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LAST DECEMBER, LESS THAN THREE WEEKS after terrorist attacks 
rocked the city, Paris was host to a United Nations conference on cli-
mate change. Following years of procrastination by the global com-

munity, United States President Barack Obama called on the approximately 
150 world leaders in attendance to take action, while Prime Minister Justin 
Trudeau reiterated a promise to detail a national climate plan in consulta-
tion with the provinces and territories.

Meanwhile, a Canadian government environment committee called 
COSEWIC stated that, for the past decade, climate change has been increas-
ingly threatening many of the country’s species, from polar bears to bees. 
Loss of habitat, pollution, climate change and overhar-
vesting are changing our world at lightning speed.

Yes, we have reasons to feel vulnerable. In the 
midst of all the doom and gloom, however, we can 
find reason to be optimistic. For this month’s cover 
story, we interviewed the internationally renowned 
primatologist Jane Goodall (“The Call of the Wild,” 
page 50). At 81, this icon of nature conservation 
is still going strong, travelling some 300 days  
a year to inspire younger generations to get  
involved and address environmental issues. 
Goodall is more motivated than ever because 
she wants to share an all-important message: 
“The purpose of our life is to make the world 
better and to live fully.” Here’s to an inspiring, 
refreshing character who is both deeply hope-
ful and very funny. 
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Reason to Hope

Send an email to  

robert@rd.ca
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RICHARD MIA   

(Illustrator, “My Nose, 

Myself,” page 84)

Home base:  
Cambridge, Ont. 

Previously published in O, The 
Oprah Magazine and Forbes. In this

illustration, I was trying to depict 
how the author’s nose job affected 
her whole identity. The surgeon’s 
marker lines aren’t limited to her face; 
they encompass her whole self. The 

most unorthodox place I look for 
inspiration is in old encyclopedias. 
I’ve collected many over the years.

KELLEN HATANAKA  

(Illustrator, “How to

Keep Connected,” 

page 38)

Home base:

Toronto. Previously published in 
The Walrus and Corporate Knights. 
It’s worth putting effort into stay-
ing in touch with far-flung family and 
friends. Keeping those relationships 
strong is important. Technology is 

a big help for me. Most of the time 
I send emails to loved ones in remote 
places, but I also like using Google 
Hangouts when I can.

ROB LUTES   

(Writer, Word Power, 

page 125) 

Home base:  
Pointe-Claire, Que. 
Previously published in TSN 25 
Years (co-author). When reading,

stop and look up words you don’t 
know. Then try to use them as soon 
as possible. That’ll boost your lexi-
con. Sometimes I try out words
I’ve just learned on my wife. She has 
an impressive vocabulary, so if she 
gives me a look, I know I’ve shared 
an expression that isn’t often used. 

BRETT WALTHER   

(Associate Editor, Dig-

ital, Rd.ca/connect, 

page 120)

Home base:

Toronto. Previously published in 
Canadian Living and Style at Home.
I love that digital journalism puts 
control in the hands of the reader. If 
I find an online feature fascinating, 
embedded links give me the chance 
to delve a bit deeper. My favourite 

part of working online is the variety.
Instead of covering just one beat, 
I’ve got them all. 
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A WORTHY CAUSE
Your article about Craig Kielburger, “One 

Life to Give” (December 2015), was great. 

Free the Children and Me to We truly ben-

efit young people. My 17-year-old son has 

been part of social change organizations 

for years. In 2012, after attending a We Day 

event, he made a life-altering decision to 

go to Nicaragua to help build a school with 

Me to We. This experience made him more 

mature and conscious of the privileged 

life he leads. Thank you for covering  

these initiatives. NADINE SNOW, Aja x ,  O nt.
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TOUCHED BY AN ANGEL
Thank you for your article “Swaddled 
in Love” (November 2015). I was 
truly delighted to read about Angel 
Magnussen and the blankets she 
makes for critically ill children. She 
has brought love and grace to our 
world. I have a new hero. 
LAURA MOUNT, A l g o n q u i n  Hi g h l a n d s ,  O n t .

LEAVE IT FOR LATER
I very much enjoyed the story  
“13 Things You Should Know About 

Procrastination” (October 2015)! 
Well, I liked the first bit—I’ll finish 
reading the rest tomorrow…. 

GEOFF PATEY, G e o r g e t o w n ,  O n t . 

TOO FAR REMOVED
The story “Cash for Life” (November 
2015) shows how out of touch Read-
er’s Digest is with the realities facing 
most seniors in Canada. Many older 
Canadians are barely covering their 
living expenses. The recommenda-
tion to put 40 per cent of your gross 
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income into savings to allow for a 
comfy retirement is absurd.  

PENNIE-LYNN DAVIDSON, 

P r i n c e  G e o r g e ,  B . C .

PERSONAL BELIEFS
I was enjoying the story “My Very 
Muslim Christmas” (December 
2015) until I got to the part where 
the writer declared, “Modern  
Christmas is non-denominational 
(sorry, Christians).”  

Really! If I chose to celebrate Eid 
because I like monetary gifts, could 
I say that it’s no longer a Muslim 
holiday? Or if I light a menorah on 
Hanukkah because I like candles, 
can I then say it’s no longer a Jewish 
holiday? A lot of people celebrate 
Christmas without celebrating 
Christ, and that is their business. 
Just don’t tell me that Christians 
have no right to call Christmas what 
it is and always has been.

JOAN LEE, E r i c k s o n ,  Ma n .  

NO FUNNY BUSINESS
I used to love Reader’s Digest, and  

at one point I even had a subscrip-
tion. I hadn’t read the magazine  
in a while and decided to subscribe 
again this year. But upon reading 
the “new” Reader’s Digest, I was  
disappointed. I used to comb 
through the magazine and find 
pages upon pages of funny stories. 
Sometimes I was caught laughing 
out loud in the doctor’s office. But 
now there is far less content. It’s a 
shame the humour sections are 
shorter these days.

JESSE KENNY, S i d n e y ,  B . C .

HIERARCHY OF NEEDS
After reading “One Is the Loveliest 
Number” (October 2015), I was  
reminded of the quote by Thomas 
Szasz: “Man cannot long survive 
without air, water and sleep. Next  
in importance comes food. And 
close on its heels, solitude.” Thanks 
for the article. 

BILL BOLSTAD, R e g i n a  

Published letters are edited for length 
and clarity.

We want to hear from you! Have something to say about an article you read in Reader’s Digest? Send your 

letters to letters@rd.ca. Please include your full name and address. 

Contribute Send us your funny jokes and anecdotes, and if we publish one in a print edition of Reader’s 

Digest, we’ll send you $50. To submit, visit rd.ca/joke.

Original contributions (text and photos) become the property of The Reader’s Digest Magazines Canada 

Limited, and its affiliates, upon publication. Submissions may be edited for length and clarity, and may be 

reproduced in all print and electronic media. Receipt of your submission cannot be acknowledged.

R E A D E R ’ S  D I G E S T   
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What gets me through 
the winter is…

�Visit the Reader’s Digest Canada Facebook page for your chance to finish the next sentence.

…watching rosy-cheeked  

children turn 

snow into  
building material. 
WENDY FAULKNER, BARRIE, ONT. 

…going for nice, crisp 

walks on  
the beach.

DARLENE BOND,  

HAIDA GWAII, B.C. 

…Florida!
DEB GARY JAZEY,  

LONDON, ONT.  

...curling up on my 

sunny window 

seat with a 

 good 
book.

RHONDA RAFUSE,  

TRENTON, N.S.

…knowing spring will eventually come. 

JUDY GALLANT, BROCKTON, P.E.I.

…Toronto Rock  
lacrosse. 

For at least 12 seasons,  

it’s made my winter fun. 

JENNIFER EBBS,  

PICKERING, ONT. 

rd.ca | 02 • 2016 | 9
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2010-2016
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TIDE

Nail Polish
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TOYOTA
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GOLD WINNER

Pet Food
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GOLD WINNER

Pharmacy/
Drug Store
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Quick Service
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Non-Dairy 
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Program
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TO LEARN MORE ABOUT OUR 
2016 TRUSTED BRAND™ PROGRAM.

Commissioned by Reader’s Digest in an independent opinion poll, Ipsos Reid conducted a nationwide online survey of over 4000 Canadian adults. Quota sampling was used and the sample was
stratifi ed by language (English n = 3,028 and French n = 1,012). The results were weighted according to census data to ensure that the overall sample is representative of the Canadian population.
The precision of online polls is measured using a credibility interval. In this case, the overall results are considered accurate to within +/-1.8 percentage points, 19 times out of 20, of what the results
would be had the entire population of adults in Canada been polled.  *Tied with another brand in this category. ™Trusted Brand is a registered trademark of Reader’s Digest Association Canada ULC.
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IS THE MOST IMPORTANT 
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– DEBBIE, ALBERTA
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Yogurt
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2011-2016
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! IN 2007, STEPHEN FLYNN

uncovered a dilemma. Through  
his job at a Vancouver employment 
service centre, he knew low-income 
men moving back into the work-
force needed clothes for job inter-
views and construction sites. He 
was also aware they couldn’t afford 
to buy a suit or workboots without 
a source of income. Non-profits like 
Dress for Success were helping 
women prep for the office, but  
organizations providing a similar 
service to men were rare.

“So why don’t you set one up?”  
a colleague challenged him. “If I  
do, will you help me?” Flynn asked. 

Within six months, Flynn, then  
46, and a coalition of staffers from  
employment agencies across the city 
had started Working Gear. Originally 
run out of a cramped storage room, 
the charity supplies clients with pro-
fessional attire, whether the men are 
headed to an office or a building 
site. Now based in East Vancouver, 
Working Gear’s spacious headquar-
ters are packed with racks of cloth-
ing, shelves of boots and a change 
area: “We want our customers to 
feel like this is a store and they’re 
here to shop,” says Flynn.

The men who come to Working 
Gear for appointments—often 

Clothes Call
BY SUSAN PETERS

Stephen Flynn helps low-income men  

dress for the jobs they want 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY NICHOLAS HALPIN
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Working Gear helps 

customers prepare for 

the job market: “We’re 

one piece of the puzzle,” 

says Stephen Flynn.



nervous about getting suited up 
and reluctant to take too many 
items—must be referred by job 
counsellors at agencies like the 
Open Door Group. That’s where 
program and financial-support 
specialist Launa Gallant assists res-
idents of Vancouver’s Downtown 
Eastside, a neighbourhood with an 
unemployment rate of more than 
11 per cent, about twice the overall 
rate of the rest of the city. During 
the course of a year, she sends  
approximately 100 men to the 
charity for outfits that will make  
a good first impression on employ-
ers and boost the job seekers’ con-
fidence levels. “By a conservative 
estimate, the new clothes improve 
our clients’ chances of securing 
employment by more than 80 per 
cent,” says Gallant.

For Andrew Fredericks, 30, the  
referral to Working Gear came from 
staff at the halfway house where  
he lived after being released from 
prison. In 2012, for an interview as a 
door-to-door marketer, he picked out 
a slim-fit grey suit, shirt and tie. He 
left feeling “super happy—I didn’t 
know I would be that comfortable  
or could look that good in a suit.”

Though he didn’t get the market-
ing job, Fredericks returned to Work-
ing Gear as a volunteer; three years 
later, he’s a restaurant owner and 
yoga teacher. “There should be more 
of these places around,” he says. 

Open six hours a week, Working 
Gear serves approximately 800 men 
annually—and a few women who 
need construction duds. With Van-
couver building sites running year-
round, there’s work for skilled 
labourers, but positions in ware-
houses, landscaping and on sites 
require applicants to wear steel-
toed boots, even when dropping off 
a resumé. The cost—$100 to $200 
per pair—can be prohibitive for the 
unemployed. Boot drives pull in 
hundreds of used but useful work-
boots donated by large companies 
or members of border services,  
who receive new steel-toed foot-
wear each year. Safety gear, such  
as reflective vests, goggles, gloves  
and hard hats, is provided by the 
government body WorkSafeBC, 
while many of the suits come from 
Moores, which runs an annual cam-
paign to collect lightly used profes-
sional clothing from its customers. 

The satisfaction of meeting a clear 
need keeps Flynn—who now assists 
elderly clients at British Columbia’s 
Public Trustee office—involved in 
Working Gear, both on the board of 
directors and as a volunteer in the 
shop. “When they see that person in 
the mirror, when they hear from us 
how good they look,” he says, “they 
really can visualize themselves at the 
meeting or on the job site.” Wearing 
their new clothes, the men stand tall, 
smile and walk out into the world.  

R E A D E R ’ S  D I G E S T   
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Send us your original jokes! You could

earn $50 and be featured in the magazine. 

See page 8 or rd.ca/joke for details.

WHEN MOLLUSCS COME CALLING 

A guy is sitting at home when he 
hears a knock at the door. He opens 
it and sees there’s no one there but 
notices a snail on the porch. The 
man picks up the snail and throws it 
as far as he can. Three years later, 
there’s another knock on the door. 
He opens it and sees the same snail. 
The snail says, “What the heck was 
that all about?” bluedonut.com

A LITTLE ABOUT ME

I have a large seashell collection, 
which I keep scattered on beaches 
all over the world. 

C o m e d i a n  STEVEN WRIGHT 

WHAT’S IN A NAME?

Does it have apples in it?
No. 
What about pine? 
No pine, either. 
Perfect, we’ll call it a pineapple.

 @BAKEDBROTATOES

Hedgehogs. Why can’t they just 
share the hedge?

C o m e d i a n  DAN ANTOPOLSKI

PERSONALIZED PRODUCT

A grasshopper walks into a bar. 
The bartender says, “Hey, we have 

a drink named after you.” 
The grasshopper says, “Really? 

You have a drink named Steve?”
reddit.com

THE BEST JOKE  
I EVER TOLD  

BY DAVID ACER

I just bought a Canada Goose 

jacket. I love it—it’s warm, it’s 

comfortable. The only problem is, 

whenever I run into other people 

wearing Canada Goose jackets, we 

all have to walk in a V-formation.

Follow Montreal comedian David 

Acer on  @David_Acer and catch 

him in CBC Radio’s The 

Debaters this spring.
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You’ve had a diverse career: you’ve 
worked on pop and instrumentals; 
you’ve collaborated with the rapper 
Drake (né Aubrey Graham). Why put 
out an album of chamber music now?
It began when I met the Kaiser Quartet in 
2011. Once in a while, playing with them,  
I would think, Why did that feel like a rap 
song? Looking back, I think I was also inter-
ested in the translatability of genres. Early 
on, I realized that formal covers of songs that 
seem undeserving of being done seri-
ously—a baroque take on “Eye of the 
Tiger,” let’s say—would be suc-
cessful onstage. Chambers 
is the funhouse-mirror 
version of that. Hope-
fully my music takes 
what people think of 
as high art—a string 
quartet—and brings 
it into the world of 
pop music.

Pianist Chilly Gonzales on bathrobes, busting 

musical barriers and his new album, Chambers

Classical Act
BY LUC RINALDI

ILLUSTRATION BY AIMÉE VAN DRIMMELEN
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Why make high art accessible?
I don’t see myself as a gateway drug 
to real classical music, that someone 
listening to my music should then 
decide, “Oh, I’m going to check out 
this Brahms album.” I want to be a 
man of my time. 

You often say that music saved your 
life. How so?
Well, that sounds very dramatic! The 
piano can be one of many positive 
options for escape, and that’s what it 
was for me. As a young person, I 
experienced a lot of awkwardness, 
social anxiety, difficulty finding my 
place. That instrument made me feel 
safe and gave me a place in the world. 
I once performed a piece called “The 
Shadow,” in which a socially anxious 
guy sends his shadow to a balcony  
he can’t reach, to take his place in a 
world where he feels misunderstood. 
The piano is my shadow.

You often take breaks from playing 
in your live shows to explain mu-
sical techniques and terms. Why?
It’s like director’s commentary on  

a DVD. Because much of my 
music is instrumental and 

associated with being 
old-fashioned, there’s 
potential for intimida-
tion and confusion. 
My rapping and my 
uncle-at-the-barbecue 
sense of humour—

these elements might seem haphaz-
ard, but for me, it’s about guiding 
people through. This approach is 
superficial and funny, but I hope it 
leads to some musical depth with-
out saying, “Hey, man, you thought 
classical was old and stodgy, but it 
turns out it’s pretty cool!” I hated 
that when I was a kid.

What was your relationship to  
music like when you were younger?
My grandfather was my first piano 
teacher. He left Hungary against his 
will in the early 1940s and really 
wanted to hold on to his European 
values; he did that mostly through 
his love of music and the great com-
posers. Parallel to that, I was getting 
interested in pop, mostly through 
MuchMusic and playing in bands 
with friends. 

Is it safe to assume you will, as usual, 
be wearing a bathrobe onstage at 
your Canadian shows this month?
Come on, man! We’re not going to 
finish with that, are we? I’ll be wear-
ing the red, patriotic Chilly Gonzales 
bathrobe that Cirque du Soleil made 
for my Pan Am Games performance. 
It was much discussed: at one point, 
I think someone speculated that it 
was a nod to couch athletes. 

Chambers is available now. Chilly Gonza-
les plays shows in Ontario and Quebec 
throughout February.
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 ! FULL DISCLOSURE: the  
following passage will make my 
childhood seem a lot grittier—say, 
tenement-like—and less supervised 
than it was. Nevertheless, this story 
is true. 

