
One of the things I love 
about Christmas is 
the way it connects 

me to the past.  Sometimes in sur-
prising ways.  

Among the traditions that El-
len and I continued with our girls 
at Christmas was leaving Santa a 
note, and a snack.   When Deandra 
was two we carefully put out the 
cookies and milk, the handwritten 
note to Santa and a fresh carrot 
for Rudolph.  The cookies were 
a special recipe of my mom’s that 
we call sugar cookies.  (The recipe 
is in this newsletter).  While I was 
filming on my new 8 mm video-
cam, the girls were dancing around 
the tree.  By dancing, I mean Dee 
was jumping up and down with 
glee.  And when Ellen’s attention 
turned temporarily to five-year old 
Leah, Deandra quickly and deftly 
picked up one of the sugar cook-
ies and licked the sugar off the top, 
then just as quickly put it back on 
the plate.  Santa would never know.  
(Actually, he did).  

This of course has become 
a running joke in the Bell family 
and during the holidays everyone 
looks carefully at the always-pres-
ent sugar cookies before taking a 
bite, wondering if they may have 
been previously licked.  As far as 
I know, the incident in 1990 is a 
one of a kind.  But, Deandra’s love 
of cookies was well established by 
this point, and it has never waned.   
And Grandma Bell’s sugar cookies 
have always been among her fa-
vourites.

Mom (Grandma Bell) was 
well known for her baking.  Her 
butter tarts are legendary, and at 
Christmas cookies of all variety 
would appear from her kitchen.  
What I didn’t realize then, but ce-

tainly do now, was the magnitude 
of the gift she was giving us.  

But this was typical of my 
mom.  She also sewed, seemingly 
without end and almost never for 
herself.  She sewed skating cos-

tumes, quilted beadspreads, sewed 
up ripped clothing, and made 
things anew for her children.  She 
loved it and eventually an entire 
room of the house was dedicated 
to her sewing machines (yes, more 

than one) and various tools, and 
fabrics.  By the time she moved out 
of the family home, this hobby had 
expanded to fill several rooms of 
the house.  

Baking and sewing, and many 

other talents Mom had, she shared 
freely.  When I think of Santa’s 
elves I think of them as working 
tirelessly simply because they love 
it.  I don’t think they get paid (they 
would refuse).  They work to bring 
joy to others, and they understand 
that in fact that is the greatest joy 
of all.  Just like Mom.

Deandra’s love for cookies has 
turned into an incredible talent.  
She isn’t looking for customers, 
so please don’t call her looking 
to place an order.  But, she is of-
ten sought out by her family and 
close friends who casually hint (ok 
some of us ask) checking to see if 
she would be willing to add to an 
upcoming event by making some 
of her quite remarkable cookies.  
And, she usually obliges, creating 
her delicious delicacies in shapes 
to suit the affair.  Anyone who 
joined us at Woodbine a number of 
years ago will no doubt remember 
the race-horse shaped cookies that 
adorned their place setting.  

Making these cookies is in-
credibly time consuming.  I have 
been with Deandra whilst she was 
baking and watched as she care-
fully iced each one, usually several 
times to create the perfect design.  
And this I know - she loves it.  
When I watch her I am reminded 
again of Santa’s elves - working 
with a smile, knowing that others 
will be just a little bit happier as a 
result of their (her) efforts.

 

And I think of Mom.  

May the traditions of this hol-
iday season connect you with love 
to your family –present, and past.

 Bill Bell
billbell@bellfinancial.ca

Bill is Bell Financial’s 
founder and his 

favourite cookies are 
Melting Moments 
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Jon is a Finan-
cial Planner and 

comes from a long 
line of inquisitive 

minds.

Having a family spread 
across the globe 
sounds exotic and 

worldly.  In reality, it means that 
we rarely get to see them.  Until 
our trip to the English countryside 
in 2016 for cousin Matt’s wedding, 
I hadn’t even met my uncle John, 
aunt Mary, or most of my cousins.  
The trip was a meager 5 days out 
of necessity as I’d left Leah at home 
with our 3-week old Callum, and 
20-month old Rowan.   But this 
small first encounter of my family 
felt a bit like getting to know my-
self.  

My cousin Rowan, who shares 
his name with my eldest son, 
brought along his then girlfriend, 
Lauren.  Having watched them to-
gether for a few days, I was not a 
bit surprised to be notified of their 
engagement a year later.  This great 
news was a bit dampened by the 
realization that there was very lit-
tle chance I’d be able to make the 
trip down under work.   Fortunate-
ly, Leah senses the importance of 
these things and insisted I go, once 
again leaving her in Canada with 
both boys and some extra help 
from grandparents.  

