
I have vague recollections 
of sitting on Santa’s knee 
when I was a child. And 

while I’m sure there were times 
when I was full of belief, those ar-
en’t the times that still hold a place 
in my memory. My memories are 
full of doubt and suspicion. On one 
occasion when I sat with my broth-
er Bob on the jolly old elf ’s knee at 
the local grocery store, I was pret-
ty sure “Santa” was in fact a man I 
knew in town.

That’s not to say that I didn’t 
believe in Santa.  I just understood 
how it all works.  I got the whole 
army of helpers deal.  But I knew 
that the real Santa was keeping an 
eye on me, and I was aware of the 
“he knows if you’ve been good or 
bad” thing.  I didn’t know anyone 
who got a lump of coal in their 
stocking, but I heard about them.  
It was troubling.  What exactly 
did it mean to be good?  This is a 
question worth thinking about at 
any age, especially since as we get 
older, we no longer see good as be-
ing defined by a jolly old elf who 
sees all.

I was recently in the local mall 
and thought I would take a stroll 
over to the newly designated North 
Pole.  There I found many eager 
children waiting to meet Santa 
along with their parents who were 
looking to get the requisite photo, 
experience the excitement of being 
a child at Christmas, and hopefully 
get some important information 
about what their children were 
hoping to get on Christmas morn-

ing.  
And there he was.  I’ve seen 

some impressive Santas, but not 
like this. His beard was his own. 
His eyes glimmered. He was re-

laxed and clearly happy in his 
work.  He exuded wisdom and 
patience, and he was truly inter-
ested in talking to each little child 
as they approached - sometimes 
rushing with glee, sometimes step-
ping forward cautiously.  He wasn’t 
even wearing the big red coat - it 

lay beside him on a small bench.  It 
was if he was saying “I don’t need 
a costume, I’m not pretending to 
be someone else.”  And I thought, 
this might be the best Santa I have 

ever seen.
I was about to leave, thinking 

that I had been there longer than 
appropriate for a man without chil-
dren, when Santa looked my way. 
He caught my eye and smiled.  And 
with a wink of his eye and a twist of 
his head, he soon gave me to know I 

had nothing to dread.  I know those 
are the words of the poem, but 
that’s what happened.  And most 
notably, I felt a rush of Christmas 
joy as I realized - I wasn’t a stranger 
to him.  I was Billy.  

He knew me.  And there’s only 
one explanation for that. He’s the 
real Santa. 

As I walked out of the mall, 
I found myself having the same 
conversation in my head that I had 
when I was a child.  Am I good?  I 
dropped some money in the Salva-
tion Army kettle and immediately 
thought “That’s not enough.  That’s 
not nearly enough.”    

I suddenly felt like Scrooge on 
Christmas morning.  Only, I didn’t 
consider myself to be a Scrooge-
like character before.  Overwhelm-
ing joy and a nagging worry com-
peted for space in my brain.  I was 
clearly confused.  

I went back to the mall a few 
days later and walked straight to 
the North Pole looking for some 
clarity.  He wasn’t there.  There was 
an imposter wearing the big red 
coat and while he looked like he 
was having a great time, he wasn’t 
Santa. That only made my belief 
that I had in fact seen the real San-
ta grow stronger.  

Sadly, as we grow older, we 
lose our ability to believe.  This is a 
common theme at Christmas and 
here I was trying to understand a 
belief that I had let go of more than 
50 years ago.  But belief in Santa is 
necessarily different for an adult.  
As much as I am convinced that I 
had an encounter with Santa, I’m 
not actually expecting him to drop 
down my chimney on Christmas 
Eve despite how convincing Tim 
Allen made that scenario look.  
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hockey dad

I maintain that my only 
complaint with my up-
bringing was that I wasn’t 

put into the hockey system at a 
young age.  I’ve provided this feed-
back to my parents on several oc-
casions.  I don’t even blame them, 
they were British after all.  In fact, 
they’re still British now that I think 
about it.  Instead, we played soccer, 
learned equestrian, badminton, a 
little golf, and yes, we even had a 
croquet set.  I was super cool back 
then. 

Seriously though, if you 
moved to Canada in the 70’s and 
had kids that were hockey-play-
ing age in the early-mid 80’s, you 
may have hesitated too.  I Goo-
gled “NHL 80’s” and among the 
top videos was “Ultimate 80’s” 
which was just 5 minutes of NHL 
players punching each other in 
the face.   I won’t enter the NHL 
fighting debate, but as a parent I 
empathize with those who thought 
twice back then, especially those 
who had little context outside of 
Cherry’s Rock’Em Sock’Em hock-
ey… especially the British.  Still, 
growing up in the 80’s and 90’s in 
Canada meant that people expect-
ed you to know how to skate well 
with the puck.  I felt this put me at 
a disadvantage. I mean, who cares 
that I can ride a horse?  Maybe that 
becomes important in a Walking 
Dead type situation, but in my 
real-world experience girls paid a 

lot more attention to hockey play-
ers than guys in the pony club.  By 
the way, getting bucked off a horse 
hurts more than a body check.      