One fall day when I was seven  
or eight, my brother, my neighbour 
and best friend, Shaun, and I found 
a dazed rat beside the curb in front 
of our houses. I don’t completely 

trust my recollection of this rat’s 
face, which seems to have melted 
into my memories of the original 
Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles movie, 
with its rodent sensei puppet, Splin-
ter. I do remember that the rat was 
moving enough for us to realize it 
was alive and confused, but it had 
been robbed of the scurrying fleet-
footedness that is typically the spe-
cies’ greatest asset. 

A rat lover turns musophobe

Pest Stopped
BY CHARLES DEMERS  

FROM THE HORRORS: AN A TO Z OF FUNNY THOUGHTS ON AWFUL THINGS

ILLUSTRATIONS BY GRAHAM ROUMIEU
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Eye HealthAdvertisement

Did you know?
Fighter pilots during the Second World War 
ate blue berry jam and carrots to improve 
their night vision. They did this because 
these foods contain color pigments, 
beneficial for the macular of the eye.

Available at participating pharmacies and health food stores. For more information or 
to purchase directly, please visit our website or call:      1-877-696-6734.

Ellen wrote us to tell her 
story about how Blue BerryTM 
helped her maintain healthy 
eyesight, despite having 
problems with AMD. 

Blue BerryTM Really 
Helps My Eyes

M
y name is Ellen. I have always 
had great eyesight, but in my 
later years, I had problems, and 

three years ago my doctor informed me 
that I had AMD. I found this frightening 
and searched for help. When I saw an ad 
about Blue Berry, and how people were 
helped by nourishing the eyes, I went 
right to my pharmacy.   

My eye doctor gave me good 
news  

Now I have taken Blue Berry for two 
years, and at my last examination in 
March 2015 my doctor informed me that 
my AMD had not progressed and he felt 
my eyesight was doing really well.

It made me very happy and I am so 
grateful to have found this great prod-
uct for my eyes.” 

Ellen N., Ontario 

*

Eyes love blueberries 
New Nordic’s Blue Berry tablets contain intense coloured 
pigments including dark purple anthocyanin and lutein 
carotenoids, which help to maintain eyesight in conditions 
such as cataracts and age-related macular degeneration (AMD). 

These pigments are not only needed to help absorb light for 
vision but also to protect the light sensing cells in the retina 
(including the macula) from UV and free radical damage. 

Blue berryTM

eye supplement in Scandinavia 
and has been so for over a decade. 

#1 EYE 
SUPPLEMENT IN 

SCANDINAVIA

“



We began debating next steps, and 
it was immediately clear that opinion 
was split. Although he wouldn’t  
admit it outright, Shaun favoured 
some sort of assisted suicide, or at 
least torture, but since my brother 
and I were sensitive, he 
knew he had to dress it 
up as a caring gesture. 
“The best thing would 
be to hit it in the head 
with a brick to wake it 
up,” he suggested, a lit-
tle too eagerly. At that 
point, he lost his polit-
ical capital. I proposed 
we nurse the creature 
back to health. We 
brought the rodent  
sustenance—sunflower 
seeds and water in an 
upturned Frisbee—but 
thankfully some sort of 
proto–common sense 
stopped us from touch-
ing the rat. I departed 
feeling we had done 
the right thing.

Our treatment 
worked: the rodent 
was able to get its 
bearings and leave the curb. I know 
this because the next day, a two- 
dimensional version of the rat was 
lying in the middle of the street, a 
metre or two from where we’d found 
it. For some reason, none of the 
adults on our block saw fit to shovel 

the flattened corpse away; it just  
lay there until the birds and the  
rain slowly erased it. Every day, I 
would see less and less of the rat, 
and it was like a boring ghost that 
made me five years more cynical 

whenever I spotted it. 
Well, that’s what I get 
for trying to help; we 
just got it killed, I 
would think. Then, 
one day, finally, it was 
gone. Nothing lasts 
forever, even cold Nov-
ember rat. 

AS MY CURBSIDE Flor-
ence Nightingale hero-
ics indicate, I was 
fearless when it came 
to rodents. Contrarily, 
I was terrified of spi-
ders. In my teens, I 
moved into the base-
ment of the house we 
rented and never once 
worried that I was 
sleeping next to a  
storage area where  
our landlords had laid 
out prophylactic rat 

poison. But I couldn’t bring myself 
to kill the large grey spiders that 
shared my part of the house; I 
would instead chase them away 
with a container of hairspray whose 
contents I would spritz through the 
flame of a lighter to create a fireball. 

At one point in 
my 20s, rats and 
spiders swapped 

places in my 
encyclopedia  

of fears  
and anxieties. 

R E A D E R ’ S  D I G E S T   
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Here’s the part I can’t explain  
(or, in light of the preceding fireball 
confession, maybe I should say, 
here’s another part I can’t explain): 
at one point in my early 20s, rats 
and spiders swapped places in my 
encyclopedia of fears 
and anxieties. 

Now I’m the kind of 
person who sees a spi-
der in a corner of the 
room and will shrug  
it off, counting the  
insects it kills as rent. 
Conversely, a few 
years ago, when I was 
leaving the house for  
a late-night walk, a rat 
jumped from under-
foot, and I still can’t 
think of it without my 
spine almost collaps-
ing from tingles. 

MORE RECENTLY, pub-
lic-health authorities 
have targeted the area 
around our East Van-
couver co-op for rat 
control. Two blocks 
from where I live with 
my wife and young daughter, there 
is a community garden that sits 
across the street from our favourite 
restaurant. One summer night,  
as we were finishing a late dinner,  

I saw a group of rats milling with a 
confidence that suggested they’d 
just gotten out of a seminar. 

I was stunned—it was the same 
energy you might see at a dog park, 
only in miniature, unsupervised and 

plague-riddled; dozens 
of rodents of all sizes, 
just as relaxed as you 
please. Relaxed, that is, 
until an owl dropped 
down, grabbed a sub-
marine sandwich–
sized rat from the 
pack, then gracefully 
disappeared back-
wards, as though being 
rewound. (And here I 
should say, where ear-
lier I had to specify 
that I never lived in  
a Sergio Leone, Once 
Upon a Time in Amer-
ica New York shtetl,  
I also don’t live in a 
David Attenborough 
nature documentary.) 

A little while later,  
I was telling my aunt 
about this community 
garden crawling with 

vermin just a stone’s throw from  
our house, and she said she’d heard 
about it on the news. On the news. 

So, okay, maybe my life is just  
a little bit gritty. 

While I never 
lived in a  

Sergio Leone  
New York shtetl,  
I also don’t live  

in a nature 
documentary.

THE HORRORS BY CHARLES DEMERS, 2015, DOUGLAS AND MCINTYRE. REPRINTED WITH PERMISSION FROM THE PUBLISHER. 

DOUGLAS-MCINTYRE.COM

rd.ca | 02 • 2016 | 23



This is where 
I belong.
JODY WILSON-RAYBOULD on her new position as  

Canada’s justice minister and Attorney General, on CBC Radio’s  
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One of the things I loved was that 
volunteering is part of your rights 
and responsibilities as a citizen. It’s 
actually written as a responsibility; 
that’s really cool. You don’t think  
of it as being documented  
right alongside voting. 

  Fo r m e r  C F L  c o a c h 

MICHAEL “PINBALL” CLEMONS on becoming a 

Canadian citizen, in the Toronto Star

He was always very compassionate 
to anyone he knew who, in spite of 
their best efforts, was unable to ac-
complish their goals. He had quite a 
unique generosity of spirit. 

PAT TAYLOR on her late husband, former

diplomat Ken Taylor, to CBC News

I’ll be in politics one day. I guarantee 
you that. I got no retirement, right? 
So I need a pension.

  Ne w f o u n d l a n d  c o m e d i a n

LEON PARSONS, a . k . a .  

D o n n i e  D u m p hy ,  in Maclean’s

I knew that the perception of teenage 
mothers was that they never amount 
to much. Before politics, my goals 
were simply to get an education and 
to support my son. When I was 
elected, all the negative attention 
just made me work harder. I wanted 
people to say, “I never should have 
doubted a single mom. ” 

N D P  M P  RUTH ELLEN BROSSEAU,

in Chatelaine

BY CHRISTINA PALASSIO

Points to Ponder



There’s no point trying to make an 
exact visual equivalent to a book. 
Books and movies have different 
charms; they have different powers. 

  EMMA DONOGHUE, au t h o r  o f  

R o o m ,  w h i c h  w a s  a d a p t e d  a s  a  f i l m

Even though I talk a good game 
about how obsessed I am with  
human connection, I think deepen-
ing intimacy is the most terrifying 
thing for me. Yet I persevere. 

ALANIS MORISSETTE, in Maclean’s

Racism is a refuge for the ignorant. 
It seeks to divide and to destroy. It is 
the enemy of freedom and deserves 
to be met head-on and stamped out. 

  T h e  l at e  au t h o r  a n d  h i s t o r i a n 

PIERRE BERTON, in the Toronto Star

I think one of the benefits  
that I have going for me is my  
age. I am seen as mature, long  
in the tooth. You cannot  
embarrass me at all. And also,  
I’m not a sexy kitten. I’m not  
flirtatious. So it is very  
safe and informative.  
I’m harmless.

S e x  e d u c at o r

DR. SUE JOHANSON on the key to her

successful career, to NPR

I think it’s an opportunity to set
an example for our kids and the 
rest of the world that you have  
to take care of your own house,  
literally and figuratively.

  H G T V  s t a r  BRYAN BAEUMLER  

on why it’s important to renovate  

24 Sussex Drive, to The Chronicle Herald

Law is a great tool,  
but I don’t think it’s the 

only tool. Very legal 
thinking can some-
times be quite one- 

dimensional. I guess  
I would say I am not  

a lawyer’s lawyer.
RENU MANDHANE, O n t a r i o’s  n e w  h u m a n - 

r i g h t s  c o m m i s s i o n e r,  in the Toronto Star
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Transform office culture by  

becoming a better, happier colleague

Make It Work
BY ANDRE MAYER

 ! FOR MANY PEOPLE, work is 
drudgery and little more than a 
means to a paycheque. However, in 
recent years, a number of companies 

have become aware of the perks of 
positivity in the workplace—and the 
fact that it can beneit employees 
and employers alike.
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Give More,  
Get More
A study published by the University 
of Warwick in Coventry, England, in 
2015 found compelling evidence 
that happiness increases productiv-
ity. Researchers showed some partic-
ipants a 10-minute comedy clip and 
gave others free snacks and water 
before asking both sets to do a series 
of calculations in a predetermined 
amount of time. On average, those 
subjects were 12 per 
cent more productive 
than members of a 
control group who 
were given no incen-
tives whatsoever.

“The real force be-
hind the rise in produc-
tivity is boosted effort,” 
says Daniel Sgroi,  
a co-author of the 
study. “Happier people 
put in more effort.”

Google is often cited as a company 
that understands that equation. The 
California-based technology giant 
has invested heavily in the mental 
well-being of its employees, offering 
everything from free refreshments to 
on-site gyms to flexible hours. Work-
ers are even encouraged to pursue 
side projects on company time. Alas, 
we can’t all join the Google team, 
but evidence suggests employees 
themselves can create a more hos-
pitable and effective workplace.

Make Meaningful 
Connections
The two biggest determinants of 
happiness in the workplace are 
feeling a sense of purpose and hav-
ing positive relationships with your 
colleagues, says Emma Seppälä, 
science director of Stanford Uni-
versity’s Center for Compassion 
and Altruism Research and Educa-
tion in California and author of the 
new book The Happiness Track.

Seppälä says that 
whatever line of work 
you’re in, happiness 
comes from the belief 
that what you’re doing 
is meaningful and 
beneficial to someone. 
Praising colleagues on 
a job well done, for 
instance, shows that 
someone is taking 
note of their contribu-
tions, which can help 

reinforce how crucial they are to 
the overall operation.

Another approach is to motivate 
those around you. If you’re an es-
pecially gifted graphic designer, for 
instance, the quality of your work 
alone may spur colleagues to push 
themselves. But there’s another way 
to encourage others, Seppälä says: 
help them try to attain that level of 
expertise by offering technical tips 
or sharing your philosophy on how 
to approach a given project.

Emphasize the 
importance of the 

work by finding 
examples of how 

it’s making a 
difference in  

the world.

R E A D E R ’ S  D I G E S T   

28 | 02 • 2016 | rd.ca



You can also try emphasizing the 
importance of the work by finding 
clear ways to illustrate how it’s 
making a difference in the wider 
world—such as locating an actual 
beneficiary. In 2007, Adam Grant,  
a management professor at the 
Wharton School of the University 
of Pennsylvania, released a study 
that followed university call-centre 
representatives tasked with cold-
calling potential donors to raise 
funds. Grant put a group of those 
workers in touch with a student 
who had received financial aid and 
who explained what that support 
had meant to him personally.

“All of a sudden, they were able 
to see the impact of what they were 
doing, the way they were changing 
lives,” says Seppälä, reflecting on the 
study. As a result, that particular 
group became more persuasive in 
convincing people to donate, 
which led to a significant increase 
in the funds raised by each caller—
from an average of US$185 a week  
to more than $500.

Create Collegial 
Community 
Inspiration is important, but so is 
cultivating a supportive culture. 
And that starts with thinking of 
colleagues as friends rather than 
rivals who are only out to score 
points with the boss or land a plum 
promotion, says Seppälä. Avoid 

publicly blaming co-workers for 
shoddy work, which could promote 
feelings of shame and ill will. In 
general, people are not trying to 
make mistakes and can learn from 
their gaffes. 

You can also improve the envi-
ronment by showing compassion 
to people who are unmotivated, 
moody or uncooperative because 
of low self-esteem or some hard-
ship in their private lives. “Under-
standing why others are feeling 
disgruntled should always be the 
starting point,” says Vanessa Buote, 
director of research at Plasticity 
Labs in Waterloo, Ont., which stud-
ies workplace happiness.

Express empathy by inquiring, in 
a kind, non-threatening way, about 
whether your co-worker is wrestling 
with personal issues. Don’t feel like 
you have to provide answers; sim-
ply listening to someone air their 
frustrations can be cathartic and can 
often encourage them to identify 
their own solutions, Buote says. 

And sometimes, the simplest  
efforts to stoke camaraderie can be 
the most effective ones. For instance, 
social rituals, such as a daily tea time, 
can go a long way. “You might be 
surprised at the benefits of these 
small actions,” says Buote. “They 
provide an opportunity for us to feel 
refreshed and, at the same time, can 
build a sense of community within 
an organization.”  
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How to recognize  

binge-eating disorder

Addicted  
to Food
BY SAMANTHA RIDEOUT 
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 ! ANYONE WHO’S BEEN faced 
with a table of tempting munchies 
knows we all overindulge from time 
to time. hough we might refer to 
that as “bingeing,” the medical def-
inition of the word is, when excessive 
consumption becomes a regular, 
compulsive habit. “he core feature 
is the sense that you can’t avoid eat-
ing or can’t stop once you’ve started,” 
says Eva Conceição, a psychology  
research fellow at the University of 
Minho in Portugal.

Bingeing was first recognized as a 
mental illness in the fifth edition of 
the Diagnostic and Statistical Manual 

of Mental Disorders, published in 
2013 and used worldwide. Scientists 
aren’t exactly certain what causes 
binge-eating disorder (BED), but they 
suspect it has a genetic component, 
as alcoholism sometimes does. 

Because BED is often tangled  
up with anxiety or low self-esteem, 
it can be treated with talk therapy. 
Doctors may also prescribe various 
off-label pharmaceutical options, 
including drugs intended for de-
pression or epilepsy. The only medi-
cation a national health authority 
has officially sanctioned for BED  
is lisdexamfetamine dimesylate 
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(brand name Vyvanse), so far ap-
proved only in the United States.  
Already used by ADHD sufferers, it’s 
said to decrease binge eaters’ hard-
to-control compulsions. However,  
it isn’t a diet pill and 
isn’t recommended 
for people looking to 
shed a few pounds. 
So how can you dis-
tinguish BED from 
plain overeating?

It’s not always easy. 
Weight problems 
alone aren’t enough 
to make a diagnosis: even though 
about two-thirds of binge eaters are 
obese, the converse isn’t true. Many 
heavier people owe the condition to 
a sedentary lifestyle, an unbalanced 
diet or oversized portions.

The DSM-5 lays out the distin-
guishing features of BED: during  
episodes, which generally happen  
at least once a week, binge eaters 
consume quickly and copiously, 

whether they’re hun-
gry or not, and they 
tend to do so alone. 

If this describes 
you, the place to 
start is the doctor’s 
office. Besides treat-
ing the psychological 
aspects of BED, 
health practitioners 

can advise on how to lose weight (if 
relevant) while avoiding unhealthy 
strategies—such as skipping meals 
or severely restricting calories—that 
could backfire by triggering further 
episodes of bingeing. 

35 to 40
per cent of BED  

sufferers are male.

Flu Vaccine Could 
Diminish Stroke Risk
For the first two months after a 
seasonal flu shot, the chances of 
suffering a stroke drop signifi-
cantly, according to research 

funded by the United Kingdom’s 
National Institute for Health Re-
search. The overall stroke rate 
among immunized people was ap-
proximately 20 per cent lower than 
what statisticians would otherwise 

News From 
the World  
of Medicine
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expect. Getting vaccinated early in 
the flu season made a bigger differ-
ence than doing it later. Medical 
scientists suspect that strokes are 
sometimes set off by influenza,  
although they aren’t sure how.

