A Father’s Pride
I recently had a dream. I was sitting in a pew at our local
funeral home. Friends and relatives were talking, but I
seemed to be invisible to them, leading me to believe that
perhaps I was at my funeral. Then a big hand settled on my
shoulder and I turned to see my father sitting beside me.
My father passed away in 1987. Yep, definitely my funeral. My father smiled at me and said “So Bill, what
would you change?” And I woke up.
I’ve been thinking about that dream a lot. It’s the kind of
dream that shakes you up a little, makes you question a
number of things, but mostly begs the question: what does
it mean?
My first thoughts were driven by fear. Death. Perhaps I’m
close. Perhaps my father is visiting me and encouraging
me to re-examine things in my waning days. I suddenly
felt some aches and pains that I had been ignoring for some
time and wondered if I should head over to the clinic.
But as the dream replayed in my mind, the fears dissipated.
My father was smiling and friendly. He wasn’t trying to
scare me or shake me into action. And coming from a man
of very few words and even fewer displays of emotion, the
fact that he put his hand on my shoulder and asked me what
I would change was perhaps just his way of greeting me,
like someone who might say, “How’s it going?” instead of
“Hello.” He was just starting a conversation with his son.
Unfortunately, I woke before the conversation could get
going.

Still, the question haunted me. If I’d had time to answer, what
would that answer have been?
In truth, I shouldn’t be surprised by the questions that this
dream prompted me to consider. My profession puts me in a
position to hear many men of my age group asking the very
same questions. In fact I’d argue most men at this age are
asking these questions. At some point in our lives we all realize that time really is running out, and we start to examine
the choices we’ve made, asking ourselves whether or not it’s
too late to change, and more importantly, whether we even
want to change. Call it a mid-life crisis if you like, but the
fact is, it jars us into doing what we should have done when
we were young, and immortal – set a specific course.
My favourite of Stephen Covey’s “Seven Habits,” is “Begin
with the end in mind.” I have often told people that as difficult as it may be, the best ‘end’ to imagine is your own funeral. What do you want people to say about you, what legacy do you want to leave behind, how do you want to be remembered? The answers to these questions will help you set
a course for the life you want to lead, and guide you to becoming the person you want to become. And so, here’s my
own father, giving me a dose of my own advice.
Another thought keeps running through my head regarding
this dream, and that is how surprising it is to realize that of all
the people either dead or alive that I would have ask me this
question, it’s my father. Again, that shouldn’t surprise me,
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A Father’s Pride (cont)
but it does. I always saw my dad as a simple man with values that matched. He paid his bills on time. He went to
church on Sunday. He helped his neighbours. He may not
have aspired to great things, but he worked hard all his life
to give his family everything he could possibly give them.
He was never too tired or too busy to help us when we
needed it. Was I living up to those ideals? Will he tell me
when the time comes? While my father was alive, he rarely
offered his specific opinion about the choices I made. I
knew when he disapproved, but he never told me. And I
knew when he was proud – again, without hearing those
words.

know how I will answer the question. I will smile at him
and nodding my head I’ll say, “I wouldn’t change a thing
Dad.” And I’m hopeful that he will smile back in a way
that will let me know that’s the answer he was expecting –
perhaps even hoping for. And he will say those words that
every child so longs to hear from a parent. “I’m proud of
you.”



It was in those thoughts that I realized- perhaps my father
wasn’t in my dream to challenge or judge me, but rather to
teach me. While reflecting on the importance of my father’s approval, I thought about the importance of my approval to three of his grandchildren – my three daughters. I
chuckled to myself as I came to realize that once again I
have learned a lesson the only way we learn anything from
our parents – by example.
My father has once again reminded me of what’s truly important. And while reflecting on your past is an interesting
exercise, it’s of little value. Looking ahead is what’s important.
If I see Dad again in a dream (or in heaven) any time soon I

Happiness and misery consist in a progression towards better or
worse; it does not matter how high up or low down you are, it depends
not on this, but on the direction in which you are tending.
Samuel Butler

Everyone has a unique role to fill in the world and is important in some respect. Everyone, including and perhaps especially you, is indispensable.
Nathaniel Hawthorne

Billy & his Dad December 1957

Great Minds, Great Thoughts

We were not sent into this world to do anything
into which we cannot put our hearts.
John Ruskin

Canes and Curling Brooms
 Perhaps it’s a bit of a stretch, but as a youngster I joked
that although I probably missed my shot to play hockey
for Team Canada or the Maple Leafs, I would nonetheless one day reach the Olympic Winter Games as a
decorated curler. I wasn’t saying this with any seriousness, it was meant as a firm jab at the crazy old men
with their crazy old beards I’d seen on TV playing glorified shuffleboard on ice, insisting it was a sport all the
while.
And now, as the world has a propensity to do to us all, I
have been put in my place. Not only do I now curl with
some regularity, but loath am I to discover that this ancient Scottish game is far more difficult than I anticipated. I was expecting to cake walk my way through a
barrage of canes and hairpieces on my way to stardom,
and instead I’ve found myself quietly swallowing my
pride.
And, despite a previously held stereotype of those
whom I associate with curling, I must admit that I have
been corrected on that front as well. Of late I have been
shown humility by men, women, boys and girls all. But
by far the most noticeable and noteworthy characteristic
of the folks I’ve met on the ice is that they are almost
invariably terrific people. Sharing a post-game beer
with the opposing team is not something that other
sports are able to pull off. I fear brawls and hurled insults would be the norm elsewhere, but not with curling.

