Changing Our Stars
Bill is Bell Financial’s
founder and a big
believer in believing.

I

think my introduction to
this idea was in grade 11
Science. I asked my Science teacher, Mr. Hall, how scientists knew to go looking for things
that previously no-one knew existed. His response was that if
they look hard enough and long
enough, they find whatever it is
they are looking for. I remember
his expression when he told me
that – it was if he was sharing a secret – a secret that might help me
in profound ways.
Just a few years later, Star Wars
made its debut starting as you remember with Episode IV: A New
Hope. It was for all of us an introduction to an exciting new world.
It was also for me a reminder of
Mr. Hall’s mysterious statement.
Star Wars is science-fiction
fantasy. It’s make-believe. And
yet, it offers up a bevy of real-world
lessons, the most powerful and
meaningful of which comes in
the next chapter, Episode V, The
Empire Strikes Back. Luke has
travelled to Dagobah, the home of
Jedi Master Yoda. On arrival he
crashes his X-wing starfighter into
a swamp (the whole planet appears
to be a swamp). After a few days of
training Yoda encourages Luke to
use the force to pull the starfighter
out of the swamp. Luke fails and in
the three minute scene around this
event, Yoda delivers a great deal of
his best advice. Yoda reluctantly
uses the force to pull the starfighter out, and Luke is truly amazed.
He looks at Yoda and says, “I don’t

believe it.” Yoda responds, “That
is why you fail.” (I know you just
heard Yoda’s voice when you read
that). And there it is. The very
heart of the Star Wars message delivered in just two lines. And Mr.
Hall’s statement narrowed down to
just one word.

But this single word may in fact
represent the most powerful thing
on the planet.
In 1999 I published “One Step
to Wealth,” a book that is essentially about getting what you want.
The secret is simple; know what
you want. So if someone says “I

It’s fitting that one of the
smallest characters in the Star
Wars story delivers the most powerful lesson. Belief is a small word.

want to have 100 million dollars,”
does it magically appear? Maybe.
That will depend on – you guessed
it – belief.

Vol. 73 - Summer 2019
We are the sum of our beliefs.
We are also prisoners of those beliefs. I don’t know anyone who
believes that they can wish money into existence. In fact, I don’t
know many people who believe
that they can break the shackles
of the socio-economic strata that
they were born into. Our lot in life
is to live a slightly better version of
the lives our parents lived. Unless,
we change our beliefs.
Star Wars isn’t the only movie that uses belief as a core theme.
There are lots of them. Another of
my favourites is A Knight’s Tale in
which the main character – William – leaves his father to “change
his stars.” William is a peasant, but
he wants to be more. He doesn’t
see the difference between himself and the knights who fight on
horseback and the movie follows
his journey of transforming from
William, to Sir William. His secret
is belief.
History is a study in belief. All
great discoveries and innovations
were fueled by someone believing
in the impossible. And millions of
lives have been lost due to countries or religions killing others to
support or defend a set of beliefs.
Belief is the most powerful
force in the universe. And I wonder why we don’t spend more time
trying to understand it and trying
to make it work for us to make our
lives and our world a better place.
We look at the tragedies of
wars, or the mysteries of cults and
we label it brainwashing. It’s belief.
We talk about the power of positive
thinking and having a “can do attitude” and we label it optimism or
confidence. It’s belief.
We all want something more
Continued on page 2

Focus

Sir Callum The Grumpy

A lot of
dogs...

Leah is a Marketing Media
Manager and also
now a Sir.