Calcium Supplements 
Don’t Reduce Fractures 
People over 50—and women in 
particular—are often advised to 
take calcium pills to avoid broken 
bones. After considering more than 
40 previous studies, a systematic 
review out of New Zealand has 
concluded this precautionary  
measure isn’t necessary. “There is 
currently no evidence that increas-
ing calcium intake prevents frac-
tures,” the researchers wrote. In 
short, calcium supplements may 
not be worth it unless you suffer 
from a severe calcium deficiency.

TV Raises Risk of Fatal 
Pulmonary Embolism
Sitting in front of the TV screen for 
five hours or longer a day doubles 
the risk of dying from pulmonary 
embolism (a blockage in one of the 
pulmonary arteries in your lungs), 
compared to 2.5 hours or less. The 
average Canadian watches around 
four hours of TV a day. Blood clots 
are associated with sitting for long 
stretches of time, so standing up 
and walking around is a good pre-
ventive measure.

In-Person Contact Guards 
Against Depression
The more often seniors see family 
and friends, the less likely they are 
to develop depressive symptoms, 
says a paper published in the Jour-
nal of the American Geriatrics Soci-
ety. Of the 11,065 participants, those 
who met up with loved ones or 
friends at least three times a week 
had a depression rate of 6.5 per cent 
after two years, compared to 11.5 
per cent in those who met them  
every few months or less.  

TEST YOUR MEDICAL IQ

Hyperlordosis is…

A.  An over-sensitivity to bright 

light

B.  Over-exercising

C.  A sudden personality change

D.  An exaggerated curve in the 

lower back

Answer: D. Hyperlordosis is an 

overly accentuated inward curve 

in the lower back. Its risk factors 

include obesity, hip disorders 

and the inflammation of inter-

vertebral discs. It can lead to 

back pain but can be counter-

acted by core- and buttock-

strengthening exercises, as well 

as by making a conscious effort 

to maintain good posture.
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1.  Take 2 capsules of Lakota 
Joint Care Formula every 
morning with breakfast.

2.  Natural source pain relievers, 
such as White Willow Bark, 
target and relieve tough  
joint pain.

3.  Boswellia and Devil’s Claw  
reduce inflammation, while 
Lumanite rebuilds joints,  
increasing comfort and mobility.

Winter cold can trigger arthritis and joint pain. Lakota Joint Care 
Formula is made with powerful herbal extracts that relieve pain 
and help rebuild connective tissue so you can keep your edge all 
winter long. For reviews and testimonials visit Lakotaherbs.com.

Skate circles around winter joint pain.



THE PATIENT: Angeline, a 32-year-old 

administrative assistant

THE SYMPTOMS: Chest pain, fever 

and fatigue

THE DOCTOR: Dr. Anne McCarthy, 

chair of the Committee to Advise  

on Tropical Medicine and Travel  

and professor of medicine at the 

University of Ottawa

 ! IN 2013, ANGELINE visited her 
doctor. She’d had a fever for several 
days, her chest felt tight, and she 
was exhausted. he physician no-
ticed that her lymph nodes were 
swollen and that she’d lost some 
weight. He decided to refer her to 
the Ottawa Hospital for a CT scan 
and biopsy, which led to a diagnosis 
of non-Hodgkin’s lymphoma.

The fifth most commonly diag-
nosed cancer in Canadian adults, 

non-Hodgkin’s lymphoma has a good 
prognosis when it’s caught early— 
especially if the patient is under 60. 
Angeline was given medication to 
support her immune system, chemo-
therapy to target the cancer cells and 
steroids to bolster the treatment. A 
week later, she became tired and 
nauseous, and her blood-cell count 
dropped dramatically. These can be 
side effects of chemo, but in this case, 
they were unusually pronounced. 

Within days, Angeline’s fever 
spiked and she had trouble breath-
ing. Bacteria had entered her blood-
stream, and she’d developed an 
infection in her lungs and abdomen. 
The patient was admitted to the ICU 
and given antibiotics, but the drugs 
didn’t help. Instead, Angeline’s 
breathing worsened, and she was 
put on a ventilator. 

Case History
BY SYDNEY LONEY

ILLUSTRATION BY TRACY WALKER
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That’s when Dr. Anne McCarthy 
was called in. The infectious disease 
specialist found traces of a rash on 
Angeline’s abdomen. When she 
learned the patient had grown up in 
Haiti and immigrated to Canada eight 
years earlier, McCarthy immediately 
thought of strongyloides.

Strongyloides are a type of round-
worm common in Southeast Asia, 
South Africa and the Caribbean. The 
larvae are small—about the size of a 
mustard seed—and are transmitted 
to humans through contaminated 
soil. They can penetrate unbroken 
skin (often through bare feet) and 
migrate through the body to the 
small intestine, where they lay eggs. 

In this case, the wavy rash on 
Angeline’s stomach was a clue: it 
can appear in patients with stron-
gyloides. When McCarthy checked 
the patient’s stool sample, she says, 
“the larvae were everywhere.” 

Because there are no obvious 
symptoms, people can be infected 
for years without knowing they have 
the parasite. Angeline had experi-
enced mild gastrointestinal issues 
at times, but was otherwise healthy, 
apart from her recent cancer diag-
nosis—until she was given some 
steroids as part of her treatment. 
“Strongyloidiasis is a sleeping dis-
ease,” McCarthy says. “It can exist 
in your body and do relatively little 
harm until you give it an advan-
tage.” Doctors aren’t entirely sure 

why, but steroids stimulate the par-
asite to reproduce faster. 

Those drugs had indeed unleashed 
the bug throughout Angeline’s body, 
a condition known as disseminated 
strongyloides, which causes death in 
50 to 90 per cent of cases. Unfortun-
ately, it takes time to get treatment 
because the two anti-parasite drugs 
that fight the disease (albendazole 
and ivermectin) aren’t licensed in 
this country, though they are used in 
the United States. McCarthy had to 
request permission from a special  
access program through Health Can-
ada. Although she remained in the 
ICU for almost a month, the patient 
received the drugs and made a full 
recovery, at which point she was able 
to resume treatment for the non-
Hodgkin’s lymphoma.

Like most people, Angeline had 
no idea she could be at risk for 
strongyloides. Even physicians  
often know very little about the 
parasite. McCarthy, who chairs an 
advisory committee that’s develop-
ing strongyloides guidelines, encour-
ages practitioners to adopt a few key 
queries into their pre ventive care 
routine: Where were you born? 
Where have you lived? Have you 
travelled anywhere for six months 
or longer? “There is treatment for 
strongyloides, and people can sur-
vive it,” she says. “We just need  
to ask the right questions from  
the beginning.” 

R E A D E R ’ S  D I G E S T   
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FOOD

� WHOLE MELONS According to a 
2006 USDA study, watermelons at 
room temperature develop nearly 
twice the levels of compounds like 
beta carotene (which is connected to 
healthy skin and eyesight) found in 
their refrigerated counterparts. Cool 
air stunts the antioxidant growth that 
occurs after harvest. But make sure 
to chill melons after they’ve been 
sliced to prevent bacterial growth  
on the exposed surface of the fruit. 

� BASIL This fragrant tropical herb 
thrives in warm climates. When 
stored below 4 C, its leaves will turn 
black. Keep sprigs on the counter, 
away from direct sunlight, and treat 
them as you would handle cut flow-
ers: fill a glass with water and sub-
merge the stems. Place a sealable 
plastic bag over the top to keep the 
plant moist but leave enough airflow 
to allow the leaves to breathe.

� POTATOES When these tubers get 
cold, their starches are converted 
into sugar, resulting in a gritty texture 
and a slightly sweet flavour. Potatoes 
do best around 7 C. Store them in a 
paper bag in a cool pantry—sunlight 
causes chlorophyll to accumulate, 
which can cause potatoes to turn 
green and become bitter.

� ONIONS Because these vegetables 
require air circulation to stay fresh, 
they should be kept in a hole-
punched paper bag in the pantry. 
Onions can emit gas and moisture 
that may cause potatoes to spoil 
quickly, so store them separately. 
Refrigerate when chopped.

� TOMATOES Cool air alters chemi-
cal pathways in tomatoes, resulting 
in a less flavourful fruit. Store whole 
tomatoes on the counter to ensure 
they taste their best. 

Think twice before  

putting these foods in the fridge

Some Like It Hot
BY KELSEY KLOSS
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 ! WHEN I MOVED from Toronto 
to a rural community, I assumed it 
would be easy to communicate with 
loved ones in the city. I quickly 
learned that maintaining contact  
is challenging. Internet can be i�y 
when trees are involved, and sig-
nals fade without towers on every 
block. Work, kids and busy sched-
ules can make conversations even 
harder to plan. 

I’m not alone in my struggle. Most 
homeowners may bounce between 
four or five different communities, 
cities or provinces during their lives, 
according to the Canadian Associa-
tion of Accredited Mortgage Profes-
sionals. In 2015, Statistics Canada 

reported that close to 300,000 Can-
adians had changed provinces for 
work, school or to get a fresh start.  

If you’ve ventured far from your 
personal network, fear not. “Modern 
technology can help you remain in 
regular contact with friends or fam-
ily who live far away. You just have 
to find the right way,” says Sarah 
Hallett, a therapist intern at York 
University in Toronto. “Though the 
person is not physically there, you 
can still have access to validation, 
encouragement and support.” 

Seeing Is Believing
Nearly a decade ago, Hallett left  
her home in Bordon, England, and  

Simple strategies  

for staying in touch with 

friends and family 

How  
to Keep 
Connected
BY KRISTI GREEN

ILLUSTRATION BY KELLEN HATANAKA
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relocated to Toronto for her part-
ner’s new job. She wanted to make 
sure her three children (then 10, 
eight and one) still felt connected to 
their grandparents back in Europe. 

Facebook has been a game 
changer, Hallett says. The platform 
provides quick access to updates 
about her community overseas and 
lets her share family photos easily, 
which is especially helpful when 
there isn’t time to call. 

“The biggest thing 
for me is the images,” 
she explains. “Now 
our relatives can see 
the kids getting taller, 
so when we meet 
again, they won’t be 
surprised by how  
they look.”

Hallett recently 
taught her mother 
(now 75) how to use 
FaceTime on a tablet. 
Now the family is able to engage in 
face-to-face chats—and the kids are 
eager to show Grandma their latest 
school projects.

Old-Fashioned Efforts
Technology is helpful, but it can’t 
prevent life from getting in the way 
of the best intentions. 

“We have a tendency to keep put-
ting off the call,” says Elaine Swann, 
a lifestyle and etiquette expert in 
Los Angeles. “If we haven’t spoken 

to someone in a long time, we feel 
bad about it, so then we make even 
more excuses not to do it.” 

When this happens, Swann sug-
gests taking a page from the past 
and sending a handwritten note in 
the mail to let the person know 
you’re thinking of them, even if they 
haven’t heard from you in a while. 

“A card will warm someone’s 
heart, and they’ll be more likely to 
pick up the phone, opening up the 

door for reconnec-
tion,” she says. 

Making Plans
If you have something 
substantial to say, 
Swann advises making 
a date. Agree on a reg-
ular weekly or monthly 
time for a Skype or 
phone call, and then 
put it on the calendar, 
she says. 

Since I moved away, my friends 
and I have established new rhythms 
for keeping in touch. We send text 
messages in between Skype dates, 
which are organized in advance to 
accommodate itineraries and Inter-
net service. These days, we have a 
better feel for each other’s sched-
ules, so our relationships don’t be-
come an eternal game of voice-mail 
tag. And this way, I never feel too far 
from my loved ones—even with  
so many trees in the way. 

My friends 
 and I have 
been able to 

 establish new 
rhythms, which 
allow us to keep 

in touch.

rd.ca | 02 • 2016 | 39



Is Everything OK?

Check your money.
Not just your balance.
No matter how much you putaway, it’s nice to know your moneyis OK. Whether you’ve saved anickel or $100,000, CDIC protectsdeposits at member institutions.But only certain types of depositsare covered. Find out why yourmoney is OK at cdic.ca

Machine #65467

Card Number: 5892910********260Trans: Deposit



SPECIAL ADVERTISING FEATURE

When it comes to your money,
do you know what’s protected?
The Canada Deposit Insurance Corporation (CDIC) is the federal Crown  
corporation that protects the savings of Canadians in the event their bank  
fails or goes bankrupt. If you have an eligible account held in Canadian  
dollars at a CDIC member institution (e.g. most banks), your money is auto- 
matically protected up to $100,000. But it’s important to know how CDIC  
works so you can make informed decisions when managing your savings.

ELIGIBLE DEPOSITS IN EACH OF THE PURPLE CATEGORIES BELOW 
ARE SEPARATELY PROTECTED BY CDIC FOR UP TO $100,000.

Eligible deposits include  
chequing accounts;  
savings accounts;  
term deposits (such  
as GICs) with original  
terms to maturity of  
five years or less.  

Money  orders,  
bank drafts issued  
by CDIC members  
and cheques certified  
by CDIC members  
are also covered.

Visit CDIC’s new website 
at cdic.ca, download 
CDIC’s free app from 
your favourite app store, 
or ask where you bank 
for more information about 
CDIC deposit insurance.



After the tremendous success of Life of Pi, 
which won the Man Booker Prize in 2002, 

Yann Martel shifted gears, focusing on, among 
other things, a series of letters to former prime 

minister Stephen Harper. His new novel, The High 
Mountains of Portugal, is a captivating return to form 

that follows three marvellously detailed characters:  
a young man on a quest, an Agatha Christie–obsessed 

pathologist and a chimp-loving Canadian senator. Feb. 2.
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IN OTHER WORDS

Jhumpa Lahiri

Known for creating characters 
caught between contrasting cul-

tures, the British-
born Pulitzer Prize 
winner looks in-
ward for her first 
work of non-fiction, 
an account of her 
love affair with the 
Italian language. 
Feb. 9.

COLD FIRE: KENNEDY’S 

NORTHERN FRONT

John Boyko

A historical scholar, Boyko provides 
insight into the 
complex dynamics 
that shaped the 
pivotal relation-
ship between John 
Diefenbaker and 
John F. Kennedy 
during the Cold 
War. Feb. 2. 

Yann Martel sets a multi-generational saga  

in the Portuguese mountains

A Fable for Three
BY SARAH LISS

This month’s hottest books, music, movies and TV
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WONDERFUL CRAZY NIGHT

Elton John

After a foray into more sombre  
territory on 2013’s The Diving 
Board, the crocodile rocker gets 
back to his peppy roots for his latest 
offering, overseen by ace producer  
T Bone Burnett. Feb. 5.

DIG IN DEEP

Bonnie Raitt

With her 20th studio album, Raitt is 
giving fans something to talk about. 
This time around, the blues musi-
cian is putting her blazing guitar 
skills—an integral part of her live 
shows—front and centre. Feb. 26.

RACE

This gripping 
Montreal-shot biopic 
was inspired by the 
true story of African-
American track star 
Jesse Owens, who 
challenged racism—
and won four gold 
medals—at the 1936 
Summer Olympic 
Games in Berlin.  
Feb. 19.

BILLIONS

Heavy hitters 
Paul Giamatti (Side-
ways) and Damian 
Lewis (Homeland) 
face off as, respect-
ively, a U.S. attorney 
and a hedge-fund  
titan in this zippy 
new series about the 
rock ’em, sock ’em 
world of finance. 
Jan. 17. (
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HAIL, CAESAR!

Tilda Swinton, 
Scarlett Johansson and 
George Clooney are 
among the stars who 
bring arch humour and 
exquisite bone structure 
to this retro romp from 
the Coen brothers 
about a scandal threat-
ening to derail a block-
buster. Feb. 5.
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DESSERTS TO SHARE WITH THE LOVES IN YOUR LIFE — INCLUDING YOURSELF!

MINT ANGEL CAKE

Lemon 
Cream 
Puffs

Dutch Waffle
Cookies

THIN
G!

SWeeT

Get the 
Chocolate 

Marshmallow 
Cutouts recipe 

inside!



Chocolate Marshmallow 
Cutouts 
I make rich, fudgy cookies that taste  

like brownies with a marshmallow filling.  

I usually use heart-shaped cutters,  

but I've also left them uncut and filled  

with pink marshmallow creme. 

—KELLY WARD, STRATFORD, ONT.

PREP: 35 MIN. + CHILLING

BAKE: 10 MIN./BATCH + COOLING

MAKES: ABOUT 2 DOZEN

11/4 cups (300 mL) butter, softened
2 cups (500 mL) sugar
2 large eggs
2 tsp (10 mL) vanilla extract
2 cups (500 mL) all-purpose flour
3/4 cup (175 mL) baking cocoa
1 tsp (5 mL) baking soda
1/2 tsp (2 mL) salt
1 jar (7 oz. or 210 g) marshmallow 
 creme

1. In large bowl, cream butter and sugar 

until light and fluffy. Beat in eggs and va-

nilla. In another bowl, whisk flour, cocoa, 

baking soda, and salt; gradually beat into 

creamed mixture. Refrigerate, covered, 1 

hour or until firm enough to shape. 

2. Preheat oven to 350°F (180°C). Shape 

level tablespoons of dough into balls; 

place 2 in. (5 cm) apart on ungreased 

baking sheets. Bake 6-8 minutes or until 

cookies are set. Using a 1 1/4-in. (3 cm) 

heart-shaped cookie cutter, score the cen-

tre of half of the cookies. Cool completely 

on pans on wire racks. 

3. Using the same heart-shaped cookie 

cutter, gently cut scored cookie tops 

and remove the centre of each. Spread 

marshmallow creme over the bottom of 

the solid cookies; cover with remaining 

cookies. 

FREEZE OPTION: Freeze shaped balls 

of dough on baking sheets until firm. 

