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POSSIBILITIESunleash your imagination

WINTER  2020

THE SEASON OF HOPE
One of my favourite bands of all time is 

Klaatu.  By far my favourite album is their sec-
ond, released in 1977.  With a unique blend of 
rock, pop and classical this album takes the 
listener on a journey through the universe and 
ends with the title track – “Hope.”

At no time of the year is hope more preva-
lent than Christmas.  And at no time in our life-
time has hope been more important.  

Of course, Christmas tends to shift our fo-
cus to the past, where hope plays no part.  We 
look to repeat the holidays of yesteryear filled 
with traditions that have been forged in family 
gatherings and memories that grow brighter 
with age.  We believe that things “have always 
been this way” and that Christmas is no time 
for change.  We complain about the lack of 
snow as if we think that someone somewhere 
should fix that. 

But Christmas is rarely, if ever, the same.  
Most of the change is welcomed, invited in 
even.  Births, graduations, new jobs, marriages, 
and more births - the slow and steady arc of 
our life is built with bricks of changing dimen-

sions.     
Sometimes however the change is unex-

pected, unwelcome and abrupt.  And we fear 
that our lives, and Christmas, may never be the 
same.  

Like everyone else I know, Ellen and I started 
celebrating early this year, hoping I suppose to 
offset some of the things we will miss about 
this Christmas by making it longer.  We put up 

our tree (a real one 
in fact) in Novem-
ber, did our Christ-
mas shopping early 
(online of course) 
and set our Sonos 
to play a constant 
stream of seasonal 
music.   As Nat King 
Cole started singing 
“Chestnuts roasting 
on an open fire,” El-
len remarked that it 
reminded her of our 
parents who left us 
long ago.  And while 
the memories are 
joyful, we realize with 
sorrow how much 
we miss them.  In 
“The Prophet,” Kah-

lil Gibran teaches us that joy and sorrow are 
inseparable.  Indeed, our lives are a constant 
mix of both.  And Christmas can take us to the 
extremes. 

My mother’s words play through my mind; “all 
things happen for a reason” and I wonder what 
meaning or lesson we can take from the situ-
ation we are in.  Perhaps we are being nudged 
to see the world from a different perspective 
where we might better understand Gibran’s 
message on joy and sorrow, where we might 
see the world through the eyes of those who 
call it “Blue Christmas,” and perhaps under-
stand the importance and shortage of hope.  

Hope is sprinkled throughout Christmas 

like tinsel on the tree.  Hope is the message in 
the letter a child writes to Santa.  It’s wrapped 
around the gift a boy buys for a special girl.  
Hope is baked into the pudding that will be 
served at the family dinner and woven into 
the cards and letters written to friends and 
relatives just once a year.    Hope is the essen-
tial message of Christmas.  In a year that has 
been a hope-to-hopeless rollercoaster ride, it’s 
natural to wonder at what point on the ride will 
we find ourselves at critical holiday moments?  

One of my Christmas traditions is watching 
the holiday shows that imprinted on my heart 
at an early age.  And among them is Dr Se-
uss’ “How the Grinch Stole Christmas.”  If you 
haven’t seen it here’s how it ends – the Grinch 
doesn’t steal Christmas.  He can’t.  Christmas, 
it turns out, is unstoppable.  That in it itself is a 
fact that offers more hope than we need.  We 
just need to dig it out. 

The message from the Grinch was firmly 
stamped in this young boy.  And on Christmas 
Eve long after he was supposed to be sleeping, 
he would open the small window over his bed, 
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THE SEASON OF HOPE CONTINUED
and, kneeling on his pillow to peek over the 
ledge, look out over the frozen town below.  He 
loved the feeling of the cold air wafting on his 
face and marveled at the quiet and peaceful 
state of the world.  After carefully scanning 
the sky for any sign of Santa, he would even-
tually lay down, full of hope.  

Every year I continue that tradition, looking 
for a few moments to escape outside and re-
flect on the state of my life.  This year will be 
no exception.  And as per tradition, I will find 
it a comforting and joyful experience.  I will re-
flect on how lucky I am to have people who 
love me.  I will remember those people lost 

and marvel at how much their love still means 
to me.  And I will look forward to a promising fu-
ture and allow Christmas Joy to fill myself up 
with the hope of a small child.

John Woloschuk of Klaatu wrote: “Hope is 
the master cobbler of our dreams.”   The gift 
of 2020 may in fact be a lesson on the impor-
tance of this simple truth.  

However you celebrate the holidays, may 
the season fill your home with love, and your 
heart with hope. 

Bill Bell
William.Bell@manulifesecurities.ca

BACK TO SCHOOL
Every family develops their own traditions 

over time, and this year I thought I would share 
with you one of my favourite holiday traditions 
from the Earle family library.  I hope you like it!

