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POSSIBILITIESunleash your imagination

SPRING  2023

THE TIMELESS JOY OF HOCKEY
My father had lots of stories about his child-

hood.  Sadly, he died before I realized that I 
should be paying attention.  

Especially when we were at Grandma’s place 
– his homestead – he would make comments 
about his life as a young boy in Baysville, always 
implying, it seemed, that we had it easy in the 
1960s.  He was born in 1921, so his formative 
years would be in the 1930s. Many of his stories 
were, frankly, hard to believe, and I dismissed 
a lot of them under the heading “when I was a 
boy I walked 12 miles to school, barefoot, in deep 
snow, uphill both ways.”  Sure Dad.   

Nonetheless, I have some vague pictures 
in my head of what his life might have been 
like, living in a crowded 4 room cabin with 6 
siblings, in a small town of maybe 200 people, 
with no means of getting to a town of any size.  
He fished in a creek that was long ago dried 
up when I was a boy. He played on the hundred 
acres of land his family owned and on our many 
walks through the forest he would point out gi-
ant trees that were just saplings when he was 
young.  He worked with his family on what he 
loosely referred to as “their farm” to produce the 
food that they ate. I always pictured one cow, 
some chickens, and a large garden. He swam in 
the river or in the bay, both a short walk from his 
home.  And he played hockey. 

The man I knew fit into his “when I was a boy” 
stories quite well.  Except for one.  Hockey.   I 
don’t even remember my father having skates, 
and I certainly never saw him play the game.   
And yet, of all the images I have created in my 
head of my father as a young boy, the most vivid 
is of him as a hockey player. 

According to my father, he played for the 
Baysville team.  I don’t know what that really 
meant.  The nearest community was at least 
27 km away and they surely didn’t have a team 
bus. Nonetheless I have a vivid but short movie 
reel that I play in my mind of my father out on 
the ice playing for his hometown.  It’s something 
like a Rockwell painting.  Tall snow-covered trees 
surround a crudely made arena – smaller than 
a regulation hockey rink, but much bigger than 

your typical backyard rink.  It’s night, but electric 
lights are strung about to provide enough light 
to play.  A group of spectators, mostly men, are 
leaning on the rough boards surrounding the 
ice surface cheering on the players. A light fluffy 
snow is gently falling.  The game is in full tilt with 
players on both teams on the ice in homemade 
gear – magazines in the pant-legs, bulky work 
gloves, and old worn-out jerseys with Baysville 
printed diagonally across the chest of the home 
squad. There is an excitement in the air that 
says, “this is a big event.”  When someone asks 
me where I would want to go if I could travel 
through time, this scene always comes to mind.  

My father is playing defence, which he said he 
played because he was one of the bigger boys.  
I see my father skating backwards, not particu-
larly well.  Rushing towards him is a forward from 
the opposing team.  This forward has the puck 
and is looking to get around my father and get a 
shot on net. Dad puts on the brakes and the two 
collide. The opposing player falls to the ice, and 
my father’s expression shows he is pleased.  
And my little movie ends.  

A psychiatrist may tell me that this “vision” I 
have is chock full of meaning.  My older sisters 
will tell you that I have made up this entire thing.  
Obviously, I have.  I wasn’t there.  But I believe 
that my father planted this scene in my head, 
because it’s how he remembered it.  

My own childhood is full of similar stories.  I 
remember Dad making an ice rink for us on our 
little four-car driveway.  My sisters used it for 
figure skating practice.  My brother and I used it 
to play for the neighbourhood hockey team.  We 
played against the Scanlon Avenue kids.  They 
were two blocks over and mostly older and 
bigger than us.  My most vivid memories would 
suggest that we had a dozen kids, maybe more, 
playing on that ice.  And as I remember, we usu-
ally won.  

I know that my memories are flawed.  For 
starters, our four-car driveway couldn’t have 
contained a dozen players.  At that time howev-
er, I’m sure that I pictured myself living out my 
father’s story.    

Our son-
in-law Jon 
has built a 
rink in their 
b a c k y a rd 
for the past 
few years.  
Each year 
the rink 
gets a little big-
ger, the boards a little higher, and the nets a little 
more professional.  He has lights strung across 
the ice surface to allow play to extend into the 
evening.  

