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GONE FISHIN’
In the Summer 2021 issue, I mentioned my 

Grandson Miller’s obsession with fishing.  More 
specifically his obsession with fishing gear.  
This summer, we put some of that gear to use.

Our daughter Deandra has three children – 
Miller, Sadie, and Norah.  We had the privilege 
of looking after them for three days in August 

and Deandra asked me without Miller hearing 
“If there is any way you could take Miller fishing 
he would be over the moon.”  So, I made plans. 

I told a few friends that I would be taking Mill-
er fishing and they all said the same thing in 
response.  “You know how to fish?”  This struck 
me as odd.  Was fishing hard?  Is there some 
secret I wasn’t aware of?  I think they knew that 
I wasn’t going to attempt fly fishing in the rap-
ids, or deep-sea fishing in the Pacific.  I was go-
ing to put some bait on a hook and drop it in the 
river near our house.  My response was simply 
to point out that: “I did some fishing when I was 
young.”   And I did.

My first memories of fishing involve my 
friend Dave, our bikes, and the canal that sur-

rounds the Holland Marsh.  The West Holland 
River cuts along the edge of Bradford, and 
feeds into the canal.  You can tell where the riv-
er becomes the canal, because the canal is so 
obviously man made.

Fishing would start the night before.  With 
flashlights in-hand we would go out after dark 

and look for dew worms.  Especially in damp 
weather our front yard would yield a bountiful 
batch of thick juicy worms. 

In the morning we would bike down the hill 
carrying our fishing rods and dew worms, and 
sometimes a lunch.  I’m sure the theme song 
from “Andy of Mayberry” was playing.  On one 
occasion we stopped at the local Gulf Station 
(think Petro Canada) to put some air in our 
tires.  The mechanic there, Art, knew us well.  My 
family owned the Western Tire store that sup-
plied most of the auto parts he used to repair 
cars.  And my dad was a town police constable 
and Dave’s grandpa was the chief of police.  
Art came out of the bay while we were filling 
our tires to speak to us.  “Good day for fishing,” 

he said smiling.  “I was fishing yesterday, and I 
caught a fish wearing glasses and smoking a 
cigar.”  He smiled more.  Dave and I looked at 
each other, but we said nothing.  Art winked 
and went back to work.

As we pedalled down Holland Street I asked 
Dave, “He was kidding right?”  “Yes,” said Dave 
– who was a year older than I was.  “You can’t 
smoke a cigar in water.”  

We found a suitable spot under a tree on the 
bank of the canal and set up camp for a full 
day of fishing. I can’t remember exactly what 
we were wearing, but in my memory it’s straw 
hats, checked shirts and jeans.  And we were 
chewing on a long blade of grass.  We caught 
lots of inedible stuff, like suckers, catfish, sun 
fish and things we couldn’t even identify – all 
of which we would carefully detach from the 
hook and release back into the water.  We saw 
no fish with glasses or smoking a cigar.  

One afternoon, I pulled out something that 
looked different.  In a word, edible.  I’m not sure 
Dave or I would know what it was, but Dave’s 
grandpa drove up in the police car at the exact 
same time as I was landing it with the net.  He 
came down to the water, in uniform, and put the 
fish in his hands.  “Wow Billy, that’s a nice bass.” 
My first thought was that it was probably not in 
season, and he would make me throw it back.  
Instead, he went to his car, got some sort of 
towel to wrap up the fish, and said, “I’m going to 
take that to your house for you.  Your Dad can 
cook it for dinner.”   

That bass stands as my best catch ever.  My 
fishing life pretty much ended with those sum-
mer days as a grade-schooler.  Until Miller. 

Miller couldn’t have been more excited to be 
going fishing.  He checked his tackle box multi-
ple times picking out the bait he wanted to try 
first.  We drove down to a small bay in the East 
Holland River near our home, baited his hook 
with a lure that I suspect was intended for 
small sharks, and after a few lessons in cast-
ing he successfully put his line sufficiently out 
into the bay to have some chance of catching 
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something, or more importantly, less chance 
of just sitting on the bottom and getting stuck 
in weeds.  I knew he wouldn’t be catching any-
thing with the bait he had chosen, but I thought, 
hey, we have all day.  

He sat down on the 
tackle box, waited a few 
seconds and then started 
reeling the line in, quickly. 
Of course, there was noth-
ing on the line. I suggested 
that he needed to wait pa-
tiently, watch the bobber 
and reel the line in only if it 
appeared that something 
was nibbling.  “Ok.”  He 
cast again, waited margin-
ally longer than the first 
time, and reeled in the line.  
Still nothing.  Then he said, 
“This is taking forever!”  I 
laughed out loud.   I tried 
to explain to my 6-year-old 
grandson that fishing was 
about patience, about sit-
ting together and enjoy-
ing nature.  He looked at me and said, “But it’s 
not fishing if you aren’t catching fish!”  He may 
have had a point. 

