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PEACE WITH WATER
Early in our relationship I realized that Ellen
was an avid swimmer, and loved the water.
She is a Pisces after all. Eventually she realized that I did not like the water, despite being
an Aquarius. I’m happy drinking it, and carrying
it (as per the symbol), not so happy being in it.
This difference of course isn’t a deal breaker as far as relationships go, but it does lead
to some compromises on certain issues. Like
putting a pool in your back yard. We’ve lived in
more places than I care to mention (nine) and
we have never had a pool, or even seriously

drowned in Lake of Bays before I was born.
So, whenever the idea of a pool came up,
and it has, I squashed it.
Two years ago we decided to leave our
home of 20 years – the longest we had lived
anywhere by far. The kids were gone, and we
were no longer on the right side of town. Our
house was too big, and the lot too small. Lots
of things needed to be updated. And we had
no pool.
And so, we went searching for a property
that we could make our own (aka, in need of a

contemplated putting one in. Until now.
My dislike for water has solid psychological
roots. I fell in Lake Paudash when I was 2 years
old. There is no footage of me falling in, but
there is footage of me being pushed around
in an inner tube afterwards as my father and
uncle try to put me back on good terms with
the lake. Although it’s an old 8mm silent film,
it’s clear that I wasn’t having it. The water and I
would remain at odds. To this day, the feeling of
water rushing into my nose sparks a memory
I would prefer not to dig up. It probably didn’t
help that my mother had a fear of water that
she never explained, and my grandfather Bell

reno) and that had all the right things. A bigger
lot, near our oldest daughter and her family,
lots of trees, and possibly, room for a pool.
In late February last year we purchased that
property.
We took possession in June of 2020, and
our contractor and others spent the next
nine months transforming it into our beautiful home. There were bumps along the way,
but we somehow managed to dodge most
of the chaos that COVID was creating for so
many others in our position, and we moved
in on March 2, 2021. In late May, our pool guy
showed up with a giant backhoe and dug a
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hole. A few days later a pool flew over the
house on the hook of a crane. Our landscaper who had already put up much of the fence
and prepared the site, got busy laying the patio
stone and completing the fence. And one evening in June, for the first time ever, Ellen went
swimming in her own pool, accompanied of
course by two of our grandchildren.
I have been in the pool – but just a few times.
However, I have sat by the pool for hours,
watching as the people I love the most take
enormous pleasure in splashing, playing, and
floating, with smiles on their faces and joy in
their voices.
When we settled into our new home both Ellen and I were surprised at how quickly we felt
at ease. It was clear right away that this was
the right thing to do, and that we had made
many good decisions that others thought
might be moving us in the wrong direction.
Things like putting in a pool – on a heavily treed
lot.
I did worry a little about feeling anxious once
a pool full of water was in my backyard. But I
did not. In fact, quite the opposite. It seemed
to make everyone I love happier. And despite
some persistent apprehension, it made me
happier too.
Normally fall is my favourite season. I prefer
the cooler weather, love the fall colours, and
take real pleasure in getting back to work after
a summer of being in slow gear. This year, the
fall is somehow bittersweet. The pool is open
as I write this, but visitors to the pool are increasingly rare, and they complain about being
cold. Soon, a cover will go over the pool and it
will hibernate until next spring. And surprisingly, that makes me a little sad.
The little boy who fell in the lake so long ago
is finally letting go. He has pushed aside the
anger and fear and is ready to make peace
with water.
Bill Bell
William.Bell@ManulifeSecurt ies.ca
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FOCUS