Most households are pretty hectic around 
the holidays, and not surprisingly the Earle 
household where I grew up was no different.  
Keeping two young boys entertained can be 
a challenge at the best of times, but add to 
that a bounty of presents and make available 
a bottomless supply of sugary goodies and 

things can quickly devolve into chaos.  I sus-
pect that it was this sugar-fueled chaos that 
led to the Earle Family tradition whereby every 
Christmas Day we incorporate outdoor physi-
cal activity of some kind before the bulk of the 
gift opening starts up.  I know that some years 
it was difficult to pry us away from the tree and 
the smell of turkey in the oven, but it’s some-
thing that we grew to love, and even though the 
family tree has grown and its branches have 

b r o a d e n e d 
over the years, 
the tradition 
has held.  We 
would some-
times go to-
bogganing at a 
nearby conser-
vation area, or 
we might sim-
ply go on a hike 

around the farm, but my favourite 
year involved horses, skis, and a 
sewing machine.  Let me explain:

Jon and I were avid skiers 
growing up, and we both rode 
horses on and off 
over the years, yet 
for some reason 
we’d never thought 
to marry the two 
ideas.  That all 

changed in the winter of 1990-
91 when my Dad, better known 
as Grandpa Martin now, dusted 
off an old sewing machine and 
with the help of Grandma Vicky, 
brilliantly devised a harness out 
of old horse feed sacks, and on 
that day horse-skiing was born!  
I’ve pulled some fuzzy stills from 
an old VHS home video later the same winter 

that will hope-
fully make it to 
print, but imag-
ine water skiing 
with a horse 
in place of the 
boat and you 
should have 
a pretty good 
idea of how it 
all worked.  Ea-
gle, the ever 
d e p e n d a b l e 
painted horse, 
with spry 

Grandma Vicky securely on board keenly gal-
loped around the field while Jon and I held on 
for dear life.  It was pure joy.  The countryside 
was awash with Eagle’s excited whinnies and 
children’s screams of delight that afternoon 

to be sure as Jon and I sped around the pas-
ture.  Why matching snow 
suits went out of style I’ll never 
know…

This year I’m very much 
looking forward to including 
Rowan and Callum (Jon and 
Leah’s two boys) in our Christ-
mas Day adventures.  They’re 
a little young yet for horse-ski-
ing, but I’m sure Grandma and 
Grandpa have something up 
their sleeves…  Perhaps we 
can rig up a harness for the 
dog this time around?  Can’t 
wait!

Whatever traditions you ob-
serve this time of year I wish 
you and your family the very 
best this holiday Season! 

Lovingly, Uncle Nick.

Nick Earle
Nick.Earle@manulifesecu-

rities.ca

BRITTANY’S HOLIDAY LEMON CRANBERRY LOAF

INGREDIENTS
For the loaf:

• ¼ cup plain Greek yogurt or sour 
cream

• 1 lemon (zest  and juice)
• 1 tsp vanilla extract
• 1 tsp baking powder
• 1 ½ cups of flour
• ¼ tsp baking soda
• ½ tsp salt
• 1 cup of butter, room temperature
• 1 ¼ cup of sugar
• 4 eggs
• 1 ½ cups of fresh cranberrie

For the glaze:
• ¼ cup of confectioners’ sugar
• 2 teaspoons of lemon juice

DIRECTIONS
1. Preheat the oven to 325°F. Lightly spray a loaf pan with non-stick spray and set aside.
2. In a small bowl, whisk yogurt, zest, lemon juice (from 1 lemon), and vanilla; set aside. In 

a medium bowl, whisk flour, baking powder, baking soda, and salt; set aside.
3. Using a stand mixer or electric mixer, cream together butter and sugar; about 2 

minutes at high speed. Add eggs, one at a time, combining well after each egg. 
Slowly add half of the flour mixture, and mix at a slow speed, then add ½ of the yogurt 
mixture and mix until just combined. Add remaining flour mixture and combine; add 
remaining yogurt mixture and mix until just combined.

4. Remove bowl from stand mixer, fold in cranberries gently to combine.
5. Pour batter into loaf pan. Cook for 50-60 minutes, testing with a toothpick starting at 

50 minutes. When it comes out clean, bread is done.
6. Allow to cool on a wire rack for 15 minutes.
7. In a small bowl add confectioners’ sugar, and slowly add lemon juice while mixing 

with a fork. When the glaze is moist and thick, you have added enough lemon juice, 
you don’t want to add too much.