Transfer to resealable plastic freezer bags; 

return to freezer. To use, bake cookies as 

directed. 

NUTRITION FACTS: 1 sandwich cookie 

equals 197 calories, 9 g fat (5 g saturated 

fat), 35 mg cholesterol, 164 mg sodium, 28 g 

carbohydrate, 1 g fibre, 2 g protein.



Mint Angel Cake 
One sight of this lovely cake will  

have guests saving room for dessert!  

For an easy garnish, sprinkle with  

crushed mint candies. 

—AGNES WARD, STRATFORD, ONT.

PREP: 20 MIN. BAKE: 40 MIN. + COOLING

MAKES: 16 SERVINGS

12 egg whites (about 11/2 cups or 375 mL)
1 cup (250 mL) cake flour
1 tsp (5 mL) cream of tartar
1 tsp (5 mL) almond extract
1/4 tsp (1 mL) salt
1
1/4 cups (300 mL) sugar

1/4 cup (50 mL) plus 2 tbsp (25 mL) 
 crushed peppermint candies, 
 divided 
1/4 cup (50 mL) water
13/4 cups (425 mL) heavy whipping 
 cream
Fresh mint leaves
Peppermint candies

1. Place egg whites in large bowl; let  

stand at room temperature for 30 minutes.  

Sift flour twice; set aside. 

2. Add cream of tartar, almond extract, 

and salt to egg whites; beat on medium 

speed until soft peaks form. Gradually 

add sugar, about 2 tbsp (25 mL) at a time, 

beating on high until stiff peaks form. 

Gradually fold in flour, about 1/2 cup  

(125 mL) at a time. 

3. Gently spoon into ungreased 10-in. 

(25.5 cm) tube pan. Cut through batter 

with knife to remove air pockets. Bake 

on lowest oven rack at 350°F (180°C) for 

40-50 minutes or until lightly browned 

and entire top appears dry. Immediately 

invert pan; cool completely, about 1 hour. 

4. In small saucepan, combine 1/4 cup  

(50 mL) crushed candies and water. Cook 

and stir over medium heat until candies 

are melted. In large bowl, beat cream until 

stiff peaks form. 

5. Run knife around side and centre  

tube of pan. Remove cake to serving plate. 

Cut cake horizontally into three layers. 

Place bottom layer on serving plate;  

drizzle with 2 tbsp (25 mL) mint syrup. 

Spread with 1/2 cup (125 mL) whipped 

cream; sprinkle with 1 tbsp (15 mL) 

crushed candies. Repeat layers. 

6. Top with third cake layer. Frost top  

and sides of cake with remaining whipped 

cream. Garnish with mint leaves and 

candies. Store in the refrigerator.

NUTRITION FACTS:  1 slice (calculated 

without garnishes) equals 213 calories, 

10 g fat (6 g saturated fat), 36 mg cholesterol, 

90 mg sodium, 27 g carbohydrate, trace fibre, 

4 g protein.



Dutch Wa�  e Cookies 
My mom taught me how to make these 

waffl  e iron cookies. Now I have my friends 

bring their waffl  e irons to the house, 

and we make big batches.

—RACHEL SETALA, SURREY, B.C.

PREP: 40 MIN.  COOK: 5 MIN./BATCH

MAKES: ABOUT 6 DOZEN 

1 cup (250 mL) butter, softened
1 cup (250 mL) sugar
2 large eggs
1/2 cup (125 mL) 2% milk
1 tbsp (15 mL) vanilla extract
4 cups (1 L) all-purpose fl our
13/4 tsp (9 mL) baking powder
3/4 tsp (4 mL) baking soda
Confectioners' sugar (optional)

1. In large bowl, beat butter and sugar 
until blended. Beat in eggs, milk, and 
vanilla. In another bowl, whisk fl our, 
baking powder, and baking soda; gradually 
beat into butter mixture. 

2. Shape level tablespoons of dough into 
balls; place 2 in. (5 cm) apart on a pre-
heated waffl  e iron coated with cooking 
spray. Bake on medium heat 3-4 minutes 
or until cookies are golden brown. Remove 
to wire racks to cool. If desired, dust with 
confectioners' sugar.  Freeze option: 
Freeze cookies, layered between waxed 
paper, in freezer containers. To use, thaw 
in covered containers. If desired, dust 
with additional confectioners' sugar. 

NUTRITION FACTS: 1 cookie equals 

62 calories, 3 g fat (2 g saturated fat), 

12 mg cholesterol, 46 mg sodium, 

8 g carbohydrate, trace fi bre, 1 g protein.



Lemon
Cream Puffs
The fl uff y fi lling for these light crisp shells 

has a delectable citrus fl avour. 

— DOREEN MARTIN, KITIMAT, B.C.

PREP: 20 MIN. + CHILLING 

BAKE: 30 MIN. + COOLING

MAKES: 10 SERVINGS 

1/2 cup (125 mL) water
1/4 cup (50 mL) butter, cubed
1/2 cup (125 mL) all-purpose fl our
2 eggs 
LEMON FILLING
1 egg, beaten
1/3 cup (75 mL) sugar
3 tbsp (45 mL) lemon juice
2 tbsp (25 mL) butter, cubed
1 cup (250 mL) heavy 
 whipping cream 
2 tsp (10 mL) sugar 
Confectioners' sugar

1. Preheat oven to 400°F (200°C). In 

large saucepan, bring water and butter to 

a boil. Add fl our all at once, stirring until 

a smooth ball forms. Remove from heat; 

let stand 5 minutes. Add eggs, one at a time, 

beating well after each addition. Continue 

beating until mixture is smooth. 

2. Drop by rounded tablespoonfuls 

3 in. (7.5 cm) apart onto greased baking 

sheets. Bake 30-35 minutes or until 

golden brown. Remove to wire racks. 

Immediately split puff s and remove tops; 

discard soft dough from inside. Set puff s 

and tops aside to cool. 

3. For fi lling, in small heavy saucepan, 

combine egg, sugar, lemon juice, and 

butter. Cook and stir over medium heat 

until mixture is thick enough to coat the 

back of a spoon. Transfer to small bowl; 

refrigerate until partially set. 

4. In large bowl, beat cream and sugar 

until stiff  peaks form; fold into lemon 

mixture. Fill cream puff s; replace tops. 

Dust with confectioners' sugar. 

NUTRITION FACTS: 1 cream puff  equals 

217 calories, 17 g fat (10 g saturated fat), 

114 mg cholesterol, 79 mg sodium, 13 g 

carbohydrate, trace fi bre, 3 g protein.

CALLING ALL
HOME COOKS!
Share your favourite recipes
at tasteof home.com/submit 

Send your

recipes!



At 81, Jane Goodall is more driven than ever. 

What the famed conservationist has to say 

about apes, aging and her legacy. 

BY LISA BRYN RUNDLE

PHOTOGRAPHY BY JASON GORDON

    THE 
 CALL
      OF THE     WILD
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THE WORLD’S MOST FAMOUS

primatologist stands and lets loose 
something like this: “Ooo ooo oh-ew 
oh eee!” This variation on a piercing 
chimpanzee cry is an effective way 
to capture an audience’s attention, 
but Jane Goodall doesn’t need to do 
anything dramatic to get noticed. 
Wherever she goes, people approach, 
sometimes crying or shaking. Some-
times they ask to touch her. Good-
all is adored for her groundbreaking 
work with wild chimpanzees, which 
evolved into a broader mission for 
conservation—and a commitment 
through her global Roots and Shoots 
youth program to inspire the next gen-
eration to do the same. The octogenar-
ian Brit recently visited the Canadian 
outpost of her Jane Goodall Institute 
to kick off the latest program, Launch 
+ Link, which teams up teens with 
business leaders, media figures and 
other power holders on community 
initiatives. These days, fuelled by the 
urgency of her message, Goodall 
spends more time in airport terminals 
and hotels than in forests, but she still 
finds beauty in unexpected places—
and hope for our collective future. 

You travel 300 days a year. That’s an 
incredible schedule.
It’s stupid.

So why do you do it?
When you are my age, there’s less 
time left. I have a message that’s very 

important. The planet cannot go on 
replenishing itself. We don’t have 
much time.

That sense of urgency aside, how do 
you stay motivated?
Every day I see children. I think about 
how we’ve harmed the Earth since I 
was their age, and that spurs me on. 
When I began, the forest stretched 
right across Africa. Now it’s frag-
mented patches. And it’s the same 
all over the world.

Don’t you get depressed?
Of course, but that means I have to 
fight even harder. You can’t do any-
thing alone, so it’s about galvanizing 
other people, creating a critical mass 
of youth who understand that we 
need money to live but that things go 
wrong when we live for money.

Working with youth is a major focus 
for you. Why?
We could wear ourselves out to save 
a forest or a species, but if the next 
generation isn’t going to look after it, 
there’s no point. And unfortunately, 
the next generation in the Western 
world is living in an increasingly vir-
tual world. They’re being denied the 
opportunity to experience nature, 
when nature plays a really important 
role in psychological development.

Have any children of this incoming 
generation inspired you?

R E A D E R ’ S  D I G E S T   

52 | 02 • 2016 | rd.ca



Many of them are amazing. I’ve seen 
children who visited a patch of land 
in Texas and removed the exotic 
plants, replaced them with indigen-
ous species and gradually restored 
the area to prairie status, with bees, 
birds and butterflies. I’ve seen kids 
clean up a stream—not just picking 
up the garbage, but going upstream, 
finding out what was polluting the 
water and learning how to write let-
ters to the polluters and to legislators.

Childhood is when so many of us  
develop a love of the natural world. 
I read a story about your own youth, 
about how you once brought a hand-
ful of worms to bed.
I was one and a half, and I had this 
supportive mother, this wise mother. 

She didn’t reprimand you?
Not at all. A few years later, we went 
to stay on a farm. I started asking  
everybody, “Where does the egg 
come out of the hen?” and nobody 
told me. So I went into an empty 
henhouse and waited for hours for 
a chicken to come in. My poor fam-
ily didn’t know where I was. Finally 
my mother saw her little girl rushing 
to the house, and she listened to me 
tell her how a hen lays an egg. She 
could have said, “How dare you go off 
without telling us? Don’t do it again!” 
which would have killed my curios-
ity. That story is about the making of 
a young scientist: curiosity, asking 

questions and not getting the right 
answer, deciding to find out for your-
self and learning patience.

You have a lot of empathy—for peo-
ple and animals. You were one of the 
first to assert that animals have per-
sonalities and feelings. 
I grew up knowing that. When I got 
to Cambridge University in 1962 after 
being with the chimps for two years, 
I was told I’d done it all wrong. I gave 
the chimps names, not numbers. And 
I wasn’t meant to talk about person-
alities or minds capable of solving 
problems and absolutely not emo-
tion in chimps, because those quali-
ties were unique to human beings. 
But I had this teacher in childhood 
who taught me that for all their scien-
tific know-how, the professors were 
wrong—and that was my dog! 

How is the 81-year-old you different 
from that young woman who made 
such powerful connections with 
chimpanzees 55 years ago?
Hopefully I’m a little bit wiser and 
have used the experience I had to 
good purpose.

What’s surprised you most about the 
way the world has changed since 
that time?
I’m more dismayed by what hasn’t 
changed. I remember vividly the per-
iod after the Second World War. I was 
about nine. I was so shocked by the 

rd.ca | 02 • 2016 | 53



Holocaust and Hiroshima and Naga-
saki. Everybody said, “Well, it can’t 
happen again.” But genocide is still 
going on. Atomic weapons are poised 
for action. Also, Western values have 
become more prominent—the wor-
ship of money, materialism, a lack of 
spirituality. People aren’t making time 
for family, for friends, for living! It’s 
getting more and more frenetic. If you 
don’t answer an email in 10 minutes, 
you’re bombarded with, “Did you get 
my email? Is there something wrong 
with your email? Are you sick? Are 
you dead?”

So how should we spend our time? 
We should be developing our gifts. 

Thinking every day about the con-
sequences of the choices we make—
what we eat, what we wear, how it was 
made, all those questions. The pur-
pose of our life is to make the world 
better and to live fully. As Walter de 
la Mare wrote, “Look thy last on all 
things lovely/Every hour.”

And check your email.
Don’t check your email! Take time to 
be! I was in an airport the other day, 
and there were people all around, all 
on their little machines. There were 
two sparrows, a male and a female. 
To properly court, the male needed to 
find food for his beloved, but the floor 
was slippery. He kept flying down, 
and every time he landed, he skid-
ded. Finally he managed to capture a 
crumb. He flew up. She fluttered her 
wings, and he fluttered back. It was 
this enchanting little scene and not a 
single person noticed.

What have you learned from ani-
mals about a life well lived?
They teach you about living for the 
moment. Animals enjoy enjoyable 
things. There is nothing more won-
derful than seeing chimps come 
upon a tree of fruit : they embrace 
each other and are completely joyful.

What about the way chimps ap-
proach aging and mortality?
They withdraw a bit. They tend not to 
travel around—

A young Goodall with the chimp David 

Greybeard, in what is now Tanzania.
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So you’ve learned nothing from them!
Nothing!

How much does your passion for your 
work have to do with aging well?
It’s the other way around: aging well 
has to do with having passion. I just 
read a survey of people over 80, and 
they found overwhelming proof that 
those with a passion stayed healthy 
and fit and driven. The others just 
succumbed because there was no 
reason not to. They weren’t sick, just 
old. They succumbed to oldness.

You are a groundbreaker in terms of 
how we understand chimps and hu-
mans; you are a trail-blazing scien-
tist; you are an activist hero. What 
do you hope your legacy will be? 
Our programs in Africa are trying to 
alleviate poverty, because you need 
the people to become your partners 
in saving nature. If they are living in 
dire poverty, they are not going to do 
it. I hope my legacy is really Roots and 
Shoots. Another important thing is 
helping people understand who ani-
mals really are. They’re not just things.

There are people out there who see 
you as a living saint.
They do.

How does that make you feel?
I don’t really recognize myself. I cope 
with it by knowing there are two Janes. 
There’s me and then there’s some-

body whom people have read about. 
Yes, I’ve something to do with it, but 
more often I’m trying to live up to it.

You’re doing a pretty good job.
I grew up in a home where we teased 
each other all the time. You can’t take 
yourself too seriously. On the other 
hand, when people come up and say 
it’s thanks to me that they got over 
cancer… two people told me reading 
my book Reason for Hope kept them 
from committing suicide. So there’s a 
purpose to my public image. 

Will your work ever be complete?
No. That’s why we need the new Janes.

When you let your mind go back to 
your years in the jungle with the 
chimps, where do you go? Are there 
moments you would like to return to?
Oh, yes. David Greybeard, the first 
one who lost his fear of me. When I 
gave him a nut and he didn’t want 
it, but he squeezed my hand, which 
means reassurance. When Flo let her 
infant totter up to me and touch me.

You think about those things now?
I quite often think about them.

Is that part of how you feed your 
own spirit?
Yes. That and little interactions I have 
with people. And I think of Mum, all 
the time. And I think of Rusty, my 
teacher dog. I think of him a lot. 
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What it means if you’re having trouble being heard

BY SUSAN INCE WITH ADDITIONAL 

RESEARCH BY SAMANTHA RIDEOUT
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WHEN I ARRIVE AT a family reunion, 
relatives crank up their hearing aids. 
During a recent stint working in a jew-
ellery shop, I would greet customers, 
then wonder if they were ignoring me 
or simply couldn’t hear what I was 
saying. These encounters worry me—I 
have memories of trying to converse 
with my mother as her own voice 
grew quieter and quieter. Phone calls 
became torturous, then impossible.

While hearing and vision issues are 
prominent in many discussions of ag-
ing, we rarely explore how growing 
older affects our vocal cords. After 65, 
about three in 10 people have difficul-
ties serious enough to be diagnosed 
as a voice disorder. Problems can start 
earlier in those with ailments such as 
gastrointestinal reflux disease, or who 
have jobs that require speaking loudly. 
Fortunately, there are strategies that 
can help you retain—or regain—the 
ability to make yourself heard.

SUFFERING IN SILENCE
Working in a field that involves loud or 
relentless talking can strain your vocal 
system. According to some estimates, 
more than half of all teachers develop 
voice problems in their careers.

Jane Schultz-Janzen, 52, a high 
school music teacher in Kitchener, 
Ont., spent most days projecting at 
top volume before she was suddenly 
struck by a throat virus in May 2005. 
Although most of the symptoms 
cleared up quickly, Schultz-Janzen’s 

voice still hadn’t regained its for-
mer strength weeks later. Her GP 
believed her vocal cords would heal 
with rest and expected she would feel 
better after the summer break. Come 
autumn, however, Schultz-Janzen’s 
ability to speak and sing continued to 
deteriorate. She saw her doctor several 
times before booking an appointment 
with an otolaryngologist (a specialist 
in ear, nose and throat, or ENT) in the 
spring of 2006.

It isn’t unusual to experience voice 
fluctuations, says Dr. Françoise Cha-
gnon, a Montreal-based ENT special-
ist. “But if it hasn’t returned to normal 
after 10 days—especially if there aren’t 
at least some brief periods of improve-
ment—then an exam of your vocal 
cords is warranted.” Typically, this in-
volves feeding a scope with a tiny cam-
era attached to its tip down the throat.

Schultz-Janzen had yet to undergo 
a scope exam when, in May 2006, 
she opened her mouth to make an 
announcement and no sound came 
out. “That was the most frightening 
moment of my life,” she says. “So much 
of my identity was wrapped up in my 
voice. It’s my tool for everything I do—
professional, musical and social.”