One late afternoon my grandsons Rowan and 
Callum were playing hockey with friends from 
the neighbourhood.  Many parents and siblings 
were there, adding to the excitement and for the 
players on the ice, the air was filled with the spir-
it of the Stanley Cup Finals.  The players moved 
with poetic rhythm across the freshly shoveled 
ice. I closed my eyes for a moment and when I 
opened them, the scene had changed.  Like an 
image converted to black and white, the bracket 
of time was expanded.   And there I was.  Skating 
to open ice, waving my stick to flag my team-
mate for a pass.  The puck glided onto my stick, 
and I skated towards the net.  And there was my 
father, as a young boy, heading towards me to 
cut off my path to the goal.  The scene blurred, 
and I realized that tears of joy had filled my eyes.  

Our imagination pushes its way into our 
memories and greatly embellishes the mo-
ments we remember.  And the re-imagined 
stories do something for us that the mere facts 
could never do – they help us to remember how 
we felt.  How we felt is what we really want to re-
member.  How we felt is what we want to relive.  

So much in this world has changed since my 
father was born.  But, joy remains the ultimate 
pursuit.  And 100 years later, playing hockey on 
a makeshift rink with a bunch of friends is still a 
tremendous source of joy.

Bill
William.bell@manulifesecurities.ca
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FOCUS THE DOLDRUMS OF MARCH
March is a fickle month.   It teases us with 

waves of warm spring weather and splashes 
of sun.  Then, just as we feel like the season is 
changing, a deep winter cold reminds us that 
spring is a long way off.  Golf season is too far 
on the horizon to get excited 
about, yet the days of cozy 
holiday cheer have faded into 
memories.  

For all those backyard rink 
parents, it’s a month that also 
brings a day of somber ac-
ceptance that there will be no 
more backyard shinny.  Gone 
for now are those heart-
warming, toe-cooling, crisp 
winter afternoons where 
neighbourhood parents gath-
er to watch their kids skate on 
a homemade rink. They skate 
until their tanks are complete-
ly empty, having the time of 
their lives.  By mid-March, the 
rink becomes an eye sore 
as clean ice surrounded by 
mounds of white snow melt 
to reveal plastic, wood, and 
brown ground.  You’re left with a constant visual 
reminder that you have an overwhelming take-
down and clean-up project ahead.   Then as if 
to add insult to injury, March steals away an en-
tire hour of our lives, in the middle of the night.

With all the doldrums of March, it’s no won-
der there’s a mass exodus to Florida over 
March break.  It’s not something I’m used to.  
We traveled to England to see family from time 
to time when I was young, and I’ll admit that it 
was a touch warmer there, but England is not 
Florida.  Most of my childhood March breaks 
were spent right here in Ontario, wishing that 
the ski slopes would stay open.  Even the tech-
nically sound slalom ski-racers would excuse 
the sloppy conditions to soak up the sun rays 
that our bodies and minds crave after a long 
dark winter.   Surfing on the loose wet snow, 
even daring to glide over giant puddles at the 
bottom of the hill, praying for enough momen-
tum to make it across to the other side lest you 
stop and sink shamefully mid-glide to feel the 
cold rush of ice water fill your boots.  On oc-
casion, the almost-spring temperatures and 
physical activity would have people stripping 
down to a tee shirt, or for the wild ones, just a 
pair of overalls (okay, maybe that was just in 
the 90’s).   Those days ended with exhaustion, 
half-face sunburns, and soaking wet every-
thing.  They were the best days of the season.  
It helped elevate March-break to almost Christ-
mas-break level - if only there were presents.  

Working in financial services makes it a bit 
more challenging to take a week-long trip to 

Florida or England as tax season is in full swing 
and families are thinking about their finances.  
So naturally Leah’s idea to block off just a few 
days over March break for a ski trip right here 
in Ontario sounded perfect.  We joined a neigh-

bourhood family we’ve become close with and 
hit the road mid-week.  Rowan (8) and Callum (6) 
had been in some ski camps and done well, ap-
parently thanks to the countless hours spent 
on ice.  I was once a snowboard instructor, only 
about two decades ago, and was thankful that 
it’s ‘like riding a bike’, though admittedly the next 
day felt a tad different than I remember.    