8. Drizzle over the top of the bread and cut into slices. Enjoy your Holiday Loaf!

Have yourself a cozy little holiday!
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I had assured my family that my upcoming surgery 

was nothing to worry about.  Day surgery, in and out.  
No big deal.  But as I readied myself for the trip to the 
hospital that morning, I was anything but calm. I trusted 
the doctor and I understood the procedure – the risk of 
complications was minimal and the prognosis for com-
plete recovery was high.  So why was I so anxious?

I have had health issues in the past.  A few were in 
the “serious but not life-threatening” category.  But de-
spite the setbacks and the difficult recoveries, I never 
once felt anything other than complete confidence that 
I would come back better, stronger, healthier than ever.  
And I did, every time.  

We have had a year.  A really terrible year.  No one has 
been spared from the effects of the pandemic.  Thank-
fully most of us haven’t gotten sick, but that doesn’t 
mean that we haven’t all suffered from the fear and 
helplessness that shadows us as we manage though 
one day, and then the next, and then the one after that.  
As we arrived at the hospital and I said goodbye to my 
son, Ethan, it became clearer that my sense of dread on 
that morning wasn’t specific to the medical procedure 
I was about to undergo, or to the hospital I was about 
to enter; it was COVID that had shaken my belief that 
I would emerge better, stronger.  Bad things were hap-
pening all around me, and I was not immune. 

I checked in at the day surgery unit.  My first con-
tact was with an intake worker who smiled through her 
mask, cheeks raised, eyes crinkled, as she asked me 
questions.  Mind-numbingly dull work (she must have 
to say the same things to countless patients all day), 
but she was so pleasant it momentarily shook me from 
my foul mood.  She must have smiled, uninterrupted, 
for over three minutes.  By the time she was done, I felt 
momentarily lighter.  She directed me to a waiting room 
where a nurse greeted me – she was smiling too! – and 
gave me a gown to change into.  I put my clothes into 
a day locker and returned to the waiting room where 
the other patients were seated, most of them watching 
the TV overhead that played all-COVID, all the time.  My 
mood darkened again as I waited for my name to be 
called.

As soon as I was called, everything began to move 
quickly.  I was taken to the operating room and with-
in seconds of the mask being placed over my mouth 
and nose I was out.  I woke up in the recovery area, in a 

not-unpleasant fog from the painkillers.  I realized that 
a nurse was seated next to me, checking my vitals and 
asking me questions.  Cheeks raised, eyes crinkled.  
She spoke calmly and softly, and I relaxed for the first 
time in days.   She moved about from one patient to the 
next, but I felt tethered to her, reassured that she was 
there to take care of me even when she wasn’t by my 
side.  After a little while she was relieved by another 
nurse, who showed me the same care and compas-
sion.  The pain was building but my anxiety was held in 
check.  She gave me something that she said would 
help and I believed her.  

After about thirty minutes I was moved to a second 
recovery area, one that prepared us to be discharged.  
This room was noisier but no less friendly; my new nurse 
was chatting me up, making sure that I understood how 
I would feel over the next few days and how to care for 
myself.  Her speech may have been the same one giv-
en to countless patients that day and every day, but at 
that moment she seemed genuinely invested in me 
and in my welfare, and for that I was grateful.

It was time to leave.  As she was helping me to get 
into the wheelchair that would take me to the exit where 
Ethan was waiting, I thanked my nurse and told her that 
I appreciated her kindness.  Her eyes crinkled and she 
said that I was welcome.  I don’t think I spoke much 
during the drive home, but I do remember remarking 
how well-treated I was by people who are under tremen-
dous strain every day, doing essential work to make us 
feel better, to keep us safe.  As difficult and exhausting 
as their jobs must be, their challenges magnified ten-
fold by the coronavirus, the nurses who looked after me 
never wavered in their commitment to my care.  

The smiles beneath our masks can still be seen.  
When so much is beyond our control, helping some-
one to feel just a little bit better is within our grasp.  And 
maybe a simple gesture can be enough to begin to turn 
things around.  The world remains a scary place, but in 
the days since my surgery I’m less anxious about living 
in it.  I know now that I will be ok.  

Wishing you a safe, healthy and happy holiday.

David Frank
dfrank@bellfinancial.ca

GREAT MINDS, GREAT
Thoughts

2020 is every Nicolas Cage movie,
without Nicolas Cage.

Nobody’s walking out on this
fun, old-fashioned
family Christmas.

It is the most unhappy people who fear 
change.

No plans could be conceived
No ships could fare the seas

For there would be no courage
were it not for Hope

Strange, isn’t it? Each man’s life touches
so many other lives. When he isn’t

around, he leaves an awful
hole, doesn’t he?

DadThatWrites

Christmas Vacation

Mignon Mclaughlin

Klaatu - Hope

It’s a Wonderful Life
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