 

depressive and 

generalized  

anxiety disorders. With all 

of that knowledge of my 

mental illness, I eventually 

discovered who I was 

supposed to be. I can’t 

thank the staff there 

enough for their hard work 

and dedication. I also can’t 

thank myself enough. 

Now I’m 17 with a new life, 

as if I was given the 

chance to rewrite my 

whole existence. I still 

struggle, but this time I 

can recognize the problem 

before it happens and 

treat them in my own 

healthy way. I’m a 

beautiful grown woman with goals set for 

myself, ones I would never have even 

imagined before. I now know who I am and 

that is a miracle for me.  

Always remember to embrace the pain just as 
you do your happiness. Pain, anger,  
sadness—they are all emotions, so treat them 
as such. I love my emotions and my sensitivity, 
even though sometimes it will drive me and 
everyone I know crazy. I now accept my 
disorders, especially my Tourette. I’m no 
longer embarrassed by it. It makes me who I 
am and I embrace it.  
 
People with any understanding of mental  
illness should accept that you are unique in so 
many ways. You were born to embrace who 
you are. Embrace yourself through art, music, 
or anything that is ‘you’! And if you can’t find 
that one thing that helps you, just let your 
beautiful problems into the air.  
 
Tourette Syndrome, depression, anxiety, and 
anything else you have, make up the 
mesmerizing masterpiece that is you. 



B 
efore I had children, I remember people 
saying that kids needed to come with a 
manual. In my own journey with three 
children—two of whom having been 

diagnosed with TS+—would change that thought 
to say the following: all kids should come with a 
psychologist… and a psychiatrist, a couple of 
neurologists, a dietician, an occupational 
therapist, and creative and understanding 
teachers!   
I recall sitting in Tim Hortons while my middle son 
was at a golf lesson. I listened to two mothers 
complaining about their problems with their kids.  
 
Their children wouldn’t pick up their socks off the 
floor, wouldn’t remember to wash their hands 
before eating, and wouldn’t start their homework 
unless they asked them to. At that time, my 
youngest son avoided school almost every day 
because of his extreme fear that if he went to 
school, he would get a migraine headache. His 
fear triggered his migraines. How perspectives 
are different.   
 
I should have known that my children would be 

different from the days they were born. The first 
day that our oldest came home, he did not sleep 
as we were told babies would do. He sat on my 
lap watching a movie and didn’t sleep until hours 
later. If he were in the car, he would scream as 
soon as the car started moving and stop when 
the car did (aren’t they supposed to sleep?). That 
is, until the day I discovered if I blared Sharon, 
Lois, and Bram’s children’s songs (liken to the 
boom, boom of loudly played rap in a tricked-out 
car), he would be quiet. Unfortunately, it could 
only be Sharon, Lois, and Bram.   
 
The ‘terrible twos’ didn’t happen. I always joke 
that instead he had the terrible threes, fours, and 
fives - because that was when the temper 
tantrums and rage started, which continued into 
his late teens. In grade 11, he lay down on the 
floor in the hallway during classroom change and 
kicked and screamed just like a two-year-old.   
 
His tics started when he was around four and 
they were fairly pronounced. We had him to 
pediatric specialists, but no one said it was TS.  
Continued from previous page  
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Our breakthrough moment was when my 
mother-in-law sent me an article from the The 
Globe and Mail about Tourette Syndrome with a 
note saying, “I think this is what (he) has!” 
When I approached my family doctor, she said, 
“Oh, I don’t think so. That’s a very serious 
diagnosis.” She still referred him to the Tourette 
clinic at the Glenrose Hospital in Edmonton. 
There began our journey. He came out with 
diagnoses of Tourette Syndrome, Obsessive 
Compulsive Disorder sleep disorder, and rage 
disorder at the age of 11.   
 
School was not easy for him and prior to his 
diagnosis in Grade 2, we had pulled him out of 
public school. His behaviour had become a 
problem for which I was getting daily phone 
calls. He tried to stab a teacher with a pencil. 
He would disappear from the classroom and 
hide under desks. He would have temper 
tantrums. We put him in a gifted charter school 
and hoped that this would help and, to our 
relief, it did! Looking back, the teachers at this 
school were very special. All the students—
mostly boys—probably had a diagnosis of some 
kind and these teachers used strategies that 
worked.   
 
