
I waited patiently in line 
at a company cafeteria in 
Toronto as the young man 

behind the counter took orders 
for one of three types of pizza.  I 
noticed that as he handed each 
customer their choice (Chicken 
Chipotle, Cheese, or New York 
Deli), he also handed them a small 
colourful card.  When it was my 
turn he smiled pleasantly and 
asked me what I would like.  Of 
course I asked for New York Deli.  
He put the slice into a little box 
and handed me the box and the lit-
tle colourful card.  To my surprise 
the colourful card directed me to a 
website where I was asked to rate 
his performance.  Not the quality 
of the pizza, but his performance 
as server of said pizza. 

We may have gone too far.
We are obsessed with ratings.  

Going to the movies, going on a 
vacation, taking an Uber, and buy-
ing pretty much anything means 
first looking at the ratings. It turns 
out that we don’t want what we 
want nearly as much as we want 
what everyone else wants. (Say that 
fast a few times).  

When Orwell wrote 1984 fol-
lowing the second world war it was 
a warning to the free world to make 
sure it understood how important 
freedom really was.  The dystopian 
society he created which was con-
trolled by Big Brother was indeed 
a frightening world, but I wonder, 
have we perhaps wandered into a 
similar world without realizing it? 

We do live in the most pros-

perous period in history, and tech-
nology is rapidly improving almost 
every aspect of our lives.  And yet 
stress and anxiety are at all time 
highs.  

I post regularly to Instagram.  
I see the value in social media to 
keep us connected to the people 
we care about.  I love the fact that 
I can watch the lives of my family 
and friends unfold in pictures and 
video and in turn know that they 
are doing the same with me.  But I 
also know that social media causes 
us to constantly compare ourselves 
with others and puts us into a po-
sition of being constantly judged.

Science fiction (like an epi-
sode of Netflix’s Black Mirror) has 
already painted a picture of a world 
in which we have a personal rating 
that changes with our every step.  
Our success in life hinges entirely 
on this score.  Science fiction is 
supposed to be about the future – 

but we are already there.  We fish in 
the social media pond for followers 
and likes as if our life depended on 
it, and pile into YouTube looking 
for the big break that may make us 
internet sensations, and somehow 
from that – rich, famous or both.

As much as it appears we have 
gone too far, in truth, we have just 

got started.  The influence exerted 
on us by social media and ratings is 
too valuable to ignore.  Companies 
are searching for ways to improve 
their consumer scores and move 
up the rankings.  Data is being 
accumulated at an incredible rate 
regarding every aspect of our daily 
lives. And the influencers are find-
ing new ways to infiltrate our lives 
and nudge us towards their prod-
ucts, services, ideas and ideologies. 
Clearly we are being influenced.  
It’s time for another book about a 
dystopian future in which the con-
stant feedback loop either propels 
us to the top or spirals us out of the 
system altogether.  I would call it 
2034.  

In my book (2034), the main 
character lives in a small town.  She 
walks to the local shops to buy her 
groceries.  She reads from a library 
of books left by her grandparents.  
She goes to the local pub where 

she meets with friends and en-
joys a decent meal, a libation and 
some laughs.  She visits her family 
regularly to stay in touch and play 
with her nieces and nephews who 
seem to be growing rapidly.  And 
she works at a local business.  She 
doesn’t drive the latest car, wear 
the latest fashions or own the latest 

gadgets.  She barely knows what 
those are.  She may live and die in 
the small town she was born in, 
only reading about distant lands in 
the novels that transport her there 
on the wings of some great adven-
ture.  

But she lives this life under-
ground.  Her, along with a small 
group of friends, have created a 
world based on memories handed 
down and while they appear to be 
happy, they also live in constant 
fear of getting caught.  

I know – this isn’t a fresh sto-
ry.  It’s been told before time and 
time again as each generation deals 
with a changing world by imagin-
ing some escape into a comforting 
past.   

But the story isn’t about trav-
elling back in time.  It’s not even 
about unplugging.

As I watch my grandchildren 
play with sticks in their backyard 
I realize that children still possess 
the ability to be happy with the 
simplest pleasures.   A friend or 
sibling, some open space, a sunny 
day and fun ensues.  That’s true 
around the world in rich countries 
like ours, and poor ones.  Happi-
ness doesn’t depend on a five-star 
rating and it doesn’t matter what 
other children next door or some-
where else around the world are 
doing.  It doesn’t matter.