Being the equal opportunity parents we are, we also signed
up our younger son Callum to be
knighted right after Rowan. Callum watched with great interest as

gled sideways and buried his head
in my chest, the result of which
was that the sword landed on my
shoulder (please refer to me as Sir
Leah in future). All of this resulted

was driving recently in
the car with both my parents and we were talking
about siblings and how different
they can be from one another. The
topic came up because my own
two children really are very different. My parents reminded me how
different I am from each of my two
sisters.
My two boys are 20 months
apart and they both like, want, and
need a lot of the same stuff - like
water, food, affection, and dinosaurs. Both boys are also trying to
learn reading, shoe tying, and appropriate pant-wearing behaviour
in public. But clearly, these aren’t
the things that will ultimately define them (I hope). What will
define them will be loftier things
– and suddenly we were talking
about goals and dreams. I can’t
help but believe that on this front,
my two boys will be wildly different.
For example, my oldest son
aspires to become a brave knight
who fights for the honour of his
kingdom. He was in fact recently
knighted at Medieval Times. He
chose a sword and the title “Dragon Slayer” and took the whole ceremony quite seriously.

his brother received the Queen’s
honour, but, when he was called
he looked quite surprised and
screamed “Nooooo!” He only went
on the stage because I carried him
there. As the Queen went through
her ceremony he gave her an unwavering stare of disapproval despite her best efforts to make him
smile. While the sword was dropping to perform the act, he wrig-

in a rather hilarious performance
that was not lost on the crowd of
other sympathetic parents.
The takeaway from this scene
for me was a sharp reminder that
you can’t let other people tell you
what your dreams are. There are
corporations, leaders, rule makers, family members, friends, tv
shows, and blog posts that want
to hand you a dream with a road

I

Bell Financial pets
(from top left)
Stella (and Brittany),
Ender, Tippy (and Bill),
Beau, Harper, Finch, and
Roxie

Meet Rocky

W

ho would have thought
that the little girl afraid
of animals would be

the proud owner of a miniature toy
poodle!
On May 4th after relentlessly
begging for a dog for years, (and I
mean YEARS), my son Daniel finally got his wish and 11-week-old
Rocky joined our family. Neither
Cosimo nor I had a pet growing up
so this came as a big shock to our
friends and family.
The things we do for our
children! Rocky has been with
us 6 weeks and we seem to have
returned to the years of potty
training and middle of the night

Changing Our Stars
than we have right now, or we
want to be more than we have become. The degrees may vary, but
it is nonetheless universal. And if
belief is the secret, (and it is), why
haven’t we figured out how to do
this? At the risk of going in circles,
it’s because we don’t universally
believe that we can, or even that it
matters. And if we do believe, we
don’t know how to change those
beliefs that are holding us back.
An endless chain of advice
and guidance from prophets, philosophers, writers, and poets, selfhelp gurus and others hasn’t been
enough. We need scientific proof.

waking. Years, that with a son in
University, I thought were behind
me. It has been a lot of work but
it has also been rewarding and
brought our family closer together!
Keep looking for Rocky updates!
Gloria Fragomeni, Dog Mom
Gloria.Fragomeni
@manulifesecurities.ca

Summer Orzo Salad
CHILI LIME DRESSING

(Continued)

We need an on-off switch to point
to and a step-by-step manual that
just doesn’t exist.
I recently had the privilege
of sitting in on a talk by Dr Brynn
Winegard. She is a neuroscientist
and general brainiac with a couple
of PHDs and tons of experience
working with corporations, athletes and real life “superheroes”
who are looking for ways to unleash the hidden power of the human brain. She spoke for an hour
about how our subconscious and
conscious minds work and how our
subconscious mind is the master
saboteur forever keeping us locked

in the
chains
of our
beliefs. In short, we can change
nothing unless we change a belief.
She even suggested how. Her advice is to use tools like meditation
and self-talk. Speak to your brain
in the language of the brain which
is in images packed with emotion.
And tell ourselves, repeatedly, that
we ARE that which we wish to become.
If this sounds a lot like what
you have read in Napoleon Hill’s
“Think and Grow Rich,” or heard
from Deepak Chopra or countless

other new-age thinkers who live in
the dream world of positive thinking, that’s because it is. The science
here still sounds like science fiction. It might be time to dust off
some of those books that you may
have discarded as “new age mumbo jumbo.” As Yoda said in the
X-fighter swamp scene, “You must
unlearn what you have learned.”
And in doing so you may learn, as
Luke did, that nothing is impossible. We can change our beliefs. We
can change our stars.
Bill Bell
billbell@bellfinancial.ca