Off we went.  Just Nick, my 
Dad, and I.  A 10-day adventure to 
the other side of the world.  Before 
I knew it, I was driving the wrong 
way down the road, drinking Shi-
raz, and eating Vegemite on toast 
for breakfast.  All told there were 

10 of us Earles, representing three 
continents staying together at my 
uncle John’s beautiful ten-acre 
home just outside of Melbourne. 

You hear lots of crazy things 

about Australia, and I’m here to tell 
you that it’s all true.  It took us all of 
ten minutes to spot a Kangaroo in 
the backyard.  I was told to avoid 
small bushes and look out for fall-
en sticks that might be poisonous 
snakes.  I heard stories of funnel 
webs, poisonous spiders, bird-eat-
ing spiders (they only eat small 
birds – so no big deal), saltwater 
crocks, and the list goes on.  We 
even saw Koalas in the wild.  The 
proximity to cool southern seas 
and the hot northern inland gives 
Melbourne a reputation for having 
4 seasons in one day, but to Cana-
dians these 4 seasons would all be 
considered summer.  I digress.

When you have yet to meet 
your family, there’s an obvious risk 
that you might not like them.  Nick 

ness that this vintage of Shiraz was 
most certainly “red”. The strongest 
gene however is an insatiable ap-
petite to understand how every-
thing works - something I’ve seen 
in my own son ‘Canadian Rowan’ 
virtually since birth.  Earles don’t 
talk sports, they talk technology 
and engineering.  Through dinner 
conversations they’d debate the 
past and present of computer de-
signs, microchips, or banking sys-
tems.  While calmly cruising wine 
country they’d reverse-engineer a 
half dozen different engine archi-
tectures.  These are not conversa-
tions I imagine the average person 
enjoying on holiday, but I loved it 
and clearly so did the rest of the 
Earles. 

I can’t describe what it meant 
to be a part of the original Earle 
brothers reunion.   Literally living 
as far apart as possible from each 
other, they aren’t good at getting 
together these days.  But the strong 
connection they share from grow-
ing up together endures as if they’re 
old friends still living in the same 
town.  It was fascinating to see bits 
and pieces of myself, of Nick, and 
of my kids in each of them.  Family, 
even far away family, is a huge part 
of who we are.   

Certainly, a once in a lifetime 
trip I will never forget.

This holiday season, if you’re 
lucky,  you too will look around 
your table and note how uniquely 
special the bonds you have with 
whomever you call family are.

 Cheers!
Jon Earle

Jon.Earle@manulifesecurities.ca

Australia
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COOKIE INGREDIENTS
• 1 cup butter (softened)
• ½ cup whipping cream
• 2 cups flour

ICING INGREDIENTS
• ¼ cup butter (softened)
• ¾ cup icing sugar
• 1 tsp vanilla
• Food colouring (red/green)

Preheat oven to 350°F

Mix together butter, whip-
ping cream, and flour and 

chill in fridge for one hour

Roll out dough about 1/8 
inch thick on a lightly 

floured surface

Cut into small circles and 
dip each cookie in granu-

This recipe comes from my late 
Grandma Bell (Bill’s mom) and is a 
Bell family favourite.  These cookies 
continue to be expertly baked 
by her three daughters for every 
reunion, and are especially enjoyed 
at Christmas.  And, if you’re under 
the age of five, you can lick the 
sugar off the top of each cookie on 
Christmas Eve and Santa will never 
say a thing. 

lated sugar, both sides

Set on cookie sheet and 
poke each cookie with 

afork so that they’ll stretch

Bake for 7-9 minutes – 
check at 6 minutes, do not 

want cookies to brown

While cookies cool, beat 
together butter, icing sug-

ar, and vanilla to make icing

Dainty Sandwich Cookies (For Santa)

Divide icing into two small 
bowls to add colour

Use icing to make cookies 
into sandwiches.

From the kitchen of 
Deandra Broekema
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and I had this concern 11 years 
ago when Matt first visited us in 
Canada.  Hearing he was ‘into 
computers’ sent up some red flags. 
Don’t get me wrong, computers 

are cool, but it’s not what I’d want 
to be known for.  To our delight, 
Matt was cool.  I’ve since met the 
rest of my family and can proud-
ly say they’re all great people. We 
quickly formed a strong kinship 
despite having spent our lives the 
world apart. 

Watching the original Earle 
brothers (my Dad, John, and Da-
vid) reconnect was special and 
provided new insight into who my 
dad is and what a typical Earle is 
all about.  They love a good deal.  
Daily wine tastings focused much 
more on price and value than ac-
tual taste.   A great sense of humor 
(or at least to me) was consistent.   
Matt would take a focused smell, 
sip, gargle and contemplation be-
fore concluding with all serious-
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David Frank is a 
specialist in Group 

Benefits.