I was always a diehard Leaf 
fan, loved the sport, and even 
played in various ball hockey 
leagues.  But nothing on skates.  It 

wasn’t until I was 32 that I finally 
stopped caring about being the 
worst guy on the ice.   Nick con-
vinced his men’s league team to 
take on a dud, and 6 years later 
I’m still hands-down the absolute 
worst guy on the ice almost every 

have been devastated.  But here we 
are, NBA champs.  And it brought 
the country together.  I bet there 
will be a whole generation that has 
more Canadian basketball play-
ers come out of it because of that.  
What an amazing thing!  

So, I wasn’t going to force my 
kids into Hockey either, but I was 
determined to at least get them on 
the ice at a young age.  If you want 
to enjoy living in Canada, it’s my 
belief that you must get outside in 
the winter.  

Now I take Rowan and Cal-
lum to the East Gwillimbury rink 
for their weekly Can-skate lessons, 
and last week I caught myself grin-
ning intensely from ear-to-ear, for 
no singular reason.  They weren’t 
executing any triple axels or bar-
down slap shots.  Just modest im-
provements through honest effort 
and genuine enjoyment of their 
own progress.  With a hot coffee 
and a cold bench behind the glass 
[plastic], it seemed impossible not 
to smile.  I guess it’s a mixture of 
pride and excitement or simply liv-
ing vicariously through them.  I’ve 
gotten much better at pausing to 
soak these great moments in.   

My kids are experiencing all 
the joys of a Canadian winter and 
that includes the excitement of the 
Christmas season. Holiday prepa-
rations shift from zero to ludicrous 
mode just like a Tesla.  The holidays 
for me are about family, friends, 
and fun.  It’s the perfect time to 
stop and smell the roses; to pause 
and soak in the wonderful but 
fleeting moments.  While you do 
this, you’re forming lasting happy 
memories that will pay dividends 

Magical Memories in Leaf NationFocus 

DIRECTIONS

Preheat oven to 375° 
and grease a mini 

muffin tin with cooking 
spray. On a lightly floured 
surface, roll out crescent 
dough, and pinch together 
seams. Cut into 24 squares. 
Place squares into muffin 
tin slots. 

Cut brie into small 

INGREDIENTS

• 1 (8-oz.) tube crescent   
 dough
• Cooking spray for pan
• Flour for surface
• 1 (8-oz.) wheel of brie
• 1/2 cup whole berry cran 
 berry sauce
• 1/4 cup chopped pecans
• 6 sprigs of rosemary, cut  
 into 1” pieces

pieces and place in-
side the crescent 
dough. Top with a 
spoonful of cranberry 
sauce, some chopped 
pecans, and one little 
sprig of rosemary. 

Bake until the 
crescent pastry is 

golden, about 15 min-
utes. 

Cranberry Brie Bites

From the kitchen of
Brittany Wolff
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single night, by a noticeable mar-
gin.  It turns out skating is critical 
to ice hockey and it’s hard to pick 
up in your 30’s.   Yet, I can honestly 
say it’s one of the most fun things 
I do, and Wednesday nights have 
become a critical component to the 
balance in my life.   

The game is different now.   It’s 
certainly safer and more inclusive.  
And I dare say that the Canadian 
identity has even evolved as well.   
If you told me in the 80’s or 90’s 
that Toronto would win an NBA 
title before the next cup, I would For an adult, Santa is more of 

a role model.  I am reminded of the 
words of Kahlil Gibran who wrote 
“You give but little when you give 
of your possessions, it is when you 
give of yourself that you truly give.”  
Santa is the ultimate example.  He 
doesn’t buy toys for children, he 
(and the elves) make the toys.  
They spend the whole year doing 
it!  And he doesn’t deliver them by 
FedEx.  He delivers them in per-
son, eating the cookies left for him 
by the children and taking the time 
to answer each of their heartfelt 
notes. 

His entire life is comprised of 
doing things to bring joy to others.  

I wondered if I should volun-

teer at a homeless shelter or maybe 
go on a trip to a third world coun-
try to help build a school. Maybe 
I will.  But it’s simpler than that.  
And an encounter I had that most 
certainly was arranged by Santa 
lead me to a much clearer under-
standing of what it means to be 
good.  

I found myself on the subway 
in Toronto a few days ago – a de-
cidedly difficult place to find joy.  
I stood holding onto the over-
head strap for balance as the door 
opened and an older woman came 
in and looked around the crowd-
ed car finding of course no empty 
seats.  A young man who many 
would have labeled as scary and 

threatening saw her and vacating 
his seat he motioned for her to 
take it.  A simple act of kindness, 
that unexpectedly took my breath 
away. I made eye contact with the 
young man and gave him my big-
gest smile. He acknowledged my 
gift with a smile of his own.  And 
joy filled the subway car. 

A simple act of kindness. 
We can’t all pursue world 

peace, but we can all be kind.  We 
can be kind and considerate to ev-
eryone we meet.  We can put oth-
ers ahead of ourselves – always.  
That’s what Santa does.  