• 2 tbsp 5% sour cream
• 2 tbsp mayonnaise
• 1 tsp lime juice
• ½ tsp smoke chipotle chili pepper
• Pinch each salt and black pepper
ORZO SALAD
• 2 cups orzo pasta
• 1 tbsp olive oil
• 3 cobs freshly shucked corn
• 1 zucchini, cut in ¼”-thick rounds
• 2 stalks celery, chopped
• 1 roasted red pepper,
peeled & chopped
• 1 roasted yellow pepper,
peeled & chopped
• 4 strips bacon, cooked & chopped

• ¼ cup sliced pickled jalapenos
(optional)
• 1 avocado, pitted, peeled & cubed
• ½ cup chopped fresh parsley

DIRECTIONS
In a small bowl, whisk together all
the ingredients for the Chili Lime
Dressing. Store in the refrigerator
until ready to serve.
Bring a large pot of salted water
to a boil. Cook the orzo according
to the package directions. Drain
in a colander and shake to steam
dry. Place the orzo in a large bowl
and drizzle with olive oil, stirring
to combine. Leave to cool, stirring
occasionally to prevent the pasta
from sticking.

map to it (usually the map guides
you to their gas stations on the way
which makes it lucrative to them).
I have found myself driven to have
a bigger house, fancier clothes, and
a fitter body on many occasions
but those things are not really reflections of who I am. Those are
not the accomplished goals I want
read aloud in my eulogy by my best
friend and muse Lizzo.
You alone can define your
dreams and map your way to them.
Dreaming is a solo sport.
I know I’m talking about a 4
year old and a 3 year old. I suspect
that Rowan will at least rethink the
armour in the years to come. Neither of my boys have started mapping out their goals and dreams
yet. But I stand by my observation
that those maps won’t only lead to
someplace different but they likely
won’t even share a legend.
That’s the point here - your
goals and dreams need to reflect
the deepest definition of who you
are. They need to be personal. So
why do we so often find ourselves
chasing someone else’s dreams?
Sometimes, it’s because you
are three years old and your Mom
makes you. But for the rest of us,
there’s no good reason.
We are big on dreams here at
Bell Financial. Feel free to share
yours with us. We would love to
hear about them.
Leah Earle
learle@bellfinancial.ca

Servings 6

Meanwhile, heat
the barbecue to
medium.
Place
the corn cobs directly on the grill
and cook, turning
occasionally, until the kernels are
slightly blistered,
tender-crisp and
bright yellow (about 6-8 minutes).
At the same time, grill the zucchini for 2-3 minutes per side, until
slightly charred and softened.
When the corn is cool enough to
handle, cut the kernels from the
cobs with a large knife and add to
the orzo. Cut the zucchini slices
in half and add to the pasta, along

with the celery, roasted peppers,
bacon and jalapenos (if you wish).
Add the Chili Lime Dressing and
toss to mix well. Add the avocado
and fresh parsley and stir gently to
combine. Serve immediately, and
enjoy!
From the kitchen of

Brittany Wolff

Our Wild Neighbourhood
David Frank is a
specialist in Group
Benefits.

S

usie and I walked out of our
midtown Toronto home yesterday morning and were
startled by a fox in the parkette just
west of us. He was less than ten
yards away and oblivious to our
presence. He had trapped a mouse
in the grass and was torturing it for
a few moments, repeatedly allowing it to scurry away a few feet before pouncing on it. Finally, tiring
of his game, he tossed the mouse
into the air with his teeth and
caught it in his jaws, swallowing it
whole. Only then did he notice us;
instead of running away, he casually trotted past us and disappeared
into the neighbour’s back yard.
Just this morning, not
five minutes ago, I came upon another fox after dropping Susie off
at the subway (a different fox than
yesterday’s visitor; sightings have
become so regular this spring that
I can tell them apart by their coat
and general size). This one had a
squirrel in his mouth and paused
just feet from my car at the stop
sign, as if to proudly show off his
prize before continuing on his way
up the street.
Encounters with foxes and other wild hunters in our
neighbourhood have become al-