The pizza I mentioned at the 
start was tasty and filling.  And the 
guy handed it to me with a smile.  
Somewhere someone was enjoy-
ing five-star service and a gourmet 
meal.  Should that matter to me?  I 
don’t think so.  I enjoyed my lunch, 
and that’s all that matters. 

 Bill Bell
billbell@bellfinancial.ca

Bill is Bell Financial’s 
founder and I rate 

him 5 stars (but I’m 
his biased daughter).
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I’ve returned the rental car, 
passed through security 
and arrived at the depar-

ture gate – two hours early.  I am 
compulsively early everywhere I 
go, which often leaves me at a loss 
as to how to occupy my time.  How-
ever, on this occasion it provided 
me the opportunity to reflect on a 
wonderful four days spent visiting 
my younger son, Noah, in Banff 
National Park.

Noah has been working at the 
Fairmont Banff Springs Hotel with 
his girlfriend Jade since May.  I had 
not been to Banff since a family trip 
sixteen years ago took us through 
town on the way to Jasper, when 
Noah was six.  I was missing him 
and had fond memories of the area, 
so I arranged to spend a long week-
end hiking, eating (and eating) and 
generally catching up.  

I arrived in 
the town of Banff 
(one of only two 
mu n i c ip a l i t i e s 
in Canada to be 
situated inside 
a national park 
– Jasper being 
the other one) 
two hours early, 
of course.  Noah 
scrambled to 
meet me on short notice and, after 
a warm welcome, he showed me 
around the hotel and surround-
ing area.  It’s a huge Chateau, built 
originally in 1888 and re-built in 
the late-1920’s after a fire destroyed 
much of the then-wooden struc-
ture. There’s also a golf course, 
built in the 20’s by Stanley Thomp-
son and was considered one of the 
finest courses in North America 
when completed.  We would have 
loved to have played a round, but 
time didn’t permit it on this trip, 
so we settled instead on a bike ride 
around the course at the end of the 
day (more on that later).

Banff is a small town, nestled 
in among towering peaks on all 
sides.  The resident population is 
8,000, but you would never know 
it from the throngs of tourists clog-
ging the downtown streets, side-

walks and restaurants.  According 
to their official website, about 3 
million tourists pass through each 
year; as we elbowed our way look-
ing for a lunch spot with an open 
table, it felt more like Manhattan’s 
Times Square on a Saturday after-
noon (with mountains standing in 
for skyscrapers).  Although tour-
ist congestion is annoying, how 
could I be upset spending time 
with Noah and Jade in a town with 
streets named after the local wild-
life, including Moose and Squirrel? 
(Yes, Bullwinkle and Rocky fans, 
those streets do intersect).

Noah’s main job at the hotel 
is to offer guided hikes of the sur-
rounding area, so 
he was extremely 
helpful in recom-
mending hikes 
for my visit, both 
in Banff National 
Park and in neigh-
bouring Yoho Na-
tional Park, just 
across the border 

in B.C.  On day 
two of my visit we 
hiked around Em-
erald Lake, which 
featured turquoise-coloured wa-
ter, a result of the “rock flour” that 
travels down the mountain and is 
suspended in the water, causing re-
fraction of light.  The next day, we 
drove over to Lake Louise, which is 
so popular that the main parking 
lot is usually full by sunrise.  We 
arrived at around 8:45am, so we 
had to park five kilometers away 
in their overflow parking lot and 
then get shuttled in by school bus.  
The parking hassle was well worth 
it: Lake Louise, framed by snow-
capped mountains on three sides 
and by the Chateau Lake Louise 
(another Fairmont Hotel) on the 
fourth, was breathtaking.  While 
Noah moved seemingly effortless-

the valley alongside the Bow River, 
flanked on all sides by mountains.  
As we were nearing the end of our 
ride, Noah mentioned that he often 
saw elk on and around the course, 
so we should keep our eyes opened 
for them.  Minutes later, a few cars 
were stopped just ahead by the side 
of the road.  Several female elk 
and their calves were feeding less 
than twenty feet away.  We stopped 
alongside and I was amazed and a 
bit alarmed at their size (I had seen 
elk once before, but from a rela-
tively safe vantage point of at least 
100 yards away, and these beasts so 
close by seemed enormous by com-
parison).  I felt we were vulnerable 
on our bikes: if they felt threatened 
and charged us, we wouldn’t be 
able to peddle fast enough to get 
away.  Just then, we looked further 
to our left and a much larger bull 

elk, sporting a 
full rack of ant-
lers, moved into 
the clearing and 
stared right at 
us.  I told Noah 
and Jade that we 
needed to leave 
now, and as we 
began to move 

away, the bull calmly retreated into 
the forest.  He had made his point 
and we were only to happy to leave 
him and his harem in peace.  