Wanda Cummins was his teacher and through 
her magic he went from a behaviour problem 
who was “refusing” to work to a kid who wrote a 
chapter book during that first week in the 
school. I didn’t get a single phone call that first 
week!  (Some came later, but the approach was 
always how they could help him, not, “He is a 
problem. Do something!”)   
 
My middle boy has minor tics and mild 
obsessive-compulsive tendencies, but does 
suffer from migraine headaches and severe 
motion sickness. I don’t think there was a car 
that he was in during his childhood that he had 
not vomited in (we should own stock in Gravol).  
He had no issues in school, was involved in 
multiple extracurricular activities, and seemed 
pretty ‘normal’ to us, despite some pretty 
serious medical concerns.  
 
Then my third son was born and I was so 
excited. Then he started screaming whenever 
he was in the car. We made a road trip to  
Penticton and he screamed all the way there 
and all the way back. Sharon, Lois, and Bram 

did not work, nor did any other music. I knew at 
that point that he probably would have Tourette 
Syndrome. However, I was so much more 
knowledgeable this time around. He was 
referred to mental health support when he was 
four and was diagnosed with Sensory 
Processing Disorder, obsessive-compulsive 
tendencies, and severe anxiety.  
 
The sensory issues were difficult to deal with. 
He dropped from the 75th percentile in height 
and weight to the 10th percentile. We couldn’t 
get him to eat any protein: all he wanted to eat 
was toast and bananas. This is when we had 
extensive help from a dietician and an 
occupational therapist.   
 
The tics started when he was seven. Luckily, 
they were mild. Unlike his older brother, 
elementary school went very well with just a few 
hiccups along the way. This time we had a 
diagnosis and a team of experts that could help 
him and his teachers.   
 
Then Grade 8 hit. He grew eight inches in six 
months. He started getting migraine headaches 
three to six days a week. The anxiety kicked in 
and he would have trouble just walking into the 
school. We would have to walk around the 
school several times before I could convince 
him to just go through the front doors. Then the 
biting and skin picking became a problem, to 
the point of chewing off the tips of his fingers. 
 
The good news is that all of my boys, despite 
their struggles—or, as I like to think, because of 
their struggles—have grown up to be successful 
and productive members of society, with each 
in university and finding success in their goals 
and dreams. All three have had 
accommodations at the university level. All 
three have had the benefit of a community of 
help. All three are fun to be around and are 
funny, smart, and empathetic young men.   
 
I truly hope that the children of those ladies in 
the Tim Hortons grew up to be awesome like 
my kids. 



T 
o this day, I have vivid memories of  
winter mornings in Newfoundland. My 
school day routine started something like 
this: alarm rings; bed covers reluctantly 

pulled aside; frosty air meeting recently warm 
body; soles of bare feet landing cruelly on icy tiled 
flooring.  
Through the ringed patterns of frost on my 
bedroom window, I’d see a single lazy stream of 
smoke rising from the neighbour’s chimney,  
highlighted by a low, unyielding sun. So went my 
mornings. 
But on rare occasions, the routine would shift: 

alarm rings; bed covers removed; cold air 
meeting warm flesh; warm feet meeting icy tiling; 
look through the bedroom window to see… 
nothing. Instead of ringed patterns of frost and 
the lazy smoke of the neighbour’s chimney, I’d 
see the back end of a snow bank. 
 
I’d run to the front door and unlock and open it in 
one excited motion to be confronted by a pattern 
of the door imprinted in a wall of snow - so high 
and so thick that daylight was imperceptible.  
Continued from previous page 
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I’d eagerly turn on the local radio news and wait 
in anticipation for the broadcaster to announce 
my high school name, confirming what I knew to 
be the only just and humane course of action in 
such a situation. . .  
 
SNOW DAY! 
 