The Santa I saw briefly at the 
mall last week was without ques-
tion the happiest and most con-
tented human being I have ever 

seen.  I know his secret.  He gives 
to others.  Gifts sure.  But also 
love.  And joy.  And kindness.  And 
sometimes that’s simply a smile 
that reminds an older man that all 
the joys of childhood innocence 
are still there, if he just looks for 
them.  

May the Christmas season 
remind you that the simplest gifts 
can bring the greatest joys.    

 

 Bill Bell
billbell@bellfinancial.ca
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in perpetuity.   Oh no, I said divi-
dends!  Now this has to go through 
compliance, argh.  Seriously, com-
pliance, I know you’re reading this.  
Please, just BE COOL! *   

Although I’d like to spend 
the whole holiday season in a 
snow globe with my boys learning 
how to skate there’s a lot to do for 
Christmas. It’s easy to allow the 
work to get in the way of those 
memorable moments.  There’s 
decorating, cooking, baking, and 
cleaning.  The shopping list grows 
as the family expands, which 
means more wrapping.  The art of 
scheduling and preparing for par-
ties, assemblies, visits, and at least 
a bit of downtime. It’s like building 
a house of cards in gusty weath-
er.  Just when you think you have 
it all pulled together, WOOOSH!  
The wind changes and it’s back to 
square one.  

If I’m being honest, the wom-
en in my life have always done 
more than their share of holiday 
preparation, crafting the magical 
moments. It’s not because they 
have more time or like shopping, 
and it’s not even because they 
care so much - which they do.  
It’s strong foresight.  They see the 
payoff with vivid imagination, and 
they’re excited about what could 
be.  They also understand that for 
things to go smoothly and to be 

able to truly be present, to soak it 
all in, there are some things that 
need to be done in November – 
perhaps even quietly in October 
[last minute shoppers everywhere 
gasp]. As part of this years behind 
the scene prep Leah has even taken 
up skating lessons. An activity we 
hope to enjoy as a family. 

This gave me a great idea, 
something I always dreamed of as 
a kid. It started rough. A plastic 
donation from my Dad, and a pile 
of wood.  I got some ‘help’ from the 
crew (Ryan, Rowan, Callum, Mill-
er, and Bill), and we pulled some-

thing together in good time, on a 
budget.  The filling and freezing 
did not happen with equal swift-
ness. 

Was I a little anxious about 
the fill-up, and our budget-friend-
ly design holding together?  Did I 
spend many hours patching small 
holes, and making ad-hoc modifi-
cations late into the night?  Did I 
sometimes watch the fill-up from 
the window with binoculars to en-
sure it was progressing well?  Did 
I treat this big puddle of water 
like it was my own newborn?  Did 
Leah secretly find this hilarious 

“If you look for it, I’ve 
got a sneaky feeling 
you’ll find that love 

actually is all around.”

Prime Minister
Love Actually

“This little green one here seems 
to need a home... We’ll decorate 

it and it’ll be just right for our play. 
Besides, I think it needs me.”

Charlie Brown
A Charlie Brown Christmas

“Merry Christmas you 
filthy animal.”

Angels with Filthy Souls
Home Alone 2: 

Lost in New York

“Yippee-ki-yay.” 

John Mcclane 
Die Hard

“Seeing isn’t believing. 
Believing is seeing..”

Little Elf Judy
The Santa Clause
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and take pictures of said over-con-
cerned actions while live-posting 
to Instagram, unbeknownst to me 
(#icewatch2019)?  Yes.  YES TO 
EVERYTHING!   And I have no 
regrets.  By the time you get this, 
I hope to have already taken sev-
eral skates with family and friends.  
If the weather doesn’t cooperate, 
well we’ve already had some great 
times building the thing and I’ve 
yet to see a Canadian winter pass 
without a prolonged cold spell.  
I’m certain there’ll be some happy 
moments outside on the ice this 
winter and the memories are sure 
to pay dividends*.  

Building on the foresight and 
preparedness of my own parents 
who filled my own childhood hol-
idays with magic, Leah and I hope 
to raise our kids to love the holi-
days, winter and mostly the ice.  
Given their early introduction to 
the sport, I’ll keep you all posted 
on Rowan and Cal’s progress to the 
NHL.  If they play for the Habs, 
it will mean therapy for their old 
man, but I’ll get through it.  Wish-
ing you all a holiday full of your 
own memorable moments, and 
many more in 2020.     

All the best,
Jon Earle 

Jon.Earle@manulifesecurities.ca

*Happy memory dividends are not guaran-
teed, and not offered through Bell Financial or 
Manulife Securities Inc.  Please consult a doc-
tor if you believe that this article has anything 

to do with securities or investments.Great Movies, Great Quotes

9AM: WATCHING ICE FREEZE? 9:30AM TAKING IT UP A NOTCH

10AM: UNDER NEW MANAGEMENT

#RINKWATCH2019
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