Schultz-Janzen was diagnosed with 
a blister-like lesion called a throat 
polyp on her left vocal fold. This con-
dition can be triggered by long-term 
exposure to irritants such as cigarette 
smoke; it can also result from chronic 
allergies and/or excessive voice use. 
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In Schultz-Janzen’s case, the ailment 
was likely caused by 18 years of teach-
ing and singing and exacerbated by 
the virus. She opted for day surgery to 
remove the polyp with a laser. 

The operation, which took place 
in January 2007, went well. After-
wards, however, Schultz-Janzen took 
no chances. She limited her speech, 
remaining completely silent for the 
first five days, then gradually adding 
talk time over the next six weeks. She 
also followed up with voice-therapy 
sessions. These “involve working on 
your vocal technique just as a physio-
therapist would work on your muscle 
patterning,” says Suzanne Bassett, 
head of the voice department at 
Speech Therapy Centres of Canada.

Today, Schultz-Janzen is back in 
the classroom, but she now sports a 
Voice Buddy. Consisting of a headset 
and a speaker attached to a belt, the 
device allows her to be heard above 
the hubbub of a music room without 
forcing her to strain. “My problem 
was like a sports injury, insofar as my 
voice will never be quite as forgiving 
of abuse as it was before,” she says. 
“I feel it getting crackly when I don’t 
use the amplifier. But I’m in good 
condition now.” Having become pas-
sionate about helping others avoid 
or navigate similar ordeals, she leads 
vocal-hygiene workshops through 
her school board and receives emails 
from fellow sufferers seeking advice 
and moral support.

TOO SOFT TO HEAR
Bruce Lyon, 75, was convinced his 
wife, Kathie, needed to have her 
hearing checked—she’d ask, “What 
did you say?” multiple times a day. 
But after his adult children repeatedly 
complained and his granddaughter 
remarked on his quiet voice, Lyon 
acknowledged the problem was his.

“It was a struggle to project enough 
to be heard, especially at restaurants 
or places with background noise,” says 
Lyon, a retired university administra-
tor in Carrollton, Ga. His ENT special-
ist referred him to the Emory Voice 
Center at Emory University Hospital.

The diagnosis: vocal fold atrophy, 
or presbyphonia. Vocal folds can thin 
with age, especially after menopause 
in women or when the muscles aren’t 
used enough. Lyon, for example, 
spent far less time talking than he had 
before he retired several years earlier. 
During speech, vocal folds vibrate as 
air pushes through. As muscles lose 
volume, strength and coordination, it 
takes more effort for the folds to move 
together—and sometimes, as atrophy 
worsens, they can’t close at all. The 
result is a softer, less resonant voice 
that requires far more effort to make 
audible. “Presbyphonia is a double 
whammy because it occurs at the 
same time that friends may have age-
related hearing changes,” says Edie 
Hapner, a professor of otolaryngology 
at the University of Southern Califor-
nia, who worked with Lyon at Emory.
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With Hapner, Lyon did a series 
of exercises called PhoRTE (pro-
nounced “forte,” like the Italian term 
used in music notation as a com-
mand to play loudly or strongly). The 
techniques start at about 50 per cent 
of maximum effort, gradually build-
ing up in intensity. At home, Lyon 
practised in two 15-minute sessions a 

day, energetically sustaining a vowel 
sound, gliding up and down his pitch 
range and calling out simple sen-
tences in a loud voice. He also used 
a respiratory resistance device to 
improve his breath control. 

The process worked. “The change 
was gradual, but within a couple of 
months, we weren’t asking him to 
repeat himself,” says Kathie. Like any 
type of muscle conditioning, how-
ever, the maximum improvement 
lasts only with continued practice.

Lyon’s voice problems were con-
sidered moderate, but in some peo-
ple, bowing of the vocal folds is so 
extreme that even with therapy they 
won’t touch. More dramatic treat-
ments can be employed in those 
cases. “We can inject a filler—some  
people use the same material used 
to fill facial wrinkles—to augment 
the vocal cords,” says Dr. Elizabeth 
Guardiani, an assistant professor of 
otorhinolaryngology and head and 
neck surgery at the University of 
Maryland School of Medicine. 

As for me, a chat with a voice spe-
cialist indicated nothing particularly 
abnormal about my voice. I’m deter-
mined to drink more water and use my 
voice more—enunciating with French-
language CDs or singing in the car. 
And if those strategies don’t result in 
improvements, I won’t hesitate to con-
sult a pro. Much like Schultz-Janzen, 
Lyon says he wishes he’d obtained an 
expert’s help much earlier. 

MEDICAL CONDITIONS THAT 
CAN AFFECT YOUR VOICE

� Temporary hoarseness is normal dur-

ing a cold (infection causes your vocal 

cords to swell and can produce thick 

mucus, both of which interfere with 

their normal vibration). 

� Allergy and sinus problems can cre-

ate a post-nasal drip that irritates vocal 

cords, and many allergy pills can dry 

them out, so consider using alternative 

meds, sinus washes and medications to 

thin mucus. 

� Don’t clear your throat to get rid of 

phlegm (this bangs the vocal cords 

together and is a harmful habit).

� Gastroesophageal reflux disease 

(GERD) can affect your voice if it 

reaches the throat. GERD medication 

or lifestyle changes (such as avoiding 

foods that cause heartburn) may be all 

it takes to address the issue. 

� In rare cases, voice changes can be 

the first sign of cancer or a symptom of 

a neurological problem such as Parkin-

son’s disease. Don’t ignore vocal issues 

that last more than three weeks. 
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BUSTED!

Jimmy Fallon asked his viewers  
to tweet about being caught red-
handed. Some highlights:

 � I was on Facebook at work, and 
my boss walked up. I slammed 
down what I thought was my laptop 
screen, but it was actually my desk-
top monitor.

 � I lied and told my dad school was 
cancelled. He said, “Let’s go see a 
movie.” We got in the car and he 
dropped me off at school.

 � I was Facebooking in church, and 
the usher passed by and whispered, 
“You better be texting Jesus.”

The Tonight Show With Jimmy Fallon

Send us your original jokes! They could

be worth $50. See page 8 or visit rd.ca/

joke for more details.

HALVE IT YOUR WAY

The food at the sandwich shop I fre-
quent is good, but the staff gets rat-
tled by any deviation from the norm. 
I once told a cashier I wanted only 
half a sandwich. His reply: “What 
am I going to do with the other half?” 

A week later, when I told another 
cashier the same thing, she came 
back with, “Do you want the top or 
the bottom?” CAROLE HOLDER, via Internet

TRUE PLATITUDES

If at first you don’t succeed, we have 
a lot in common.   @KENTWGRAHAM

“How’s that electric blanket working out?”
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Bounce Free & Gentle.
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DRAMA IN REAL LIFE



In the distance, a wolf howled and Brian Koonoo 

howled back. Then he made his decision: if he was ever 

going to see his family again, he would have to walk.

BY NICHOLAS HUNE-BROWN

ILLUSTRATIONS BY MICHAEL BYERS

LOST in the 

ARCTIC
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It was May 17, 2015, and Koonoo, 
then 36, had been out of communi-
cation range since the 13th. People 
were surely searching for him, he 
reasoned, but what were the chances 
they could find him and his broken 
snowmobile, alone in a bleak, snowy 
expanse just above the Arctic Circle? 
Koonoo climbed the hill next to his 
makeshift camp and scanned the 
dial on his hand-held radio, hoping 
to catch a signal. He built a fire, us-
ing what garbage he had and a little 
cooking oil, but it burned hot and 
clean, producing a smokeless flame. 
He looked back at the way he’d come. 
Snow had covered his snowmobile 
tracks. Any search plane looking for 
the stranded Inuit hunter would have 
a hard time spotting him—a blob of 
colour in an infinity of white. 

For the first time, Koonoo felt an 
overwhelming sense of despair. He 
thought of his wife and five daugh-
ters, who would be worrying about 
him back home in Pond Inlet, Nuna-
vut. He began to cry. In the distance, 
a wolf howled and Koonoo howled 
back. Then he made his decision: if 
he was ever going to see his family 
again, he would have to walk. 

THE TRIP HAD STARTED out as a 
hunting expedition. Pond Inlet is a 
hamlet of nearly 1,500 people at the 
northern tip of Baffin Island—a col-
lection of corrugated metal houses 
out on the floe edge, where the sea 
ice melts into the open ocean. In 
recent years, the caribou hunt had 
been heavily restricted in the area 
to let the dwindling herd recuper-
ate, but on the mainland, the ani-
mals were still plentiful. Koonoo’s 
plan was ambitious: he would travel 
almost 500 kilometres across the 
tundra by snowmobile, dragging a 
five-metre sled laden with supplies. 
Somewhere south of Hall Beach, 450 
kilometres south of Pond Inlet, he 
would meet up with friends, spend a 
few days hunting caribou and then, if 
he was lucky, bring the much-needed 
game home to his family. 

On May 10, Koonoo left his wife and 
daughters, travelled 20 hours south-
east across snow and sea ice, took 
a short nap and kept going until he 
reached Igloolik, nearly 400 kilome-
tres to the south, on May 12. He spent 
the night with his childhood pal Perry 
Atagootak and resumed his trek the 
next day, passing through Hall Beach. 

O
N BRIAN KOONOO’S FIFTH DAY ALONE in the wilderness, 

the snow stopped and the sun warmed the Arctic air. 

Koonoo ventured out of his canvas tent, huddling into  

his parka and adjusting his sealskin pants. He looked out at the 

snowdrifts, which stretched toward the horizon in every direction. 
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As a Parks Canada employee who 
had been hunting since he was three, 
Koonoo was an experienced out-
doorsman. After leaving Hall Beach, 
however, his bad luck began. The plan 
had been to travel to a series of cabins 
in the wilderness—simple structures 
the locals used. He would use his SSB 
radio, powerful enough to reach long 
distances, to determine exactly where 
his hunting companions were. 

Now, as he stopped at the first cabin, 
he realized the sack containing that 
device and his sleeping bag had fallen 
off the sled during the bumpy ride—
lost in the snow somewhere. Koonoo 
had no way of communicating except 
through a hand-held radio with a sig-
nal so weak it barely extended beyond 
eyeshot. He spent the night there, then 
decided the best option was to get to 
Repulse Bay, a day’s journey away. 

Further south, the flat terrain turned 
into hills and valleys, with rocks and 
drifts that threatened to swallow the 
snowmobile. That afternoon, the vehi-
cle died, felled by a transmission issue. 
Realizing he was stranded, Koonoo 
knew the best course of action was to 
stay put and wait for rescuers. He set 
up his tent and hunkered down, keep-
ing the Coleman stove burning to try 
to stay warm without a sleeping bag. 

WHEN KOONOO SET OFF, his wife, 
Samantha, didn’t know exactly when 
she would hear from him again. On a 
hunting trip in the north, communica-

tion is unreliable, and plans are quick 
to change. Samantha, 34, is working 
on a degree in early childhood edu-
cation while raising the couple’s five 
daughters, aged three to 13. She was 
confident her husband could handle 
himself. But on Friday, May 15, Ata-
gootak wrote a Facebook post won-
dering if anyone had seen his friend. 
It had been three days since Koonoo 
had spent the night in Igloolik. When 
Samantha read the note, her stomach 
dropped. “I called his mom and told 
her, ‘I’m worried about Brian,’” she 
says. Koonoo’s mother contacted his 
Parks Canada colleague, who notified 
search and rescue. 

Over the next four days, while 
Koonoo braved the cold on his own, 
search-and-rescue teams assembled 
across the Canadian North. In this 
sparsely populated part of the coun-
try with its unforgiving environment, 
a simple mistake can mean disaster. 
One afternoon in November 2011, 
the mayor of Kimmirut, on Baffin 
Island, went caribou hunting and 
disappeared into the wilderness. 

 IN THIS UNFORGIVING,
 UNDERPOPULATED

 PART OF CANADA,
 A SIMPLE MISTAKE

 CAN MEAN DISASTER.
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His body wasn’t discovered until the 
summer thaw the next year. 

Three snowmobiles set off from 
Pond Inlet but were initially thwarted 
by blowing snow. Four searchers left 
from Hall Beach, more from Repulse 
Bay, all volunteers using their own 
snowmobiles to scour the trail for any 
sign of the missing hunter. That Sat-
urday, the Joint Rescue Coordination 
Centre in Trenton, Ont., got involved, 
sending a Twin Otter and a C-130 
Hercules to fly between Repulse Bay 
and Igloolik, searching for Koonoo.  

At home, Samantha felt like she was 
losing her mind. Should she jump on 
a plane to try to find her husband? 
What should she tell their girls? She 
lay in their bed, trying not to look at 
the spot where Koonoo should have 
been. Why can’t they find him? she 
fretted. Did I lose my husband?

ON MAY 17, KOONOO decided to
take advantage of the momentarily 
clear skies to make his move. He had 
brought a GPS system, but it needed 
to be plugged into the snowmobile. 

With a jerry-rigged connection to his 
radio, the unit flashed to life. He was 
60 kilometres from Repulse Bay, the 
closest hamlet. It would be a tough 
walk over hilly terrain in the snow, but 
he had no other choice. 

Koonoo boiled water and filled his 
Thermos. He gathered the stove and 
tent into his tarp, but soon realized 
that dragging the weighty bundle 
would be impossible. Koonoo made 
the decision to fill his knapsack with 
essentials: his remaining ham and 
bread, emergency candles, plastic 
bags, a hunting knife, radio, GPS and 
ammunition. He wrapped the knap-
sack in the tarp and cinched it tight 
with a rope. He checked his coordin-
ates and fixed his eye on the horizon. 
Then he slung his rifle over his shoul-
der and started walking. 

Koonoo maintained a steady pace, 
tracking the wind direction and keep-
ing the dunes aligned so as not to 
veer off course. He moved methodic-
ally through the snow, which was 
more than half a metre deep, trying 
not to sweat too much or become too 
exhausted, taking sips of hot water 
from his Thermos as he travelled.

In mid-May, the sun doesn’t set 
above the Arctic Circle. Warmer 
weather would soon melt the snow, 
but for now, temperatures remained 
below freezing and felt much colder 
when the wind picked up. Koonoo 
walked through the afternoon and 
well into the night, making his way 

      KOONOO WALKED 
  ALL DAY AND WELL  
                 INTO THE NIGHT, 
     UNTIL HE COULDN’T 
           WALK ANYMORE.
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about 25 kilometres until he couldn’t 
walk anymore. On the bank of a creek 
bed, he found a snowdrift against a 
rock. With his knife, he carved out 
a snow cave—an emergency shelter 
his father had taught him to build. He 
sliced out enough room for his body 
and covered the hole with his tarp. 
He crawled in, ate and fell asleep. 

When he woke up a few hours later, 
Koonoo felt energized and ready to 
walk. But the next stretch was harder, 
the terrain hillier. He began playing 
the mind games you indulge in when 
you’re on your own and desperate. 
Keep climbing, he would tell him-
self, and you’ll see a hunting cabin 
just over the ridge. Then he’d make 
it to the top only to see another hill. 

Midway through that day, Koonoo 
spotted planes in the far distance. At 
first he assumed they were heading to 
one of the small communities to the 
north. When they came back, he real-
ized they were looking for him. Koo-
noo waved his gun in the air, hoping 
they’d notice the glint of the metal. As 
they approached, he turned on the 
radio, fruitlessly trying to catch their 
frequency as they winged past. 

That night, snow was scarcer, barely 
deep enough to build a shelter. Koo-
noo cut a few blocks of snow from a 
drift and stacked them, then stretched 
his tarp between a rock and the impro-
vised wall. He lit an emergency candle 
and filled his Thermos cup with snow, 
holding it above the flame until he 
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could drink. Shivering, he pulled his 
arms inside his parka, buried his face 
in the lining and fell asleep. 

THE NEXT MORNING, KOONOO was 
still shivering—his breath had created 
condensation inside his parka dur-
ing the night. It was an ugly day, with 
blowing snow that reduced visibility 
to a few metres around him, and 60- 
kilometre winds that cut through his 
damp parka like a blade. For the first 
time, he began to panic. His core body 
temperature was falling, and hypo-
thermia was setting in. He knew that if 
he didn’t move quickly, he would die.

Koonoo hurriedly tossed his sup-
plies into his knapsack. As he pulled 
the zipper shut, it broke, so he aban-
doned the bag. He stuffed his knife, 
GPS and radio into his pockets, filled 
a zip-lock bag with snow and stuffed 
it into his parka to melt for drink-
ing water. Then he grabbed his rifle, 
wrapped the tarp around his shoul-
ders and started walking again. 

Three days into his voyage on foot, 
with little food, sleep or water, Koo-
noo was suffering. He would walk 
50 metres before collapsing into the 
snow, lying still until he summoned 
the energy to trudge forward again. At 
one point, the wind caught the tarp, 
ripping it from his hands. He chased 
after the scrap of plastic, but it was 
out of reach. Weak and exhausted, 
he watched it sail away. With little 
water, he was becoming dangerously 

dehydrated. One leg cramped, and 
Koonoo silently prayed for strength, 
limping along until he regained mo-
bility. Then the other leg cramped. 

Weary, he collapsed once again. 
This time he didn’t rise. This is how it 
feels to give up, he thought, gazing at 
the snow swirling across the sky. His 
legs were at rest. He let his mind drift. 