The holiday season has 
always been especially 
kind to my sons, Ethan 

and Noah.  The product of a Jew-
ish father and a Catholic mother, 
they have reaped the benefits of 
two gift-giving holidays, Hanukkah 
and Christmas.  During Hanukkah, 
we would all light the menorah for 
each of the festival’s eight days, eat 
far too many latkes (French fries on 
steroids) and lavish presents on the 
boys and their cousins.  And soon 
after the smell of cooking oil would 
finally leave the kitchen, Christmas 
would be upon us.  

Hanukkah was fun for all, but 
the world heavyweight champion of 
holidays was Christmas.  Slowly but 
surely, presents would begin to ac-
cumulate under the tree.  By Christ-
mas Eve, we had to give the tree a 
wide berth to avoid tripping over 
the heaps of wrapped boxes of every 
shape and size.  But it was the gifts 
that weren’t yet under the tree that 
the boys anticipated most.  Santa’s 
presents were to be delivered over-
night and Ethan and Noah made a 
beeline to them before first light on 

Christmas day. They are now grown 
and, like many events from their 
childhood, my memories of specific 
Christmas mornings have become 
hazy.  But one year has remained 
(mostly) clear:  it was the year that 
Santa almost didn’t come through.

The year 2006 was a very spe-
cial one for Noah, our younger son.  
That fall, Nintendo announced that 
its highly anticipated game, Wii, 
was on its way to Toronto.  Seem-
ingly within hours, the game had 
been snatched from every store 
in the city.  New shipments ar-
rived weekly and were devoured 
by hoards of shoppers even before 
an official announcement could be 
made.  I was one of those parents 
calling department stores, electron-
ics stores and gaming shops several 
times a day in the hopes of locating 
and snagging the highly prized but 
elusive Wii.  When a new shipment 
would arrive, it was first come, first 
served; no one would put a game on 
hold, even for an hour.  The relative 
convenience of online shopping had 
not yet taken hold in 2006, so more 
than a few times I found myself rac-
ing from my office or a client meet-
ing to a store across the city, only to 
be met with disappointment.

Noah really wanted a Wii; it 
was all that he asked for that year.  
As Christmas Day approached and 

with no Wii in sight, we began to 
worry that Santa might not be able 
to make his special wish come true. 
Noah was nine years old, an age that 
some children might have begun to 
suspect that Santa was not all-mag-
ical.  Noah, however, clung unshak-
ably to the belief that Santa was the 
real deal and that he always, always 
came through.  We just couldn’t let 
him down.  However, by December 
24th, our faint hope of finding a Wii 
in time had disappeared.  

Noah had steadfastly refused 
to offer us a second choice, so cer-
tain was he that he would find his 
cherished game under the tree 
on Christmas morning.  Without 
a plan B, we had no choice but to 
stick with Plan A.  Far too early in 
the morning, instead of a wrapped 
gift from Santa, Noah came down-
stairs to find an envelope under the 
tree.  Bewildered, Noah opened the 
ornate envelope and inside was a 
letter from Santa, return address: 
The North Pole.  Santa explained 
that even he was unable to deliver 
the Wii to the many millions of chil-
dren who had asked for one.  How-
ever, in its place, he presented Noah 
and the other disappointed children 
with an official Santa Certificate, 
festooned with candy canes and 
snowmen, entitling the bearer to a 
Nintendo Wii at the store of Noah’s 

c h o o s -
ing.  Noah was assured that it was 
already bought and paid for; all 
he had to do was to hand the Cer-
tificate to the salesperson and all 
would be understood (with a broad 
wink from his dad standing close 
by).  Once the significance of the 
letter had sunk in, Noah sat for the 
longest time with a huge smile on 
his face, cradling his Santa Certifi-
cate.  It wasn’t a brand-new Wii, but 
it came awfully close.

Years later, I searched for his 
Santa Certificate, without success.  
I wish that I had thought to keep 
it; my recollections of that special 
Christmas have begun to fade and 
I worry that it will eventually be-
come just another piece in a collage 
of Christmas mornings.  I hope 
that it still exists, perhaps in a box 
of memories languishing in the ga-
rage, waiting to be discovered again 
by the next generation of believers.

David Frank
dfrank@bellfinancial.ca

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 respon-
sibility for financial applications based on any information herein. Readers are advised to seek additional specific advice regarding any strategies.

“We do not need magic 
to transform our world. 

We carry all of the power 
we need inside ourselves 

already.”

J. K. Rowling

“Attention is the rar-
est and purest form 

of generosity.”

Simone Weil
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Memories of Christmas:

Great Minds, Great Thoughts

“You give but little when you 
give of your possessions.

It is when you give of yourself 
that you truly give.” 

Kahlil Gibran

“Dance your fears 
away, worries for 

another day. Let the 
music play. Down at 

Fraggle Rock.” 

Jim Henson

“Don’t worry about the 
world ending today. It’s 

already tomorrow in Aus-
tralia” 

Charles M. Schulz

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!

 Santa to the Rescue