For that one glorious moment, I would revel in the 
knowledge that there would be no boring classes 
today: no boring lectures on boring topics.  
 
I was free. . . yet. . .  
 

It was about this time that reality would slam into 
my lungs hard enough to steal my breath: I was 
trapped in my house! To a Tourettic kid with  
anxiety, which often manifested as claustrophobic 
panic, the feeling of being trapped could be  
debilitating.  
 
This feeling of imprisonment would increase my 
anxiety and stress, which would lead to increased 
vocal tics. Increased vocal tics irritated those 
trapped in the house with me. Their irritation 
created more stress. More stress increased tics, 
equalling greater irritation, leading to more 
stress… increasing tics. . . building irritation. . . 
creating stress. . .  
 

The cycle would continue, seemingly until spring. 
 

As a kid, I was often aware of a personal comfort 
zone, an invisible bubble that surrounded my 
body at about an arm’s length. It was a place of 
modest safety and comfort, but on the days that a 
wall of snow would trap me inside my house—
and when the cycle of stress, tics, and irritation 
would spin out of control—that zone would shrink 
and tighten until my body felt cocooned into 
motionless submission. There was no safety in 
movement. My lungs barely took in oxygen: my 
body learned to live on tiny shallow breaths that 
went no lower than my ribcage. 
 

On days like this, I took comfort in the fact that 
spring would eventually come again. The sun 
would rise and the snow would melt, as it always 
had and always will. As the snow would depart 
and the days would lengthen, my comfort zone 
would slowly begin to extend from my body. My 
arms would stretch free and breath would once 
again fill my belly. 
 
Now, you might assume that a teenaged Tourettic 
boy with anxiety disorder—who at times felt his 

comfort zone being constricted, tightening his 
body and lungs into submission—would do 
whatever humanly possible to deflect the 
attention of others. You might also assume—and 
logically so—that such a boy would not willingly 
invite the attention of others. 
 
However, in my case, these assumptions would 
be wrong. 
 
For me, the arrival of spring also meant the arrival 
of the Central Newfoundland Regional High 
School Drama Festival. Contrary to the restrictive 
prison of winter with barely enough space to allow 
for the expansion of my lungs, this festival was 
my invitation to take up as much space as I 
needed—or wanted. 
 
At these festivals, I found for the first time a real 
safety in claiming my space. When I stood on the 
stage, a miraculous thing happened: my face 
stopped twitching, my nose stopped wiggling, my 
shoulders stopped shrugging, my signature high 
pitched grunt disappeared, and I felt no anxiety. 
Instead, the anxiety was replaced with a new 
feeling: confidence. 
 
With every spring and every drama festival, I 
grew more and more confident. As my confidence 
grew, so too did the expanse of my personal 
comfort zone. Winter would no longer be able to 
entrap my body, constricting my lungs into tiny 
shallow breaths.  
 
To this day, there are still times when I feel the 
twinge of claustrophobic panic arise in me: when 
an elevator door doesn’t open right away; when I 
first sit in my seat on an airplane and see the long 
line of people between me and the exit; or when 
the darkness and rising snow surrounds me.  
 
In those moments, I picture myself on stage—
arms spread wide and air deeply pouring into my 
lungs—and I know that the feeling is temporary. 
Spring will eventually come again—as it always 
has and always will. My personal comfort zone 
will always find the space to stretch its wings. 



BEING GREEN: A Trek Message 
By Steve Colle: Editor, Director, Tourette Canada 

 

K ermit the Frog was right. 
 
Reflecting on his coloration, he thought, “It’s not that easy being green, having to 
spend each day the colour of the leaves when I think it could be nicer being red, 
or yellow, or gold, or something much more colourful like that.”  
 

Green is ordinary, he believed, and didn’t stand out like the “stars in the sky.”  But then he considered 
that green is “the colour of spring… cool and friendly like… big like a mountain… important like a 
river… or tall like a tree.” 
  
He realized, “When green is all there is to be, it could make you wonder why. But why wonder? Why 
wonder? I am green and it’ll do fine. It’s beautiful, and I think that’s what I want to be.” 
 