Some photos of our recent adventures

OVER THE HILL
When my Dad turned 40, I knew it was a big
deal. Not just because all the leaves got used
in our dining room table, which meant it had
to be moved into the living room, but also because my mom snuck a racehorse, ‘Gato del
Norte’, into our small barn. This surprise for
Dad kicked off over three decades of horse
racing including one close call at the Queen’s
Plate. Even ‘I’m Dashing’, a two-time winner so
far in 2021, is a descendant of Gato.
Being only 7 at the time, I was put to bed
before the dinner party started. However, I
couldn’t resist creeping down the hall periodically to listen in on the adult conversations.
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Brushing up against a helium balloon with
dangling legs that made it appear as though it
could walk – a technological marvel of the 80’s
– and hearing the laughter, I thought to myself ‘I
can’t wait to turn 40!’
Well, dreams do come true. I’m officially
‘over the hill’. Based on the phrase, I’m assuming that the hard uphill part is behind me, and
life is an easy downhill ride from here on out.
Right? …Yeah. Right. I do like to joke about extra
aches and pains - I said to Ellen that age is just
a number, providing you have Advil – but I feel
great and have so much to look forward to in
the near and distant future.
-2-
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OVER THE HILL

(CONTINUED)

(Continued from page 2) With the kids back in
school this fall (for now), Leah and I decided
to re-enroll them in some sports/recreation
programs. Looking at the schedule for hockey,
I’ve realized that much of my 40s may be spent
shuffling kids and gear from place to place on
weekends and evenings. Not only that, but
having not played hockey as a child myself,
I feel like I’m the only parent out there that
doesn’t know what to do, or say, or even how
to properly put on the equipment. After a few
skates we went to the rink shop where a kind
and wise gentleman stared disappointedly at
my son’s skates “Why, I don’t think these things
have been sharpened even once!” …Oops.
So, I’m out of my element a bit, but who cares.
We’re having fun! We already established a
post-game tradition of going to the store for
chips. I get the leftovers. Spending my 40s as
a hockey dad sounds pretty great to me.

INGREDIENTS
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

5 1/2 cups all-purpose flour
2 teaspoons salt
1 pound Tenderflake lard
1 tablespoon vinegar
1 egg lightly beaten
ice water
Apples – tart are the best
Lemon juice
Brown sugar
All-purpose flour
Cinnamon
Salt
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Another significant change comes as Bill
attempts to ‘slow down’, as he so eloquently wrote about in our last newsletter. No, this
does not mean Bill is retiring, but it does mean
he will be getting more support from our team
as he looks to meaningfully scale back. Truthfully, we’ve all been planning and preparing for
this for more than a decade now. As part of the
preparation, Bill asked me several years ago to
take a leadership role. It’s a role I’ve thoroughly enjoyed. I’m proud of our accomplishments
through those years, and I look forward to
continued success, but what I’m most excited
about is getting to know more of our wonderful
clientele - a sentiment that I know both Nick
and Brittany share. I’ve worked with many of