More laughs and cheers are often exchanged after the game
than during, and it’s one of the unsung aspects of this new-tome sport.
But alas the warm weather is upon us, and as such the curling
season has come to an end. I have mixed feelings as I contemplate the thought of trading in my curling broom for my
trusty nine iron. I will miss that pebbled ice, though I think
its lessons in humility will stay with me. I have been inspired. This will be the year when I smarten up and stop
swinging for the fences with my driver. You’ll see. Gone are
the days of wading through the underbrush searching for that
silly white ball. No longer will I ignore the group in front of
me that all successfully knock the ball straight up the fairway
with an iron, even if they are all crazy old men with crazy old
beards. I have been shown the error of my
ways and am left wondering if it’s
time I try my hand at a little
beard growing...
See you on the course!
Cheers,

 

Watch This!

If you aren’t familiar with the website www.ted.com you should be. It’s essentially a collection of talks on an almost
endless array of topics from science to the arts presented by an impressive and equally numerous collection of speakers.
Among these talks you will find two – one done in 2006 and another in 2010 – by Sir Ken
Robinson, a creativity expert who speaks to the fact that our current education system is
stifling the creativity out of our children. I would suggest you begin your ted.com experience with these two talks. Robinson is compelling, inspiring, extremely funny, and sadly,
right on the money. If you find any other talks while exploring this website that you think
we should all see, please pass along the name! Enjoy!

Overdue Packages
I could see was a blanket of white and, according to the long
-term weather forecast, many more days of winter.

Friday, March 25, 2011
For the past couple of weeks, my son Ethan has been
checking the mailbox several times a day, waiting impatiently for a package to arrive. I have tried to convince him
that the mailman only delivers the mail once a day – not at
all on weekends – but he’s not buying it. I asked him what
he was so desperate to receive, and he said “a flashlight.”
A flashlight? Not just any flashlight, he assured me. He
proceeded to tell me about some scientist in Hawaii who
had created a beam that mimicked daylight. He then
showed me a video describing his invention. While I failed
to grasp the significance of this feat (there is plenty of daylight all around us, after all), Ethan was so impressed that
he purchased the key components on-line to build his own
super–flashlight. Unfortunately, the U.S. and Canadian
postal services have collectively lacked my son’s sense of
urgency and, at last check, the pieces were stuck at customs, likely sitting with a pile of other packages of dubious
value.
While I can’t share Ethan’s passion for super-flashlights, I
can sympathize with his impatience for it to arrive. I, too,
have a package that is overdue: it is colourfully wrapped,
smells lovely and makes my heart leap whenever I imagine
it. Although the calendar has already announced its arrival,
spring is late this year. About ten days ago, after several
days of mild temperatures and persistent rain, I noticed a
glint of yellow in the sodden front lawn. A pair of crocuses
had self-seeded there and had got a jump on their siblings
still sleeping in the snowy flowerbed. Amidst the dreary
canvas of brown and beige, the bright petals were
gaudy...and wonderful. To me, it signalled the beginning
of the end of a long, malevolent winter, and I was thrilled.
The next day, however, it snowed and became bitterly cold.
The crocuses disappeared, as did my giddiness. Although
it often snows in late-March, it felt this year like a cruel
trick had been played on me. I had mentally put away the
heavy coats and boots and had begun to visualize my golf
swing (which always looks so much better in my mind’s
eye than it does on the course). I had already assembled
my list of garden chores: clearing the debris from the lawn,
re-edging the beds, bringing the lawn mower in for a tuneup, replacing the flat tire on the wheel barrow. But now all
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The birds seemed to share my disappointment. The sparrows, raucous and playful in the back yard hedge only days
earlier, sat sullen and shivering on the branches. The bird
feeders still had their share of visitors, but what was just recently a frenzy of colour and activity had become a business
-like procession of cardinals, blue jays and chickadees, conserving their energy to survive the sudden deep-freeze. I
often looked out the window at the feeders, hoping for a sign
that the energy and promise of spring had re-emerged. But
the birds gave nothing away, and I began to wonder if the
warmer weather had met the same fate as Ethan’s package,
stuck in customs at the U.S. border.
Despite a grudging fondness for winter and the cold-weather
sports that accompany it, every year around mid-February I
grow weary of the deadness of it all and I begin to look for
signs of life. This year, my sons and I enjoyed a welcome
reprieve from the season’s icy grip with a weeklong escape
to Florida. We had never before been away to a warm climate in February, and the perfect weather – sunny and 25
degrees each day – made me excited upon our return for an
imminent Toronto thaw. But now, a month later, a pair of
crocuses and the occasional ill-tempered robin have remained the sole representatives of a season still held in
abeyance. Although I know that it will arrive, I repeatedly
find myself gazing out through the kitchen window seeking
reassurance.
Monday, March 28, 2011
Ethan’s package finally arrived today. His face shone
brighter than any bulb when he opened it.
And, on the front lawn, where the snow
had retreated, the yellow crocuses had
returned. Perhaps this time, as the
days lengthen and the sun warms the
air and the earth, spring will follow.
'DYLG
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