Our destination was a small hill, and if I’m 
being honest the hotel was nothing to write 
home about.  But the boys sure didn’t think 
so.  I wish I filmed the reaction as they entered 
what I would describe as a dated 3-star hotel 
room: “DAD, MOM! Have you ever seen a more 
beautiful picture? (referring to two faded 1980’s 
prints mounted in cheap ornate frames – they’d 
go for a solid $2 at a garage sale) … We have 
our own coffee maker?!!  This place is SOOO 
FANCY!!”.   Wow, we’ve done a fantastic job of 
sheltering these boys from any semblance of 
luxury.  Leah and I looked at each other and 
laughed out loud.  Maybe they were overdue 
for a few days away.  

Any parent of small kids knows that these 
trips are not exactly relaxing.  Hauling moun-
tains of stuff everywhere, clipping and unclip-
ping boots, towing small humans between lifts, 
and navigating busy lodges during mealtimes 
are just a few of the challenges a ski trip brings.  
But we found the experience and memories 
more than worth it.  The excitement kids get 
over small simple things is contagious and 
helps us appreciate how lucky we are just to 
be here.  

The weather cooperated, so we spent hours 
on the slopes tiring ourselves and the boys out.  
Firm snow in the morning turned sloppy and 
soft by afternoon just as I remembered, and 
we were all sweating with big smiles as we met 

at the bottom of each run to 
describe with pride the ‘cool 
moves’ that were just un-
leashed.  Being outside amid 
cottage country added a bit 
extra as well.  Callum stated 
emphatically “I love nature!” 
on at least two occasions 
as we looked out across a 
beautiful landscape from the 
top of the hill, or glided by old 
rugged trees barely hang-
ing on to the steep rockface 
that spat out giant gleaming 
icicles from secret under-
ground waterways.  It wasn’t 
quite warm enough for pud-
dles, thank goodness, but we 
did manage to get drenched, 
nonetheless.  Rowan went 
down his first black diamond 
and subsequently reminded 

me that it was his first black diamond at least 
three times on the chair ride back up.  

We had some memorable and wild dinners 
together as well, hours in the hotel pool, and 
perhaps the boy’s favourite thing about the 
hotel, a breakfast buffet.  After two nights we 
headed back home to the cats with a splash 
of sun and sore muscles (that might just have 
been me).  In true Canadian fashion, we were 
home no more than 2 hrs before the local kids 
had collected on the street out front for a game 
of ball hockey.  

March is such a great month.  
And now April is here, and spring has arrived.  

Golf season is in fact on the horizon and it’s ap-
propriate to get excited about it.  NHL Playoff 
hockey is around the corner too.  Before long 
we’ll be soaking in the warm breezes, swim-
ming in lakes, and hitting balls into the woods.  
Nobody appreciates a nice Canadian summer 
as much as those who just came through a 
long cold Canadian winter.  We earned it.  

Truthfully, I enjoy cleaning up the rink more 
than I let on.  I imagine what improvements I’ll 
make next year.   And as I pull back the plas-
tic and put away the boards accompanied by 
sounds and smells of spring, the backyard sud-
denly appears open for business again.  In a 
way, the anticipation of what is to come makes 
this the best time of the year.    

Wishing you a wonderful spring, and beyond!

Jon Earle
Jon.Earle@manulifesecurities.ca

GLORIA’S FRESH PASTA DOUGH

INGREDIENTS

• 3 large eggs, beaten to 
blend

• 2 cups all-purpose flour
• 1 tablespoon olive oil
• 1 teaspoon kosher salt

Gloria spent a loverly after-
noon making homemade pas-
ta with her niece over March 
Break. What a great aunt!

DIRECTIONS

Mix all ingredients in the bowl of a stand mixer 
with your hands until a shaggy dough forms. 

Knead the mixture with the dough hook until it’s 
smooth and stretchy, (about 10 minutes). 

Cover the dough with a cloth bowl cover or tea 
towel and let it rest for at least 30 minutes.

Cut and roll as desired. We cut ours into long 
strips and flattened with the pasta maker.

***Can be made up to one day ahead. Store dough 
tightly wrapped in the fridge.

Photos Bill took of his grandsons and his friends on Jon’s 2022 
backyard rink - home ice for all the neighbourhood kids.
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BIRD’S GOTTA EAT!
Early on in my career I worked in a high-rise office 

building in downtown Toronto.  The tower was not unlike 
most of its neighbours, unremarkable in almost every 
way, except one: on the rooftop, a closed-circuit cam-
era was mounted to observe a pair of Peregrine Fal-
cons that had nested there.  Fascinated, each morning 
I would join a circle of people in front of the small tv set 
up in the lobby to watch the comings and goings of 
birds that had virtually disappeared from the Toronto 
landscape in the 1950s due to exposure to DDT.  Since 
the banning of the chemical in the late-1960s, the en-
dangered Peregrine Falcon made a slow but steady 
recovery, and by the late-1980s nesting sites began to 
pop up around the GTA.  