I was sad to have to say good 
bye to Noah and Jade this morn-
ing.  My holiday was too brief, and 
it would likely be at least seven 
months before they came to To-
ronto to visit.  But we had made 
the most of the brief time afford-
ed us, and I was grateful for that.  
And now, sitting in the departure 
lounge at the airport, I reflected on 
how Noah, in seemingly no time at 
all, had grown into such an impres-
sive young man.  For the first time, 
instead of relying on me to plan 
and execute the trip, he took care 
of everything – he helped me find 
accommodations, chose the restau-
rants, created our hiking itinerary 
and even cooked dinner for me 
on the last night of my stay (with 
Jade as sous-chef).  And he did it 
all flawlessly.  

I could get used to being taken 
care of.  Feels nice.

David Frank
dfrank@bellfinancial.ca

My (Short but Sweet) Rocky Mountain HolidayFocus
ly up the relatively steep trail to 
Big Beehive, near the top of one of 
the mountains, I was often winded 
and needed several breaks along 
the way.  I complained (more than 
once) that I was not yet acclimated 
to climbing a mile above sea-level, 
but both of us know that this old 
man, pushing sixty, was no match 
for his son on this day, and likely 
every day from this point onward.  
At the top, the view was stunning: 
the turquoise lake far below, the 
deep green of the coniferous forest, 
the gold leaves of the deciduous 
trees, the slate grey of the moun-
tain tops dolloped with fresh, white 
snow against the blue sky seemed 

almost unreal.  But 
there it was.  

On my last 
morning in Banff, 
we only had time 

for a short climb in town and then 
breakfast before I had to head back 
to catch my flight home to Toron-
to.  Short, but steep, and again I was 
winded before we were even ten 
minutes into the ascent.  But my 
effort was rewarded at the top of 
Tunnel Mountain with great views 
of the town, including its grand old 
lady, the Banff Springs Hotel on 
one side and the golf course on the 
other.  Which reminded me of the 
bike trip around the course near 
sunset on the first day of my visit…

Noah, Jade and I had bor-
rowed bikes from the hotel and fol-
lowed a road that circumnavigated 
the golf course.  It was very scenic, 
with the course winding through 

Krista’s daughter Ava and 
her big catch!

The infamous Earle Boy 
sandcastle. Guess who was 

lead architect?

Liz’s crew dockside fishing 
and enjoying the cottage!

Sonia and Rob relaxing in 
the summer sun. Also at 

the cottage ;)

Brittany with golf pro 
Danielle Kang.

Nick’s an Advisor 
and his favourite 

fishing spot is 
Charleston Lake.

Eagerness.  Determi-
nation.  Attention to de-
tail.  Concentration.  Pa-
tience.  These are all traits 
you’re likely to find in a 
fisherman of any renown, 
and all of these were 
present that rainy August 
morning as Jon, his son 
Rowan, and I steadfastly 
marched up the wet gravel 
trail to the fishing pond.

Rowan’s grandpar-
ents, whom I more famil-
iarly know as Mom & Dad, 
had once again rented a 
gem of a cottage, this year 
near Minden, to bring us 
all together for the full 
cottage and family experi-
ence.  Sandcastles, smores, 
swimming, board games, 
cards, mosquito coils and 
everything else nostalgic 
and quintessentially ‘cottage’ were 
on full and glorious display.  And 
with Rowan approaching 5 (go-
ing on 15 -  wise well beyond his 
years!) I felt it time we add fishing 
into the fold.

Trips earlier in the week up 
to the pond were only marginally 
successful.  Rock bass, and small 
ones at that, were all that could 
be coaxed into biting.  Because of 
this general lack of success, and 
the fact that we were in the midst 
of a mid-morning downpour, it 
was quite a surprise to all when 

Rowan asked that we give the pond 
another shot.  He was determined, 
and given an opportunity to fish, 
even by proxy, Jon and I leapt at 
the opportunity.  We three donned 
our rain gear, gathered up Rowan’s 

shiny new Spiderman rod, and 
headed on out looking for adven-
ture.