Lying there, Koonoo dreamt of his 
family. At home in Pond Inlet, their 
life was simple—watching movies at 
home, hunting seal on the ice. In his 
mind, he heard his youngest daugh-
ter, Alina, a rambunctious preschooler 
who seemed to be constantly laughing, 
impossibly happy. “Ataata,” she said, 
Inuktitut for father. Suddenly, he was 
jarred awake. A nearby ptarmigan kept 
calling, an irritating cluck that seemed 
to grow louder and louder. Koonoo sat 
up. Okay, I’ll start walking, he thought 
as he rose to his feet. I want to see my 
wife. I want to see my kids. I want to see 
them grow up.
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Koonoo trudged on. At times the 
hills were so steep he needed to use 
his knife to cut footholds into them. 
About eight kilometres from Repulse 
Bay, he spotted radio towers—the first 
sign of a community. He staggered 
forward until he glimpsed a cabin at 
the top of the hill. With the last of his 
energy, he climbed up and broke in. 

Inside, Koonoo turned on a Cole-
man stove and immediately heated 
some snow, gulping down the warm 
water. He found a package of veg-
etable soup mix and ate that. He 
removed his boots for the first time 
in a week and saw his feet—pale as 
snow, curled and wrinkled. Then he 
found a blanket, hunkered down on 
the couch and slept for 12 hours. 

THE WALK INTO TOWN the next day, 
May 20, was easy, and Koonoo arrived 
at 5:30 a.m. to find everyone asleep. He 
suddenly felt shy. Koonoo didn’t know 
anyone in Repulse Bay, and he surely 
looked like a crazy person. 

Koonoo saw a taxi pull out from 
a house and figured its inhabitants 
would be awake. He approached the 
home, removed his rifle and knife 
and opened the door. 

A woman was dozing on the couch. 
Koonoo knocked on the wall and 
awkwardly began to explain who he 
was, what he had been through. He 
didn’t get far before he broke down. 
The woman stared at him. “You’re 
the guy we were looking for,” she said. 
The woman’s husband had been part 
of the search-and-rescue operation, 
trying to find the man who had just 
stumbled through her door. 

TODAY, SAFE AT HIS home, Koonoo 
gets emotional when he recounts the 
welcome he received. “Everyone was 
very happy everywhere I went,” he 
says. He recalls how the woman and 
her husband made him hot drinks, the 
feast in the school gym, the way the 
hamlet’s elders came to meet him—
the man who had survived in the wild, 
the man who had refused to give up. 

Back in Pond Inlet, he had another 
homecoming. At the edge of town, 
where the sea ice meets the shore, his 
community came out to welcome 
him. When Koonoo held his wife and 
kids in his arms, he broke down 
again. He cried—everyone did—and 
then the throng clapped and cheered 
as he took his last steps home.  

PUBLIC SPEAKING

The most courageous act is still to think for yourself. Aloud. 

COCO CHANEL
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Three inspiring tales of true— 

and unexpected—romance

HEART



BY DAVE ISAY FROM ALL THERE IS

ILLUSTRATIONS BY MEREDITH SADLER

THE IDEA WAS SIMPLE: Invite regular people to tell their life stories 

through conversations with each other. Called StoryCorps, my 

project began in 2003 in a recording booth in New York City, then 

spread across the United States. As of 2014, 60,000 interviews had 

taken place. Among them were the accounts of these unexpected 

and delightful tales of courtship. 
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PETER:

I first saw you at a skating rink when 
I was 16, in 1958. I waited for you to 
take a break before I made my move. 
I grabbed your hand and said, “My 
name’s Thomas Peter Headen.” You 
said, “My name’s Jacqueline LeFever.” 
I looked into those big green eyes, and 
it was a done deal. We dated. Then, 
in 1959, your father, a navy diver, got 
transferred to Japan. I decided, I’ll 
go get her. I joined the Marine Corps 
and said, “I want to go to Japan.” The 
Marine Corps said, “You’ll go to Japan 
when we tell you you can go to Japan.” 
So I went to a base in California.

JACQUE:

I dated a marine while I was in Japan, 
and I got married—I thought that’s 
what I was supposed to do. We came 
back to the States in 1962, but I didn’t 
know what had happened to you.

PETER:

In 1962, I finally got orders to go to 
Okinawa. And I thought, Oh, boy, I’ll 
go see Jacque when I get to Japan! 
I was home on leave before going 
overseas and stopped by to say hi 
to your mother. And she said right 

away, “Jacque got married. But here, 
you can have this picture of her.” I 
made some excuse about an appoint-
ment—the walls were crawling in on 
me—and I left. I went overseas for 
14 months, and then I came back to 
Camp Lejeune, North Carolina, not 
knowing you were right outside the 
gate of that base. I got discharged, 
and I went home to Maryland. One 
night the phone rang—it was you.

JACQUE:

I came to visit my mom. I was calling 
your mother to see where you were, 
and you answered the phone. 

PETER:

You said, “I want to show you some-
thing.” We went to your mother’s 
house, and there was this baby, your 
daughter, with those same green eyes. 
You went back to North Carolina, and 
I re-enlisted. That was 1964, and I said, 
“Send me overseas.” I left on August 12 
for Vietnam. I came back to the States 
after 26 months and was stationed in 
California. One day I was sitting in the 
barracks, and I decided, I’m going to 
write and tell her how I feel, because 
we were going back to Vietnam.

Love at Long Last
He carried her picture through three tours in Vietnam, 

plus Desert Storm and Desert Shield

THOMAS PETER HEADEN AND JACQUELINE MARIE HEADEN
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JACQUE:

You wrote: “I have to get this off 
my chest—I love you. I’ve always 
loved you. I have to say it and get 
it over with, and I’m done.” In the 
meantime I’d had a little boy. 
I was in an apartment with two  
babies, and I was miserable. 
I got married for the wrong 
reasons. But I came from 
a divorced family and I 
didn’t want my kids to 
go through that.

PETER:

When I came back from 
Vietnam, I told my mother, 
“I’ve got to go to North Carolina.” And 
she kind of looked at me: “You bet-
ter leave that one alone—she’s mar-
ried. But I guess you’ve got to do what 
you’ve got to do.” I said, “Yeah, I got to 
do what I got to do.”

JACQUE:

I sent you away.

PETER:

That was September 25, 1968.

JACQUE:

Thirty years after that, I left my hus-
band. It wasn’t easy, but I was lone-
some and miserable.

PETER:

One night—on September 25, 1998—
the phone rang.

JACQUE:

That night, I had made up my mind: 
I am out of here. I thought, Nobody 
ever loved me but Peter. I’m going to 
find him. I asked the operator, “Do 
you have a T. P. Headen in Waldorf?” 
She said no. And I said, “I’m really 
desperate to find this person. I know 
he’s in Charles County, Maryland.” 
Her answer: “I have a T. P. Headen 
in White Plains.” I started crying and 
said, “I have been trying to find him 
for 30 years. He’s the love of my life.” 
She said, “Do you want me to dial the 
number for you?” I said, “Yeah, you 
can dial the number.” She said, “Can 
I stay on the line?” I said, “I don’t care 
what you do!”

PETER:

And you said, “You know who this 
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is?” I said, “Yeah, I know exactly who 
this is.” You said, “I bet you’re mad 
at me.” I said, “No. Matter of fact, I’m 
still in love with you.”

JACQUE:

I felt like I was 15 all over again. We 
decided we would meet in Memphis, 
and I picked you up at the airport. 
You jumped in the car and gave me 
a big old kiss.

PETER:

We got married on the 15th of May, 
1999. I took you down to Key West 
and out on a three-masted schooner. 
We married at sunset. There’s no ad-
dress on our marriage certificate, just 
a longitude and a latitude. It’s worked 
out well. It’s just sad, the time we 
lost—you can’t get that back. We could 
have been together when we were 18, 
19, you know? But I got you back. And 
you’re just as beautiful as you were 
when you were 15.

JACQUE:

That’s because you make me feel 
beautiful.

Recorded in Charlotte Hall, Md., on 
June 4, 2009. 

The Headens live in Peter’s family 
home, with their cocker spaniel, Boo 
Boo. The picture Jacque’s mother gave 
Peter in 1962, which he carried in 
combat, sits on their nightstand. 

Airport 
Connections
An unorthodox proposal sealed 

the deal for two frequent flyers

LAUREN WEITZMAN AND 

STUART DRESCHER

LAUREN:

I was 35 and living in Richmond, Vir-
ginia. A lifelong partner didn’t seem 
to be in the cards, and I was coming 
to peace with that. Then, in 1993, I 
bumped into a friend at an American 
Psychological Association confer-
ence. I started talking with him, but 
somebody else was standing there.

STUART:

I don’t think you looked at me once, 
but when you walked away, I said, 
“I have to meet her.” Our friend said, 
“She usually goes to the afternoon so-
cial hours,” so I showed up. There was 
this fascination with you that was al-
most magnetic. It felt like we’d known 
each other for a very, very long time.
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LAUREN:

I was dismayed to realize you were 
living in Salt Lake City. There was 
the excitement of feeling really con-
nected, but then we had to go our 
separate ways. So we began this long-
distance thing: I was in Richmond, 
you were in Salt Lake, and our airline 
carrier was Delta. We’d fly through 
Cincinnati or Atlanta. Somebody—
I think it was me, you think it was 
you—decided, Wouldn’t it be fun to 
leave notes for each other?

STUART:

We’d write a bit of poetry or some 
form of appreciation or just a thought. 
Then we would fold them up and tuck 
them under a chair in the airport and 
send a map to the other person with 
the gate area, and X marks the spot.

LAUREN:

Although we’d known each other for 
only a few months, it didn’t seem right 
to spend Thanksgiving apart. It was a 
wonderful time. As I was heading from 
Salt Lake through Cincinnati, the only 
thing I could think to put on my note 
was, “Will you marry me?” I wasn’t 
ready to tell you about the message, 
but I was ready to write it. In March, 
I finally gave you a map to the note.

STUART:

I flew to Cincinnati, and my plane was 
delayed in landing. I found myself 
running down the concourse, hoping 

to get to the next flight in time. All of a 
sudden, I remembered the note. I was 
debating, Should I stop and risk my 
connection? But I had to see if I could 
grab that message. I peeled into the 
gate area and identified which chair it 
was. There was a fellow sitting there, 
and I walked over and said, “Excuse 
me, I think I dropped my pen when I 
was sitting here,” and I reached under 
the seat. I grabbed the note, took off 
down the hallway and got to the gate 
just before the door swung shut.

LAUREN:

Back in Richmond, I was wondering: 
Would you find the note? What were 
you going to think when you got it? 
I ducked out of a faculty meeting at 
Virginia Commonwealth University 
and drove to the Richmond airport. I 
had a bunch of flowers, and I felt like 
a bride waiting for her groom. I still 
remember you walking off the plane, 
and the minute I saw you, I knew you 
had found the note. You just had that 
glow. We gave each other a big hug, 
and you said, “Yes!”

Recorded in Salt Lake City on April 
19, 2009. 

Licensed psychologists Stuart and 
Lauren have now been married for 
21 years. They have a 20-year-old son, 
Dylan, a college sophomore. Lauren 
calls their home a liberated nest rather 
than an empty nest: “We’re still in love.”
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STEVEN:

The first time I met your mom, she 
came up to me and said, “It’s a pleas-
ure to meet you. My name is Nadia, 
and I’m your future mother-in-law.” 
I hadn’t even met you!

ALEXANDRA:

My mom had been diagnosed with 
breast cancer in 2001. She lost her 
health insurance and had to sell 
our home to pay for treatment. So 
she rented a house your dad owned. 
They found out they both had single 
kids in their 20s, and they decided 
we were perfect for each other. My 
mother invited you to dinner, and 
the second I found out, I said, “Call 
him up and disinvite him! You’re not 
setting me up!”

STEVEN:

I was pretty disappointed because 
my stepmother had shown me pic-
tures of you, and I was like, “Wow, 
she’s really cute! I would love to get 
to know her.”

ALEXANDRA:

They had to find another way for us 
to meet. They were sneaky.

STEVEN:

They concocted this story: My father 
wanted me to help him move stuff 
out of his rental property. I was tak-
ing apart a playground set when your 
mother pulled up with you.

ALEXANDRA:

She got you to help her move, too, 
so we spent a week together—long, 
long hours.

STEVEN:

You had invited your ex-boyfriend 
to come over. I remember you said, 
“Steve, you can go home. My mother 
doesn’t need your help anymore 
because my boyfriend’s going to be 
here.” But then your brother said, 
“Why don’t you stay? My mother 
would really appreciate it.” If I had 
gone home that day, I don’t think I 
ever would have come back.

ALEXANDRA:

Seeing you and my ex together 
showed me how different you were. 
Then my brother said, “I think 
you’re perfect for each other, and I 
don’t think you’re going to give this 
guy a chance.” So I had to prove him 

Their Parents Knew Best
She didn’t want to meet him—so her mother and 

his dad came up with a plan

STEVEN DAVIDSON KETCHAM AND ALEXANDRA NOGUEIRA BUDNY
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wrong. By the end of the week, we 
were dating. Six months later, we 
were living together in New York.

STEVEN:

Your mother passed away a 
couple of years later, and then 
my father had pancreatic can-
cer. It bonded us.

ALEXANDRA:

Today is our wedding day. We 
got married at city hall.

STEVEN:

I don’t even think I said, “I do.” I 
said, “Of course, I do! I’m the lucki-
est guy in the world.” And that’s 
how I feel. I didn’t hesitate a single  
moment. Before your mother passed 
away, I made a promise to her that 
I would always take care of you and 
love you. If you were ever in a simi-
lar situation with my father, what 
would you say to him?

ALEXANDRA:

I would tell your father I am the luck-

iest girl in the world. I would never 
let you out of my grip. Ever.

Recorded in New York City on July  
18, 2008. 

Steven has taken over his father and 
grandfather’s accounting firm. Alex-
andra is a researcher in the biology 
department at Columbia University. 
They have a two-year-old son and a 
daughter due in April, on the anniver-
sary of their first meeting. 

BLUNT TALK

If we don’t believe in free expression for people we despise, 

we don’t believe in it at all.

NOAM CHOMSKY

ALL THERE IS, BY DAVE ISAY, © 2012 BY STORYCORPS, IS PUBLISHED BY THE PENGUIN PRESS,

A MEMBER OF PENGUIN GROUP (USA) INC., 375 HUDSON ST., NEW YORK, N.Y. 10014 
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City of Guanajuato.

TRAVEL



AS A GENERAL RULE, I try to avoid 
drama. I don’t mean drama in the 
sense of screaming like a child when 
my wife tells me there’s a weird bug 
on my neck, but in the classical, 
staged, thespian sense. Yet I find my-
self in the city of Guanajuato, where 
costumed troupes of estudiantinas 
(troubadours) make me feel like I’m 
in a living play. The difference with 
this drama is that I’m actually into it.

My wife and I left the bustling  
metropolis of Mexico City in search of 
a different kind of Mexican adventure. 
We didn’t head to the coast; I swim 
like a rock and burn like a lobster.  

Instead, we’re travelling through the 
highlands about four hours north-
west of the capital, tracing the Sil-
ver Route—a network of old mining 
towns that marks some of the coun-
try’s earliest colonial settlements. But 
unlike the Spaniards, who set about 
extracting silver, copper and mercury 
from this landscape five centuries 
ago, we haven’t come here in search 
of mineral riches. In the towns of 
Guanajuato state, we’re looking for 
Old Mexico. 

IT’S EASY TO BE charmed by Gua-
najuato City. With its maze of twisty  

Searching for Old Mexico along the Silver Route

BY RAFAEL KATIGBAK  

FROM ENROUTE
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alleyways leading through colourful 
homes piled up on the hillsides, it’s 
as if you’re in a giant toy box. A net-
work of underground tunnels relieves 
some of the above-ground traffic, 
making the city pleasantly walkable. 

“Guanajuato is very open. People 
here will accept you no matter where 
you come from,” Víctor, a local poet, 
tells us one night at a mezcalería 
tucked away in a plaza off the main 
street. He’s got the req-
uisite artist’s uniform: 
all black, with long hair 
pulled into a ponytail. 
Víctor has lived all 
over Mexico but settled 
in Guanajuato, a city 
where he feels not only 
a sense of acceptance 
but also support from 
fellow artists. 

Over mescal (arti-
sanal agave liquor) and 
salted chapulines (fried 
Oaxacan grasshoppers that are like 
lemony peanut skins with legs), Víc-
tor is kind enough to share some of 
his favourite food spots. Thanks to his 
advice, we hit the stalls at the rear of 
the Mercado Hidalgo, which sell the 
best menudo (beef tripe and red chili 
soup, the traditional hangover cure 
I’ll likely need tomorrow) and Dorilo-
cos, a supersize regional snack made 
from Mexican garnishes like jicama 
(a turnip-like tuber) and pickled pig-
skin, served in a bag of Doritos.

Later that night, my head still buzz-
ing from the mescal, I look down at 
the lively Jardín de la Unión from the 
swanky rooftop bar of the Hotel Bou-
tique 1850. I feel as though I have a 
bird’s-eye view of a tableau from 
17th-century southern Spain. The  
illusion is only broken when I squint 
and realize the twinkling lights  
below aren’t flickering candles but 
the flash of smartphones from visit-

ing tweens snapping 
selfies in the square.