While it was a pleasant surprise and a privilege to 
witness such a rare bird up close, it was not at all sur-
prising that the couple had chosen an office tower 
rooftop as its home base.  In the wild, Peregrines like 
to perch at high points along cliffs, attacking its prey 
by diving at tremendous speeds and knocking un-
suspecting birds out of the air.  It then flies down to 
the ground to consume its catch (and bring bits and 
pieces back to the nest for its fledglings).  Tall buildings 
were reasonable stand-ins for clifftops, and there was 
ample food in the form of fat, lazy pigeons to feast on.  
All that was left of their victims was a pile of bones and 
feathers scattered about on the sidewalk, which no 
doubt confused and disturbed many unwitting pass-
ersby.  

My fascination with birds of all types has only grown 
in the thirty or so years since witnessing the resurrec-
tion of the Peregrine Falcon up close.  I’ve had feed-
ers and birdbaths set up in the yards of every home 
I’ve lived in.  We attract many of the usual suspects 
seen in midtown Toronto: Cardinals, Blue Jays, Nut-
hatches, Chickadees, Goldfinches, House Finches, 
Juncos, Mourning Doves, Starlings and of course the 
ever-present hoard of sparrows.  Other birds drop by 
on their migratory journeys, staying just long enough 
to fatten up on our generous buffet and then leaving 
without even a thank-you (other than depositing bird fe-
ces all over our cars, which drives Susie to distraction).  

Last year, and again this spring, we’ve had new avi-
an visitors taking up residence in the tall pine trees 
that loom over our back yard.  Sharp-Shinned Hawks, 
smaller than the Peregrine Falcon but no less-skilled 

hunters, prefer the more pedestrian treetops to high 
rises and cliff ledges as their home base.   No doubt at-
tracted by the bounty of prey immediately below their 
perch in the pine, the hawks announce their presence 
each morning with a blood-curdling (to other birds, 
anyway) shriek, and continue to taunt and torment the 
neighbourhood birds and small mammals throughout 
the day.  The activity at our feeders, normally frenzied 
and consistent, is reduced to a trickle of brave (dumb?) 
flyers whenever the hawks are around.  We may have 
fewer Cardinals, Goldfinches and the like visiting these 
days, but we are definitely saving money on bird seed.  

Every now and then, I look out on the back yard and 
notice a semi-circle of feathers and a scattering of 
bones adjacent to the feeders.  Inspection of the car-
nage after the fact usually points to a Mourning Dove 
(an equally-vacuous cousin of the pigeon) as the vic-
tim. Since we are responsible for attracting birds that 
have become a stable food source for the hawk, I’m 
left wondering who the bird feeders are actually feed-
ing.  The answer, of course, is both the hunter and the 
hunted.  Hey, a bird’s gotta eat.  

Despite my momentary crises of conscience around 
helping to service the hawks’ dietary requirements, I 
continue to feed and support the birds in the area as 
well as those passing through on their way north or 
south.  While I know that the Nuthatches and Chicka-
dees can do nicely on the food and water sources that 
Nature has evolutionarily provided for them, I feel I’m 
doing my bit to ease their burden in a small way. I also 
really enjoy having them around, so it’s a win-win.  And 
if our resident Sharp-Shinned Hawks benefit as well 
from the arrangement, well, I guess that’s a win-win-win 
(Mourning Doves notwithstanding).

David Frank.
dfrank@bellfinancial.ca

GREAT MINDS, GREAT
Thoughts

Every day is a great day for hockey.

In order to see birds it is necessary to 
become a part of the silence.

A bird does not sing because it has an 
answer, it sings because it has a song.

The flowers of late winter and early spring 
occupy places in our hearts well out of 

proportion to their size.

If you look at what you have in life, you’ll 
always have more. If you look at what you 
don’t have in life, you’ll never have enough.

Mario Lemieux

Robert Lynd

Maya Angelou

Gertrude S. Wister

Oprah
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