We initially had no luck, but 
with good rain gear, ample pa-
tience and a few position changes 
around the pond we finally wit-
nessed Rowan’s bobber disappear 
below the surface with a sudden 
whoosh.  The game was on.  Nei-
ther Jon nor I was overly optimistic 
of catching anything meaningful 
that morning so we were unpre-
pared for what was clearly no rock 
bass.  In a panic we dashed about 

phant picture.  I’m not sure if it was 
the magnitude of the accomplish-
ment hitting him, or the chaos of 
Jon and I netting the monster, but 
it was clear we weren’t going to be 
able to capture the typical first-

catch pose that we were 
after.  Rowan is not one to 
rush into things, and this 
morning would be no ex-
ception.  Despite our best 
efforts it was clear that Jon 
and I weren’t going to be 
able to convince Rowan to 
hold the fish, and sugges-
tion that Rowan give the 
fish a kiss elicited a look 
that seemed to say “I’m ir-
ritated that you would sug-
gest something so clearly 
out of character and I will 
do nothing of the sort you 
silly, silly man”.

Included with this 
article is the picture that 
we were able to capture.  I 
hope you enjoy it as much 
as I do.  I can’t help smiling 
thinking about our first 
fishing adventure together.  

Hopefully there are many more to 
come!

I hope everyone reading this 
had a tremendous summer, and 
I wish you all the best as we head 
into the fall.  Any fishing related 
inquiries please send to Leah.  She 
is acting as Rowan’s agent in all 
fishing matters and will discuss any 
appearance and/or promotional 
requests with her client.  I’m told 
his rates are quite reasonable.

Happy trails,
Nick Earle

nearle@bellfinancial.ca

A Budding Fisherman 
trying to locate the net and fran-
tically instructed Rowan on rod 
angle, line strength, and other such 
nonsense. Jon and I were not at our 
stoic best to be sure.  Rowan how-
ever, remained quite poised.

When the net was eventually 
located, turned right way round, 
and our nerves had settled some 
(not Rowan’s, he seemed fine), 
we were able to successfully land 
Rowan’s catch and take full stock 
of things.  My pulse was racing, as 
was Jon’s I’m sure.  Rowan had just 
reeled in a beautiful rainbow trout 
that had to be pushing 4 pounds!  I 
was truly impressed.

I don’t remember my first fish, 
so I can only guess at what was go-
ing on inside Rowan’s head as we 
tried to have him pose for a trium-
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“If you have something to 
say of any worth then

people will listen to you.”

Oscar Peterson

“I’m just a girl from a 
trailer park who had a 
dream. I never thought 

this would ever happen.”

Hilary Swank
at The Oscars

“No, I don’t think he can 
make it as an actor, but 
he also can’t make it as 

an employee in an office, 
so why not go nuts

with it.”
Oscar Martinez

The Office

“I gotta be me.” 

Oscar the Grouch

“After a good dinner, 
one can forgive

anybody, even one’s
own relations”

Oscar Wilde

Great Minds, Great Thoughts

Place flour on a clean/dry board 
or counter and make a cavity in 
the centre.

Pour cheese mixture into cavity 
and slowly fold in flour until 
mixture is no longer sticky and 
formed into soft dough.  (Add 
additional flour if needed).

Divide the dough into 3 or 4 
pieces, and roll into ½ inch thick 
ropes on a floured surface. Cut 
each rope into 1 inch pieces.

INGREDIENTS

475g Traditional Ricotta (strain  
for 24 hours to drain excess water)

1 ½ Cups All Purpose   
Flour (to start)

1/3 Cup Grated Parmesan Cheese

1 Large Egg

1 tsp Nutmeg (optional)

DIRECTIONS

Combine ricotta, parmesan 
cheese, egg & nutmeg in a bowl 
and mix.

Using the Gnocchi Paddle, take 
each piece of dough and gently 
press and roll down the board to
create texture.

Place on a lighly floured baking 
sheet.

Bring a large pot of lightly salted 
water to a boil over high heat.  Re-
duce heat to medium and gently 
place gnocchi in boiling water.

•

• 

• 

• 

•

Boil the gnocchi until they float to 
the surface, 1 to 2 minutes, then 
drain. Top with your favourite 
sauce and mangiare. 

From the kitchen of
Krista Cardoso

Buon Appetito!

Ricotta Gnocchi