HEADING NORTHEAST 

to Mineral de Pozos, 
until recently an aban-
doned mining settle-
ment, we pull over at 
the Santa Brígida mines 
at the edge of town. Our 
guide warns us that a 
man with a machete 
m i g ht  b e  g u a rd i n g 
the tourist site. Luck-

ily, caretaker Don Raymundo isn’t 
as scary as I thought he’d be; wear-
ing oversized denim pants cinched 
high above his waist, he looks like an 
old-timey prospector in mom jeans. 
The mines themselves are a series of 
shafts with lots of unmarked pitfalls 
(a guide is a must). We spend a good 
hour exploring the chasms cut three 
storeys into the earth and examining 
collapsing structures such as a trio of 
kilns that used to vent heat from the 
ore smelters at their base.

“PEOPLE HERE 
WILL ACCEPT 

YOU NO 
MATTER 

WHERE YOU 
COME FROM,”  

A LOCAL POET 
TELLS US.
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(Clockwise from top) The city of Guanajuato and its surrounding mines are a World 

Heritage site; La Parroquia de San Miguel Arcángel; mine sentry Don Raymundo.



Entering Pozos is like driving onto 
a forgotten Wild West set: a languid 
tangle of empty streets where stray 
dogs often outnumber pedestrians. 
Besides a woman selling chicharrón 
(as a Filipino, I’m a sucker for salty 
fried pigskin) from a small stand and 
kids gleefully setting off firecrackers 
on a nearby corner, the town seems 
eerily deserted. It’s hard to believe 
that thousands of people flood these 
same streets in May for the annual 
fair, a carnival of food, crafts and 
entertainment; then in June for the 
blues fest; and again in July for the 
festival of pre-Hispanic music. 

We walk for ages without seeing a 
soul when suddenly a rickety pickup 
truck crawls by with a young girl sit-
ting on the hood, smiling and staring 
straight off into the distance. They 
inch up a hill, slowly turn a corner and 
disappear. It’s then that I understand 
why the founder of Surrealism, André 
Breton, declared Mexico “the most 
surrealist country in the world.”

The town’s peculiar vibe is even 
more obvious when we wander into 
Galería 6, on the main plaza. The gal-
lery is a cultural hub and a crucial part 
of Pozos’s new identity as an artistic 
haven, touted by some as the next San 
Miguel de Allende. On the wall hang 
sculptures of spiky, alien-like heads 
emerging from mirrors. There’s a 
biomechanical horse/dragon sculp-
ture on a pedestal, and off to one 
side stands a carved wooden buffet 

painted with six unicorns running 
on a beach. A post on the gallery’s  
Facebook page features a sign that 
says, “Art should disturb the comfort-
able and comfort the disturbed.” Is 
it any wonder that, in 2012, the gov-
ernment granted Pozos the status of 
Pueblo Mágico—one of the “magic al 
towns” that have cultural riches be-
yond the sun, sand and sea?

AFTER A FEW DAYS in the Mexican 
highlands, I’m learning that whatever 
we need—a quick bite, an Internet 
connection, decent coffee—the plaza 
usually provides. Arriving in San 
Miguel de Allende, we steer dir ectly to 
El Jardín Principal, the main square. 
As we get closer, the narrow cobbled 
streets open up to reveal a French-
style garden set under the imposing 
shadow of La Parroquia de San Miguel 
Arcángel, the cathedral whose Gothic 
spires remind me of Gaudí’s Sagrada 
Família (if that Barcelona landmark 
were coloured dusty rose and made 
of candy). Everyone is out lazing on 
wrought-iron benches under a ficus 
topiary that circles a central gaz-
ebo. The scent of roasted corn wafts 
through the air, but we settle on cones 
with semi-salty cheese ice cream.

“I used to live in big cities,” says 
our guide Ricardo Salgado Gonzalez, 
“but San Miguel has the life of a small 
town yet is not too small.” Gonzalez 
is a large, affable man in a puffy vest 
and knock-off wraparound sunglasses. 
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He speaks in a slow drawl, as if each 
syllable is in no hurry to reveal itself. 
From El Jardín, we walk south, and 
Gonzalez points out the street-facing 
walls painted a rich mix of pastels and 
earthy spice tones (in the past, the 
town’s yellows and deep reds were  
derived from the African marigold 
flower and crushed cochineal shells). 

Behind the doors of Centro Cultural 
Ignacio Ramírez “El Nigromante,” 
home to the arts school that helped 
establish San Miguel as a cultural 
destination in the city’s post-revolu-
tionary rebranding in the late 1930s, I 
discover a lush courtyard where bou-
gainvilleas tumble from verandas. 
Hidden inside the converted convent 
are modern murals, including an  
unfinished but striking work by real-
ist painter David Alfaro Siqueiros: an 
entire room whose seemingly abstract 
geometric shapes morph depending 
on where you stand.

At night we return to El Jardín. It’s 
different now—dreamy and teeming 
with people. The trees wrapped in 
festive lights twinkle beneath the  
cathedral. The gazebo has been taken 
over by teens in tight jeans doing an 
impromptu breakdance routine. 
From across the square we listen to 
the lively waltz of mariachis playing a 
ranchera folk ballad. The singer, a  
rotund older gentleman, opens his 
arms and hits a note so high, I look 

around to see if someone is actually 
playing a recording. My Spanish is ter-
rible, but from what I can glean, he’s 
singing a song about drinking, or love, 
or maybe it’s about how things were 
better in days gone by. It’s the kind of 
drama I could really get used to. 

© 2014 BY RAFAEL KATIGBAK. ENROUTE (MAY 2014) ENROUTE.AIRCANADA.COM

TRAVEL ESSENTIALS 
GUANAJUATO, MEXICO

� An elegantly restored mansion,  

HOTEL POSADA DE LAS MINAS  

(posadadelasminas.com), in Mineral  

de Pozos, has fireplaces in most rooms 

to keep chilly evenings at bay. 

� EL CHARCO DEL INGENIO  

(elcharco.org.mx), a semi-arid botan-

ical garden and nature reserve in San 

Miguel de Allende, is a great place for 

discovering native flora, taking a hike 

or just finding a quiet spot to relax. 

� EL FUNICULAR DE GUANAJUATO 

takes you up to a towering statue of  

independence hero Juan José de los 

Reyes Martínez—and provides superb 

views. Walking back down is the perfect 

way to get to know the city’s streets. 

� Get your fix of DORILOCOS at the 

stand just west of Mercado Hidalgo,  

off Guanajuato’s Plaza del Músico. 
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FROM SWERVE

ILLUSTRATION BY RICHARD MIA

I COUNTED BACKWARDS FROM 100, and the voices 

went quiet. I remember waking up, my head 

wrapped in plaster, my nostrils stuffed with gauze 

but not enough to keep blood from dripping onto 

the white hospital sheets. When my mother arrived, 

I said, “I can’t believe I did this to myself.” 

      My 
 Nose,
Myself

At 14, all Naomi K. Lewis wanted was 

rhinoplasty. Two decades later, she 

contemplates the true cost of her surgery.
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It was May 8, 1991. I would soon 
turn 15, and my parents and grand-
mother had given me rhinoplasty—
a nose job—as an early birthday 
present. No more serious than get-
ting my tonsils out, and my life would 
be better, I believed.

I couldn’t talk or chew without 
straining the stitches between my 
nostrils. I had to breathe through 
my mouth.

A few weeks later, I returned to the 
doctor to have myself unwrapped 
and unstuffed. He held up a mirror, 
warning me my lips and nose were 
swollen and my eyes bruised. In that 
mirror I saw someone who resem-
bled me, like a close relative. I would 
never see my real face again.

MORE THAN TWO DECADES later, I 
ask my parents how I ended up get-
ting a nose job at 14. They both recall 
that the surgery was an idea that pre-
occupied me. Apparently I blamed 
my nose for my significant social 
failings. And then, Mum says, I men-
tioned the nose-job plan to Nana, my 
paternal grandmother. 

“She thought it was a good idea, 
so she encouraged you, and she 
encouraged Dad and me, as well. I 
guess because, in her circle, it wasn’t 
a big deal.”

We’d moved from near Wash-
ington, D.C., to Ottawa when I was 
seven, and none of my classmates 
had refurbished noses; I don’t know 

where I would have come up with 
the idea. I do remember how, in 
my tweens, I felt deeply unpretty. I 
wanted to look like the popular girls, 
with their smooth pale hair and even 
features. I longed to be invisible. 

Oddly enough, it didn’t occur to 
me that I looked Jewish—or even that 
I could claim to belong to the culture. 
My father is Jewish, and my mother’s 
father was, as well. According to trad-
ition, legitimate membership in the 
tribe requires matrilineal descent, 
and I was raised in a secular house-
hold. As a young teenager, I thought 
of myself, if I thought in terms of race 
at all, as a British Canadian.

MY MOTHER GREW UP in London,
England. She says she had never en-
countered cosmetic surgery until she 
moved to the United States with my 
dad in 1979. My father and aunt began 
their lives in London, too. They lived 
in a Jewish family in a Jewish neigh-
bourhood and left for America when 
my father was 10 and my aunt 15. 

         THOUGH SHE WILL 
NEVER ADMIT IT, MY 
         NANA IS INTIMATELY 
  ACQUAINTED WITH 
         THE PRIVILEGES THAT 
      COME WITH BEAUTY.

R E A D E R ’ S  D I G E S T   
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My father, who graduated from his 
American high school in 1968, says 
that nose jobs were very common. My 
aunt tells me that rhinoplasty was the 
realm of 16-year-old Jewish girls and, 
judging by the experiences of her 
acquaintances’ grandchildren, still 
is. “I always thought I had a hateful 
nose,” she says. “But when I had an 
opportunity to do it, I was too scared.” 

My grandfather, who’s now long 
deceased, was a tailor and opened 
his own shop after immigrating to 
the U.S. My grandmother got a job 
selling clothes in a department store 
and from there worked her way up; 
when I was a child, she managed a 
cosmetics and fragrance boutique 
and catered to some of the wealthi-
est women in America.

Working as she did with D.C.’s 
elite in the ’60s, Nana saw mothers 
taking their daughters for schnozz 
upgrades. She declares herself to be 
“absolutely” a proponent of cosmetic 
surgery. If looking better makes you 
feel better, why not? Nana, it must be 
said, is a stunning and charismatic 
woman. Though she will never admit 
it, she knows intimately the privileges 
bestowed on the beautiful.

I CONSIDERED A SECOND surgery. 
Something likely went wrong the first 
time, causing excessive bleeding and 
pain, and my nose healed imper-
fectly. When I was 22, I consulted 
a surgeon who told me I’d started 

down the nose-job road due to a 
classic “ethnic problem.” Somehow, 
until then, my bio-nose’s status as an 
ethnic calling card hadn’t occurred to 
me. The implications dissuaded me 
from another adjustment.

When my aunt asks why I’m writing 
about rhinoplasty, I say I’m not sure 
but add that nose jobs were invented 
by Jews, for Jews, that one of the first 
contemporary rhinoplasties was per-
formed in 1888 by German-Jewish sur-
geon Jacques Joseph (né Jakob Joseph) 
to cure a patient of the melancholia 
arising from social exclusion and 
ridicule. In 1933, one patient reported 
that “Noseph,” as the surgeon became 
known, sometimes provided his ser-
vice for free when he felt that some-
one suffered from a “Jewish nose” but 
couldn’t afford surgery.

In his 2009 book, The Jewish Body: 
An Anatomical History of the Jewish 
People, Melvin Konner references 
an 1888 chart entitled “How We May 
Know Him,” designed to recognize 
sneaky Semites. The labelled illustra-
tions include “ill-shapen ears of great 
size like those of a bat” and “curved 
noses and nostrils.” The Jewish nose 
was considered to embody a combin-
ation of racially inscribed character-
istics that set Jews aside as an entirely 
different, and dangerous, species. 

The Second World War is,  of 
course, the elephant in the room. In 
1933 Berlin, as Noseph performed 
rhinoplasties, looking Jewish was 
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more than a minor social liability. 
As Konner describes, in the Nazi era, 
German children were taught how to 
spot Jews attempting to “pass.” And in 
the 1930s, Berlin was where my Nana 
and her parents lived. They eventu-
ally escaped to England, but many of 
their relatives and friends died at the 
hands of the Nazis.

Rhinoplasty’s popularity among 
North American Jews peaked in the 
’60s and ’70s. Though no such stud-
ies have been conducted in Canada, 
recent statistics from the American 
Society of Plastic Surgeons reveal a 
44 per cent decline in all nose jobs 
between 2000 and 2014. Konner sug-
gested to Tablet magazine in 2012 
that the explanation likely lies in Jews 
becoming more proud of their heri-
tage and less anxious to assimilate.

IN PURSUIT OF ANSWERS, I visit
Calgary plastic surgeon Dr. Greg 
Waslen. I get the distinct impression 
he’s sizing up my features. I feel like 
he knows my secret: that, though I’m 

here as a journalist, I had a “bad nose 
job,” as my Nana once called it.

I decide to clear the air and tell 
him that I was inspired to write this 
story because of my own experience. 
He nods. “You had a very basic rhi-
noplasty that I wouldn’t do, because 
it’s not sophisticated,” he says. He 
takes out a caliper and proceeds to 
measure my face, explaining that in 
the golden ratio—1:1.618—lies the 
empirically demonstrated source of 
beauty, in everything from flowers to 
faces. My face, he shows me, is well-
proportioned, except for my nose.

Waslen denies any correlation 
between ethnicity—as manifest in 
particular nose shapes—and rela-
tive beauty, though. It’s just about 
proportions. He shows me on his 
computer how I’d appear with my 
profile adjusted for perfection, ratio-
wise. “Looks cuter,” he says. Then he 
makes my nose bigger and hookier, to 
show me what I’d probably look like 
if I’d never had surgery in the first 
place. “More severe,” he says. He’s 
right, on both counts.

Dr. Kristina Zakhary, also based 
in Calgary, is a head-and-neck sur-
geon with a specialty in facial plastic 
surgery. She agrees that the golden 
ratio is a useful ideal but adds, “The 
outcome of the surgery depends on 
more than just numbers and angles. 
It depends on the patient’s gender, 
skin pigment, ethnic background and 
how the patient heals.” 

           THE TRUTH IS, 
MY LIFE DID CHANGE 
           AFTER SURGERY. THE 
NEW NOSE MAY NOT 
    HAVE BEEN PERFECT, 
                BUT I FELT LIGHT.

R E A D E R ’ S  D I G E S T   
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THE STRUGGLE IS REAL

Sick of having to go to two different huts to buy pizza and sunglasses. 

@LEEMANISH

Zakhary is of Egyptian descent 
and has undergone rhinoplasty 
herself, but she most assuredly still 
looks Egyptian. And striking. “One 
hundred per cent of the patients I 
operate on want to maintain their 
ethnic characteristics,” she says. 
Humans, she explains, are genetic-
ally hard-wired to choose mates of 
average looks. But the average face 
is no longer white. The prevalence 
of immigration to North America 
means we’re constantly exposed to 
different features, and our beauty 
standards are constantly changing. 
“The idea that ethnic patients want 
a more Caucasian nose is archaic 
and not compatible with the chang-
ing perception of beauty over time,” 
Zakhary says.

I am not claiming that all my 
childhood difficulties arose from 
my confused ancestry. But I have to 
wonder: Was I depressive and anx-
ious by genetic design, or neurotic as 
a descendant of Holocaust survivors, 
or just a difficult child? Was I socially 
isolated, on some level, because of 
my looks, or did I suffer from body 

dysmorphia? Or did I really just have 
an ugly face—a condition that would 
make any childhood difficult?

I ask Zakhary if a new nose can 
ever really make a difference in a 
person’s life.

“A great difference,” she says. If 
someone has “reduced self-esteem 
and self-image—if, in fact, it’s their 
nose that’s caused all that—then 
changing their nose may radically 
improve their self-esteem.” Plus, she 
says, “People who are more attractive 
tend to get better jobs, better pay.”

The truth is, my life did change 
after surgery. The new nose may not 
have been perfect, but I felt light—
less visible and at the same time 
more appealing. 

I’d like to think that even with my 
original schnozz, I could have thrived. 
But part of me wonders whether it’s 
true, whether I would have made 
friends, established a career, attracted 
partners or lovers. It’s easy enough to 
say I regret the surgery when I haven’t 
seen my first face in two and a half 
decades and can’t remember how my 
nose used to be. 

© 2014 BY NAOMI K. LEWIS. SWERVE (AUGUST 2014). CALGARYHERALD.COM
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Do your children make you chuckle?

Share the laughter with us! A funny kid 

story could earn you $50. For details on 

how to submit an anecdote, see page 8  

or visit rd.ca/joke.

AH, YOUNG LOVE

When I was seven, I had a crush  
on a girl in my class and didn’t 
know how to deal with it, so I wrote 
her a letter that just said, “Get out  
of my school.”   @LINDZETA

WHILE OUR SON, GREG, was  
doing some repairs on his roof  
one afternoon, his cellphone rang 
and he picked it up. His eight-year-
old niece, Hailey, shouted to him 
from the backyard, “Uncle Greg,  
do you have to go up on the roof  
to get reception?”

KATHLEEN MASON, C o u r t e n a y ,  B . C .AND ONE FOR THE KIDS

Q: Why shouldn’t you ever  

trust atoms?

A: They make up everything! 

jokes4us.com

MY FOUR-YEAR-OLD daughter, 
Alex, had recently learned how to 
roll across the floor and was excited 
to show her 95-year-old great-
grandmother how it was done.

“Come on, Great-Grandma, join 
me,” she said.

“Oh, no, I can’t do that!” Great-
Grandma exclaimed.

“That’s okay,” Alex replied. 
“Maybe next year when you’re older.”

JOANNE HILGER, D a r w e l l ,  A l t a .