most commonplace over the past
couple of years. Hawks have noticeably increased in numbers,
attracted in part by the commotion of smaller birds at our feeders. The regular supply of seed
nourishes these birds, which in
turn occasionally feeds the hawks,
which pick off
an unsuspecting mourning
dove or sparrow every other week or so.
We also have a
couple of local
feral cats that
can regularly
be seen moving
furtively
among
the
shrubbery with
food in their mouths, usually a rodent that let its guard down for one
fateful moment.
I had never seen a coyote
up close until this past winter. It
was early morning after a heavy
snowfall and the neighbourhood
was soundless and still. I had just
begun what was to be two hours of
driveway shovelling when a large,
healthy-looking coyote in a thick
winter coat appeared to my right,
loping along the street in the uncleared slow. His movement was
powerful and purposeful, yet completely silent. Had I not looked up
from my chore at that moment I

would never have known he was
there. He continued up the hill towards the ravine and disappeared
from sight. The whole scene lasted less than ten seconds, but I
know that I will never forget it. I
felt privileged to have witnessed
this beautiful, wild animal living
among us in
plain sight.
Although
I’m sure that
these hunters
have
always
co-existed
with the human residents
in this neighbourhood,
I
think that their
seeming proliferation recently has a lot to do with construction,
or rather destruction, in the immediate and surrounding area. Perhaps I’m oversimplifying things,
but predators congregate where
prey is plentiful. The massive public transit project just to the north
of us, the Eglinton Crosstown LRT,
has been ongoing for several years
now. The upheaval and noise have
caused mice, rats and other small
mammals to flee to safety, only
to instead be scooped up into the
jaws and talons of predators. A
second possible reason for the
displacement of prey is the growing practice of older homes being

Great Minds, Great Thoughts
“Change your stars
and live a better life
than I have.”

“Your focus
determines
your reality.”

“Your time is limited,so
don’t waste it living
someone else’s life.”

John Thatcher
A Knights Tale

Qui-Gon Jinn
The Phantom Menace

Steve Jobs

demolished and replaced by new
ones. Animals living in or around
these properties are forced out into
the open, where they become easy
pickings for the hunters. After
their need for food is met, a crisscrossing network of ravines to the
south of our neighbourhood offers
a relatively secure home base for
foxes, coyotes and the like to return to.
I recently read a novel
set in London in which the subplot centered around urban foxes
living in parks and adjacent back
yards. A vocal minority were fearful of the animals and urged the
city to exterminate them. A “silent
cull” was enacted by the mayor’s
office and soon foxes were being
trapped and poisoned. I worry
that we may one day see a similar
reaction here in midtown Toronto.
It may be startling to see foxes in
greater numbers on our streets and
in our back yards, but they simply
seem to want to go about their
business of hunting the food that
is in increasing supply, due in large
part to human activity. I have never felt threatened by the foxes; on
the contrary, I am grateful to have
them share a small part of their
lives with me. I hope that we can
leave them be and allow them to
coexist in our neighbourhood. I
believe that we are all the better for
it.
David Frank
dfrank@bellfinancial.c

“One benefit of summer
was that each day we had
more light to read by.”

Thank you for all the
gardening advice!
The winner of the Sheridan
Nurseries gift card was...

Jeanette Walls
The Glass Castle

Suzanne de Breyne

Want to save paper and give back to mother earth? Recieve this digitally! Go to www.bellfinancial.ca and sign up for our digital newsletter you tech savy beauty!
15165 Yonge St., Suite 201 Aurora, Ontario, L4G 1M1
T: (905) 713 - 3765 F: (905) 713 - 2937
Visit our blog: www.BellFinancial.ca/our-blog
Keep in touch with social media!
Like us on
@BellFinancialInc
Follow us on
@BellFinancial 96
add Bill Bell and Jonathan Earle

All information in this newsletter is for educational purposes only. While all information is believed to be true, accuracy cannot be guaranteed, and neither Bell Financial Inc. nor any associate of Bell Financial Inc. will assume responsibility for financial applications based on any information herein. Readers are advised to seek additional specific advice regarding any strategies.