So, it was time for action.  I convinced him 
to try some bait that looked like a worm.  That 
didn’t work either, nor did any other bait in his 
fairly full tackle box.  To mix things up, we drove 
towards Bradford and tried our luck on the ca-
nal where I had fished as a boy.  I told him the 
story of the fish with glasses smoking a cigar, 

and surely bored him with other stories of my 
youth.  We spent a few hours there, and once 
again worked our way through his tackle, trying 
anything I thought might have a chance.  Fi-
nally, I said, “Miller, I think we need to try again 

another day – with dew worms.”  He thought for 
a moment and then closing the deal asked ea-
gerly, “When?”  Right.  So I suggested, “Let’s go 
fishing on Wednesday the week before school 
starts.  I’ll pick you up and we will spend all day 
together.  It will be Miller Day.”  He loved that 
idea, and when he returned home that night he 
took a marker and on the big whiteboard cal-
endar that serves as the family schedule he 
wrote “Miller Day.”  He put it on the wrong day, 

but his Mom and I worked it out.  
When I arrived to pick up Miller on our agreed 

upon day, he met me with a wide smile and a 
small container of worms he had gathered the 
day before.  We found a spot in a little bay on 

Heart Lake and opened 
his container of worms.  
My heart sank.  The big-
gest worm was not much 
bigger than a thread and 
almost impossible to put 
on the hook.  Our best ef-
forts produced a few nib-
bles but no bites.  

I knew that giving up 
wasn’t in the cards, so I 
suggested that we pack 
up our gear and head into 
town to find a place to 
buy dew worms.  Miller’s 
enthusiasm never waned, 
and rod over his shoulder 
he led the way.  On our 
way to the car, we came 
across a group called 
“Learn to Fish.”  Basically, 

a summer camp activity with children Miller’s 
age, and leaders from high school or universi-
ty.  I approached one of the leaders and asked 
where we would go to buy some dew worms.  
She opened the small container she was 
holding and said, “Here, you can have some 
of mine.”  She gave us a small container of our 
own, and five large juicy dew worms that I’m 
sure were transported through time from Bil-
ly in 1967.  We scurried back to our spot, put a 

part of one worm on the hook, 
and Miller tossed in the line.  
30 seconds later, Miller had a 
fish. Finally, we were fishing as 
Miller defines it. 

As I sat watching Miller fish 
with the zest of a young boy 
I reached for a long piece of 
grass to chew and listened to 
a few thoughts that were roll-
ing through my mind.  I can’t 
believe that my friends doubt-
ed that I knew how to fish.  It 
was a bit of insult really.  Yes, 
fishing is about patience, but 
more importantly it’s about 
persistence. There’s a good 
life lesson.  And I wonder if 
that fish wearing glasses and 
smoking a cigar is still out 
there.  

Bill Bell
William.Bell@manulifese-

curities.ca

STUFFED ACORN SQUASH

INGREDIENTS
• 2 small acorn squash hal-

fed with seeds scraped out
• 1 onion, chopped
• 2 stalks celery, chopped
• 1 tablespoon olive oil
• 1 teaspoon salt
• 1 teaspoon pepper
• 1 teaspoon fresh rosemary
• 3 cloves garlic, chopped
• ½ lb sausage
• 1 apple, chopped
• 1 cup panko breadcrumbs 
• ½ cup parmesan cheese

DIRECTIONS
Rub squash with olive oil, salt, pepper and roast at 
400˚F for 40-50 minutes.
While squash is roasting, cook onion, celery, salt, 
pepper, and rosemary in oil in a large pan over 
medium heat.  
When onions soften, add garlic and sausage, until 
sausage is browned on all sides.
Next, add apple until slightly softened. Then mix 
in bread crumbs and parmesan cheese just until 
incorporated and remove mixture from heat.
Once squash is fork tender remove from oven 
and fill with prepared stuffing mixture.  Return to 
Oven for 20 minutes - adding a sprinkle of Par-
mesan cheese to the top for the final 5 minutes. 
Enjoy!

Some ghosts of halloween past to inspire your costumes this year!

Recently our team was able to spend an 
afternoon together playing golf followed by a 
magical meal under the stars. Before going 
through the pandemic this is an event that 
could have easily been taken for granted. Now 
we know how important it is to spend time to-
gether. Enjoying and engaging with the people 
around us is something we all missed, and it is 
so essential to our happiness as humans.