Well said. 
 
“It’s Not Easy Being Green” was first sung by Kermit in 1970, and this message of self-acceptance 
and appreciation of oneself still applies so well today. Most people experience these feelings of 
doubt, fear, self-judgment, and desire to be someone else—anyone else—other than who they are. 
For those living with Tourette Syndrome and its associated disorders, those feelings are no  
different— even  magnified—but there’s a message I want to share with you: 
 
There’s value in being you. 
 
When you add all that you are together—your personality, intellect, talent, imagination, creativity,  
passion, accomplishments, and so much more—there is no one like you.  
 
In my life, I spent years concentrating on the ‘can’t’ and ‘don’t-know-how’, especially after finally  
being diagnosed with Tourette Syndrome at the age of 38. Nothing was more disabling to me than 
the lack of belief, acceptance, and unconditional love  I had in myself. Hearing praise was like oil on  
water: it didn’t sink in.  
 
But then, like Kermit, I started to realize that the negatives  I so focused on had a flip side of  
positives, the biggest one being something I couldn’t even control: my Tourette. It  is due to my 
Tourette Syndrome that I am more empathetic towards others because I can relate to them all the 
more. My TS allows me the opportunity to share my story with others and gives me a story  to share. 
My Tourette has provided me the chance to explore and build upon my abilities and to take  the  
disabilities in stride. I’m happy to have Tourette Syndrome because if it wasn’t for my TS, I wouldn’t 
be the ‘me’ I want and strive to be. 
 
As we Trek for Tourette this year—with the green logo prominently displayed on banners, posters,  
T-shirts, and more—let’s reflect on this colour and this message: 
 
It’s not easy having Tourette Syndrome, but as Kermit accepted in his own circumstance, “It’s  
beautiful, and I think that’s what I want to be.” 



Tourette Canada is pleased to welcome Barb Charboneau, based in Williams Lake, British Columbia, 
is the latest affiliate to the national network in support those living with Tourette Syndrome (TS). 
 
She is available to work with the public in the area to help them understand TS, answer questions, 
share and discuss concerns and refer the community to available treatment options.  
 
Charboneau has TS but refuses to let her diagnosis get in the way of living and enjoying life.  
 
“I joined Tourette Canada with the hope of helping others recognize their worth and abilities despite 
their disability and the challenges TS+ can present. A full life can still be achieved,” Charboneau said.  
“In my life, I never let TS stop me from living life and I was fortunate to have friends and family accept 
me with all of my faults and imperfections. There is help and support available for people who suffer 
from TS.”  
 
Barb Charboneau can be reached by emailing williamslake@tourette.ca.   

Tourette Canada welcomes new affiliate 

Tourette Canada is privileged to have a committed and hardworking network of Affiliates across the 
country. These affiliates are able to provide you with resources and information, answer your 
questions about Tourette Syndrome and can even hold an In-Service Session at your school or 
workplace to learn more.  Please check our website www.tourette.ca for more information and 
contact details. There are affiliates in the following locations:  

Our Affiliates: serving you across Canada 

 Victoria  
 Vancouver 
 Williams Lake 
 Calgary 
 Edmonton 
 Saskatoon 
 Winnipeg 
 Thunder Bay 
 Sudbury 

 North Bay 
 Muskoka Region 
 Greater Toronto Area 
 Hamilton-Halton-Niagara 
 Waterloo-Wellington 
 London 
 Windsor-Essex 
 Ottawa 
 Montreal 

Break out the clubs in support of Tourette Canada 

On June 29, the annual golf tournament for Tourette Canada takes place at King’s Riding Golf Club 
in King City. This beautiful course presents a challenge for amateurs and professionals alike. The 
schedule of events includes: continental breakfast, lunch, a cocktail reception and dinner.  

On-course activities include  
closest to the pin, a hole-in-one 
contest, longest drive, silent  
action, prizes and golf with a pro. 
The event is 50 percent booked. 
Sponsorships are still available. 
Contact: golf@tourette.ca for  
details or to register.  

mailto:williamslake@tourette.ca