the clients that came to us through Bill and
have yet to meet one whom I didn’t like. I guess
that probably says something about Bill.
My 40s may also be spent continuing to navigate COVID-19. When vaccines came out touting 94% efficacy almost a year ago, we were
confident that by now we’d be able to throw
a nice big party for my 40th – something long
overdue. But with the rise of the Delta variant,
we scaled it back to an outdoor get-together.
Although it was much smaller than we originally planned, Leah and a supporting cast of great
friends and family put forth tremendous effort
to make it just as special. As I laughed with
old friends, I would notice Rowan (7) and Callum (5) bouncing around the property laughing
with their neighbors. It was
well past their bedtime before
Grandma Ellen and Grandpa
Bill took them to their house
for a sleep over. Something
GLORIA’S APPLE PIE FILLING
told us they might be tempted
to stay up listening in on the
party if we tried putting them
to bed at home. No, I didn’t get
a racehorse for my 40th like
DIRECTIONS
Dad, but I did get something
1. Whisk together flour and salt and cut in
Tenderflake with 2 knives until the lard is
much more suitable for me - a
pea sized within the flour
spectacular night with great
2. In a measuring cup combine vinegar and
friends, great beer, and some
egg. Add the ice water to make 1 cup. Then
lifelong memories, many capgradually stir into other mixture, adding only
tured by our own personal
enough liquid to make dough cling together
photographer, Bill Bell.
3. Gently divide dough into 6 equal portions, wrap and refrigerate for 15-30 minutes.
Getting up to take the kids
4. Roll out each portion on a lightly floured surface. If dough is sticking, chill again for 30
to hockey the next morning
min. Then transfer the prepared dough to pie plate
5. Wash, peel, core, and thinly slice your apples, then cover with lemon juice and sugar.
was the only time I actually felt
6. Whisk together the flour, cinnamon, and salt in a small bowl
over the hill.
7. Add this flour mixture to the apples and then pour into the uncooked pie crust
Cheers,
8. Drape another pie crust over apples and crimp edges of the crusts with a fork
Jon Earle
9. Bake at 450 F for 15 minutes, and then lower the temp to 350 Fahrenheit and bake
Jon.Earle@ManulifeSecurtfor a further 35-40 minutes
ies.ca
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SMALL WORLD
Over the past couple of weeks, television has returned with its new Fall lineup. Like many of us seeking diversion, Susie and I have been looking forward to
new episodes of our favourite shows. Last year, many
programs struggled to incorporate our real-life struggles through the pandemic into the story lines of their
fictional characters. Masks were worn, businesses
struggled, people lost their jobs, some became ill and
a few died. While I appreciated the attempt to mirror
the fear, uncertainty and loss that existed off-camera,
a part of me wished that I could escape my reality for
an hour or two each evening and assume the roles of
people blissfully untouched by COVID-19.
It wasn’t too surprising, then, when many of the TV
shows returned this September with the pandemic
written out of the script. Clearly I wasn’t alone in the
desire to shift the narrative away from the endless cycle of depressing news that has dominated our lives
for the past 19 months. As we settled in to watch the
new, largely COVID-free episodes unfold, I imagined a
world where we could change our script and declare
the pandemic defeated. Unfortunately, truth is stranger (and far more intractable) than fiction.
Learning to cope with a global crisis has been a
new and frightening experience for everyone. Back in
March of 2020, there was no playbook to consult; we
were all forced to figure out how to navigate with limited information and resources. In those early days of
the pandemic, we were in total darkness, feeling about
for a tether, a border, something to hold on to and to
define our boundaries. We needed to understand the
parameters of safety. And given how much we didn’t
know, we kept those parameters narrow.
Seeking security amid the chaos in the Spring of
2020, we had little choice but to make our world very
small. Our home became the hub of all essential

GREAT MINDS, GREAT
activities; we ventured out only for necessities and
neighbourhood walks. Isolation and loneliness were
relieved somewhat by technology, which allowed us
to connect virtually to family, friends and colleagues.
But we couldn’t risk expanding our world until we perceived that it was safe to do so, which would briefly arrive months later, only to be snatched away again as
COVID case counts spiked again. Retreating back into
our small world may have helped to keep us physically
safe, but it came at a psychological cost. The script we
had hoped would be written, one where we could return to a pre-pandemic life, was scrapped and our feelings of despair, anxiety and hopelessness only grew.
This year, we have continued to experience the ebbs
and flows of promise and disappointment, but optimism seems to be getting closer to shore. Vaccines
have offered us the greatest hope yet that we can begin to imagine a safer world with broader boundaries.
The simple pleasures that we once took for granted,
like lining up for ice cream or dining (outdoors) at a favourite restaurant, returned over the summer. We are
drawing up plans to return to the office and to go on
holiday, and even though these ideas may not yet be
fully-formed, it’s exciting to re-consider the possibilities.
Many of the characters on television have returned
to a post-COVID world. The scriptwriters are now free
to go wherever their imagination takes them. While our
real-world constraints won’t yet allow such freedoms,
the signs are there – from the return of bumper-tobumper traffic in Midtown Toronto to fans once again
attending games to cheer on our sports heroes – that
we are slowly, gradually, cautiously writing the end of
this chapter and imaging what the next one might look
like.
David Frank
dfrank@bellfinancial.ca

Thoughts

We gon’ party like it’s your birthday.
50 Cent

Cowards die many times before their
deaths; the valiant never taste of death
but once.
William Shakespeare

Forty is the old age of youth;
fifty the youth of old age.
Victor Hugo
French Poet

There is nothing like staying
at home for real comfort.
Jane Austen

Water is the driving
force of all nature.

Inspired by your vision

Leonardo da Vinci
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