As a team we work together to reach the 
common goals of our office. And although we 
speak almost daily to each other, this can’t 
replace the joy of making a fool of yourself on 
the golf course and then laughing about it over 
a nice glass of wine. 

Cheers to being together!
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DAYTIME STROLLS AND EVENINGS 
WITH DR WHO

On an early-October weekend morning, I woke to a 
current of cold air coming from the small opening of 
our bedroom window.  Slowly, I swung my legs over the 
side of the bed and my toes searched for my slippers. 
I rose stiffly, taking note of which body parts were not 
yet firing.  Patience is the order of each day, allowing 
each joint and muscle to tell me when they are ready 
to cooperate.  On this particular morning, though, the 
noticeable chill in the room jolted me forward and I 
padded to the bathroom to prepare for the day.  

This week, Autumn has announced itself with stun-
ning clarity.  Deep blue skies; crisp, dry air; trees and 
people alike sporting coats of many colours.  I may not 
be a fan of the winter months to come, but October 
helps me to forget my aches and pains and venture 
out to explore the neighbourhood.  The sidewalks and 
parks are abuzz with walkers, runners and baby stroll-
ers; everyone seems to be taking advantage of the 
changing foliage and comfortable temperatures. The 
shortening days create an urgency to get outside and 
stay out as long as the weather holds.  

As the Fall sun sets ever earlier, activity dissipates 
and Susie and I transition to an unhurried, leisure-
ly pace as evening arrives.  We catch our collective 
breath over dinner, discuss the events of the day and 
what’s in store tomorrow.  And once the dishes are 
cleared, we settle onto the sofa for another evening 
with The Doctor.

For the past few weeks, we’ve been watching Doctor 
Who.  We had heard about the tv show for years, about 
its cult following and how the latest release has been 
running since 2005 and still going strong, but we didn’t 
give it a go until recently.  For those not in the know, 
Doctor Who is a science fiction programme about a 
time-travelling scientist.  We’re now mid-way through 
the seventh season, and we’ve witnessed three differ-
ent Doctors – he’s an alien Time Lord who can regen-
erate into a new form.  The Doctor takes his Human 
companions on adventures through time and space, 
and gradually Susie and I got carried along for the ride.  

 Despite a regular diet of silly alien characters and 
crude special effects, The Doctor’s childlike curiosi-
ty, joy, wonder and optimism (“everything will turn out 
all right, I promise!”) is endearing and, we feel, is the 
show’s greatest appeal.  Whether we are transported 

in the TARDIS 
to faraway gal-
axies into the 
future, or to the 
distant past here 
on Earth, The 
Doctor strives 
to save people 
from harm, to 
right wrongs, to 
fix what is bro-
ken.  And like all 
heroes, he gen-
erally emerges 
victorious in the 
end.  It may all 
sound formulaic, 
and perhaps it 
is, but it works 
because we are 
enthusiastically 
rooting for him to 
succeed, in each and every episode.

The Doctor is a God-like character, but he is not infal-
lible, and we identify with and forgive him for his failings.  
And, most poignantly, he is lonely.  He has lived over 
900 years and has loved and lost countless times.  It 
may be a light-hearted science-fiction tv show, but 
we’ve kind of fallen for the guy (that sounds kind of pa-
thetic but make of it what you will).

Most nights, after hurrying about, trying to squeeze 
in what’s left of the pleasant weather, we get to slow 
down, settle in and escape with The Doctor on his ad-
ventures, whether it’s meeting Vincent Van Gogh, flying 
to a castle on an orange gaseous cloud, or travelling to 
present-day London, England, all without airport chaos 
or COVID masks.  It’s liberating and it’s good, clean fun 
to be The Doctor’s companions for the evening.  

Fantasy is a place where the body doesn’t ache 
and where we can be ageless.  And from where we sit, 
there’s no danger of being assimilated into Cybermen 
(thank goodness).  

David Frank.
dfrank@bellfinancial.ca

GREAT MINDS, GREAT
Thoughts

That’s all magic is, really: the space between 
what you have and what you need.

The secret of change is to focus
all of your energy, not on fighting the old, 

but on building the new.

Notice that autumn is more the season of 
the soul than of nature.

The charm of fishing is that it is the 
pursuit of what is elusive but attainable, a 

perpetual series of occasions for hope.

Being a witch means living in this world 
consciously, powerfully, and

unapologetically. 

Alix E. Harrow
The Once and Future Witches

Socrates

Friedrich Nietzsche

John Buchan

Gabriela Herstik
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