NICE ONE, BOBBY 
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INSPIRING.
 TRUSTWORTHY.
MEANINGFUL.
ENTERTAINING.

Storytelling that inspires and entertains! 

Subscribe today at rd.ca/subscribe

Enrich your spirit and 
your mind with Canada's 
most read magazine.

D
O

N
'T

 

M
IS

S
 O

U
T
!

ENTERTAINING.

SUBSCRIBE NOW 
&  SAVE 51% OFF 
THE COVER PRICE!



Formidable tales bring us together: they move us, make 

us feel understood, allow us to see the world differently

Stories 
We Tell 
THE MOTH UNDERSTANDS THE POWER OF STORYTELLING.  

Since its launch in 1997, the New York–based project has allowed 

participants to present thousands of personal tales at live events all 

over the world. The phenomenon has grown in popularity both on-

air and online: The Moth Radio Hour airs on 460 stations, and its 

podcast is downloaded more than 27 million times a year. 

Recently, Reader’s Digest partnered with The Moth in order to bring 

our audience even more captivating tales on specific themes. Here, 

some of the poignant narratives that connect us all. M
A
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MAN’S BEST FRIEND
So I finally got a dog. He was half Shih 
Tzu, half Maltese, and he had choco-
late-caramel fur with white whipped-
cream accents, and we named him 
Hershey. I taught him how to fetch, I 
taught him how to stay, and one day, 
I took him outside to show him how 
to follow me without a leash—but he 
ran off. I chased him for about a block 
or so, and as I caught up to him on 
the sidewalk, he cut onto the Grand 
Concourse. I was dripping with sweat, 
my heart was pounding, and I felt the 
chaos closing in when he froze in the 
middle of the street with all these cars, 
trucks and buses coming toward him. 
As they got closer, they were honking, 
and it was then that I thought, This 
dog is family. He’s my responsibility. I 
need to save him. But it was too late… 
for death, because I grabbed my dog, 
and I lifted him up into the sky as if 
he were Simba from The Lion King. 
Death was not going to take my dog 
that day.

WILSON PORTORREAL, Ne w  Yo r k

FOUND FAMILY
It’s snowing as my car slides across 
the road and collides with a Mer-
cedes head-on, sending me through 
the windshield. When I open my eyes, 
I’m on the side of the road, and I see a 
teenage boy, no older than I, leaning 
over my broken body. I close my eyes, 
and my heart stops beating. When I 
open my eyes, I’m in the back of an 
ambulance, and there’s a woman 
pounding on my chest, shouting, 
“He’s back! He’s back!” Then I’m in an 
emergency room, and there are doc-
tors working on my legs and my chest. 
I tell a nurse through broken teeth that 
she needs to call McDonald’s because 
I won’t be making it to my shift. She 
looks at me as if I’m crazy. We’re wait-
ing for an operating room, and while 
we wait, I look around for parents who 
won’t come, who have decided to go 
check the car first instead of me. But 
it turns out that the nurse did call 
McDonald’s, and my friends are fill-
ing the emergency room, teenagers 
in McDonald’s uniforms and concert 
T-shirts and ripped jeans. And they’re 
making a racket, peeking between the 
double doors and waving at me. This 
is the day that my friends become my 
family, filling a gap that’s been empty 
far too long—one they’ve filled every 
day since.

MATTHEW DICKS, Ne w i n g t o n ,  C o n n .

On Rescue:
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WAR GAMES
The Grade 3 boys I teach have a war 
game, and it’s not like your regu-
lar little-boy war game. There’s a 
bloody nose happening every day. 
During free time, they “tie” one an-
other to chairs with construction 
paper and practise interrogation 
techniques. And I’m lost. I am a 
teacher who loves teddy bears, and 
when I beg them to stop, they look 
at me like, Why would we do Grade 
3 when there’s a war on? One day I 
hear one of the smaller kids, Oliver,* 
ask a general, Greg,* if he can be in 
the army at recess, and Greg says, 

“Sure. You can be a suicide bomber.” 
“Why?” Oliver asks. And Greg says, 
“Because everyone wants you to 
die.” I go over to Greg, shocked, and 
say, “We do not talk like that.” He 
listens politely and walks away. Fi-
nally, it’s recess. I’m on patrol, and 
I see Oliver kneeling in the sandpit 
with his face in the dirt, and three 
lieutenants are starting to bury him 
headfirst. When I catch this, I am 
done being a teddy-bear teacher. I 
finally snap.

MICAELA BLEI, Ne w  Yo r k

*Names changed to protect privacy. 



PULLING PRANKS
In Grade 4, I am accepted into my 
school’s gifted program, and I’m 
convinced life is going to be all Doo-
gie Howser and Harvard from now 
on. As the only girl, I spend most of 
my year trying to win the approval of 
a dozen boys who think that an XX 
chromosome indicates a terminal  
diagnosis of stupid with cooties. Try-
ing to be cool, I play a practical joke, 
slipping the leftovers from a salt rock 
crystal experiment into four milks at 
lunch. The boys really enjoy the dis-
gusted looks on the faces of the drink-
ers as they recoil, and I am in. An hour 
later, I am in the principal’s office. He 
informs me that there are four students 
in the hospital having their stomachs 
pumped. They are near death. There 
could be manslaughter charges. Little 
do I know, the boys actually just have 
temporary tummy aches and have 
gone back to class. The principal is 
trying to teach me a lesson. Then my 
mother arrives, meets with the princi-
pal, calls him out on his total BS and 
takes me out for ice cream and to see 
The Aristocats. 

KATHLEEN MILLER, Ne w  Yo r k

FINAL ANSWER?
A few years ago, I was involved in a 
scheme to win an Israeli quiz show 
similar to Who Wants to Be a Million-
aire. It’s worth noting, though, that 
I never wanted to be on the show. I 
was walking down the street when a 
friend called and said, “Dude, you’ve 
got to run home. You’re going to be 
on the radio in 20 minutes. Explana-
tions later.” As I headed to my house, 
he explained that he’d won the show 
the week before and wasn’t allowed 
to go on again. So he’d played this 
week using my name.

Now I would have to go on the 
radio and compete with 10 other 
people. Not to worry, he said—he 
was planning to help me. With one 
phone, I listened to the radio show, 
and on another phone, I had my 
friend telling me what to say. I just 
echoed the answers: “Who won 
the 1998 World Cup?” “France.” 
“France.” “What’s the largest coun-
try in Africa?” “Algeria.” “Algeria.” 
And so on, as we advanced to the  
final round, where I was asked the 
question, “Who has sold the most 
albums?” I knew the answer, so I 
shouted it out without waiting to 
hear what my friend had to say.

As it turns out, Britney Spears was 
not the one. 

MORAN CERF, Te l  Av i v,  Is ra e l

On Laughter:

R E A D E R ’ S  D I G E S T   
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UNDER THE SURFACE
I’m standing on a stage, almost stark 
naked. The crowd starts to laugh. This 
is not a bad dream; this is real life. It’s 
1969, and I am about to do the hip-
pie dance of love in a San Francisco 
nightclub so the tourists can have that 
“wild experience” in a safe place with 
drinks in hand. I have two toddlers 
at home and my body looks nothing 
like a showgirl’s: it’s all short legs, 
wide hips, wide hair. My partner, the 
dance teacher who came up with this 
gig, looks more like a grumpy botanist 

than a hippie. But for four glorious 
weeks, I got paid for what I loved to 
do: improvising with an ironic twist—
hence the laughs. 

Now, to look at me, you might not 
think “naked hippie dance of love.” 
These days, I’m a librarian. When you 
see an old lady with frizzy grey hair, 
you have no idea what she’s been up 
to. This is the manifesto. I believe we 
are like Russian nesting dolls; every-
thing we’ve done is still inside of us. 
Twist off the top and there it is.

NESHAMA FRANKLIN, S a n  Fra n c i s c oM
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HUGGING A MUGGER 
“Get me some money, lady. You 
wouldn’t be the first person I killed.” 

I considered running, but I’m slow. 
So I did what I do best when I’m nerv- 
ous; I just started talking. I said, “I 
don’t have it as bad as you do, sir, 
but I am sleeping on my floor right 
now, and all I ever eat are ramen 
noodles, not that I’ve lost any weight 
or anything. You know, people from 
Kentucky call and they say, ‘Oh, my 
God, New York City.’ I don’t have the 

heart to tell them I’m just a cliché, 
the kid who moves up here to change 
the world with her theatre. I’m not 
gonna change the world. My theatre 
stinks, really. I miss my mom, and I 
miss porch swings and sweet tea. So 
would you please not kill me, so I can 
just go back home where I belong?” 

He looked at me funny, and then 
he pulled me into a bear hug. It was 
my first human contact in months, 
actually. 

RANDI SKAGGS, L o u i s v i l l e ,  Ky .

On Acceptance:

TO THE 
MOON
In honour of 
America’s space 
program, my child-
hating Grade 1 teacher 
divides the class into three 
groups: stars, rockets and moons. 
I’m designated a moon, and I eas-
ily identify the low-ability group. But 
even among the moons, I’m a bad 
moon. My report card says that I don’t 
apply myself, but it also questions my 
potential—in case I am already trying. 

Now, my mom and dad don’t  
actually apply themselves as par-
ents, but even if they did, there’s 
no way they could know that I have  
severe ADD, because it can’t be diag-
nosed yet, especially the quiet kind. 

One morning 
I notice that 

my classmates 
have all brought 

in f ive different 
leaf species. I assume 

it’s a coincidence.
But then I look up at the 

nearest star—Kathy Welt. Her yellow 
folder says Leaf Day. I don’t know it 
yet, but this moment will repeat itself 
in various forms throughout my life. 
So I request bathroom permission, 
and the teacher, Miss Ross, says, “Are 
you just trying to go outside to pick 
leaves?” And I say, “No.” And she 
asks, “Do you know what deception 
is?” And I’m like, “No,” which is true. 
I don’t. Hello, I’m a moon. 

STEVE ZIMMER, C h i c a g o M
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NO BUSINESS LIKE  
SHOW BUSINESS
When I was 20 years old, I dropped 
out of college and got a job as  
a chauffeur to an old-school Holly-
wood producer. My main responsi-
bility was to drive him around town, 
but he would take me to his meetings 
and introduce me as his associate.  
While we were there, he would often 
encourage me to speak up.

He had a script that he was devel-
oping at 20th Century Fox. We had 
many meetings there. After two years 
of chauffeuring, I wrote to the Fox  
executive I had grown to know during 

those script meetings and told him I 
was looking for something new. Not 
realizing that I was this producer’s 
driver, the executive set up an inter-
view for me with the president of the 
studio as a candidate for a job as the 
newest studio executive.

To my surprise, when the presi-
dent found out I had dropped out of 
college, we got into a debate about 
the importance of earning a post-
secondary degree. It ended with me 
telling him, “You kind of sound like  
my mother.”

And then he hired me. 
CARLOS KOTKIN, L o s  An g e l e s

ON GETTING OLDER

Wisdom doesn’t necessarily come with age. 

Sometimes age just shows up all by itself.

TOM WILSON, author

I’m at an age when my back goes out more than I do. 

PHYLLIS DILLER, comedian

I’m 63 now, but that’s just 17 Celsius.

GEORGE CARLIN, comedian 

When I turned two, I was really anxious because I’d 

doubled my age in a year. I thought, If I keep this up, 

by the time I turn six, I’ll be 90. 

STEVEN WRIGHT, comedian
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After suffering a traumatic brain injury, a multi-tasking 

mother re-evaluates her priorities

BY MEREDITH VUCHNICH

FROM TORONTO LIFE

ILLUSTRATION BY PUI YAN FONG

DEEP 
IMPACT

IT ALL HAPPENED at once for me. 
I met my husband when I was 34, 
got my first TV-writing job 12 days 
later and had three children in three 
years. Like many parents, I wanted to 
be around my kids as much as pos-
sible and still excel in my hard-won 
career. So I did both, as much as I 

could, all the time. I gave script notes 
while breastfeeding my infant son.  
I organized the school dance-a-thon 
while wrestling with a tough screen-
play. I developed anxiety and tried to 
cope—naps, yoga, acupuncture—but 
I didn’t know how to slow down. I 
thought I should be able to do it all. 
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A YEAR AND a half ago, I was crossing 
the street in front of my house, texting 
and walking, when I missed the curb. 
Suddenly the sidewalk was rushing up 
to meet my face. I scraped my hands 
and knees but did not hit my head (or, 
God forbid, my phone). I sat on the 
curb, waiting for the dizziness to sub-
side. After 10 minutes, the stars cleared 
and I ran to see my daughter perform 
at her camp recital. I felt rattled but 
okay. Three days later, 
I woke up with intense 
vertigo. I was tired and 
found myself crying for 
no apparent reason. 
I didn’t entertain the 
possibility of a concus-
sion—I hadn’t even hit 
my head. I also had too 
much to do: finish my 
script, help my three 
children get ready for 
their return to school. I 
completed it all, but my head ached 
and I felt off. Sad. I figured it was stress 
from my deadlines. Sometimes you 
just have to muscle through. 

Not until a few days later, when I 
was lying down, finally doing nothing, 
did I realize that my headache was  
unusual. It felt like a lightning bolt 
had shot through the left hemisphere 
of my brain. I dubbed it my Harry Pot-
ter scar. The next morning, that region 
started to burn when I was reading 
on my phone. I googled “concussion” 
and saw the symptoms: headaches, 

vertigo, anxiety, sadness. My doctor 
confirmed it. Even though I hadn’t hit 
my head, I had fallen with such force 
that my gelatinous brain had smashed 
against my rock-hard skull. 

If you have a concussion, rest is 
key. Without it, your brain won’t 
heal properly. I moved in with my 
parents and spent two weeks alone 
in a dark room. There I was, with no 
distractions: just me, my injury and 

the shadows. I cried. I 
daydreamed. I drifted. 
I visualized myself back 
with my children. I wor-
ried that I would never 
be well enough to take 
care of them. I craved 
company but didn’t 
have the energy for it. 
My husband brought 
my kids to see me, one 
at a time, over an hour. 
It took a day of excruci-

ating pain to recover from their visit.  
I had to surrender: there was no mus-
cling through this. 

THE WORST THING you can do when 
you have a brain injury is to get an-
other brain injury. After two weeks, I 
returned home. I started to read again, 
for a minute at a time. I began walk-
ing the kids to school. I hoped I would 
be better by Christmas. Then, in mid-
October, on the day I was supposed to 
return to work part-time, I bonked my 
head on the monkey bars at my kids’ 

THE WORST 
THING YOU 

CAN DO WHEN 
YOU HAVE A 

BRAIN INJURY 
IS TO GET 

ANOTHER ONE. 
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school. Hard. A concussion specialist 
confirmed that my brain had moved 
inside my skull, exacerbating my ori-
ginal injury. Back to solitary. 

I decided to stay at home this time 
around. Recovery is a lonely busi-
ness. I hoped I could endure it if I got 
to hug my husband and kids at night.  
I moved into my son’s room to get 
uninterrupted sleep and stayed there 
for seven months while he bunked 
with his dad. The anxi-
ety was even worse than 
the pain. Any little jolt 
threw me. I was nerv-
ous about getting into 
bed because I might 
bonk the headboard. 
I didn’t want to take 
baths because I worried 
I’d slip and get another 
concussion. Most of 
all, I was terrified that 
I’d be out of commis-
sion forever. I meditated. I made teary 
calls to friends. I went to acupuncture. 
Eventually, my headaches started to 
subside, and so did my depression—I 
realized there was an end to this and  
I would be myself again. I still had 
thousands of hours to log in dark 
rooms, but at least I was able to laugh.

A small army of family and friends 
helped with errands, drove me to 
appointments and picked up the 
kids. I saved my strength so I could 

help with homework or stay at the 
table through dinner. I had to learn 
to pace myself. Now every mile-
stone matters—reading bedtime 
stories, watching (some of ) a family 
movie, driving the kids to gymnas-
tics. I’m closer with my family than 
ever because I pay more attention. 
Occasionally, I suffer an emotional 
outburst and lose patience—yet an-
other side effect of the concussion. 

My brain can only do 
one thing at a time; try 
that in a house with 
three active children. 
So, if I’m doing math 
with Kid A, and Kid B 
wants to tell me jokes, 
and then Kid C starts 
ringing a bell, I lose it. 
Fast. But I always apol-
ogize. I don’t mind the 
kids knowing I make 
mistakes.  I  hope i t 

teaches them to own theirs. 

I’M 80 PER cent normal now. I can’t 
drive much; it hurts. I can only work 
for 15 minutes at a time, since looking 
at the computer makes my Harry Pot-
ter scar burn. But hey, slow is my new 
fast. My injuries happened when I was 
rushing, when I was doing two things 
at once. Let me be your cautionary 
tale. Pay attention to where you are. 
Take care of yourself. Slow. Down. 

NOW EVERY 
MILESTONE 

MATTERS. I’M 
CLOSER WITH 
MY FAMILY—I 

PAY MORE 
ATTENTION.

© 2015 BY MEREDITH VUCHNICH. TORONTO LIFE (SEPTEMBER 2015). TORONTOLIFE.COM
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When Ann Walmsley agrees to share her 

love of reading with a group of inmates, 

her life is forever changed

FROM THE PRISON BOOK CLUB

ILLUSTRATIONS BY TARA HARDY

I’d Like to 
Help Find 
You Some

Good
Books
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N
ot far from my stack of 
book-club books, in 
another section of my 
shelf,  is an old red 
cloth-bound volume: 

The Collected Poems of W.B. Yeats. 
Several pages have the corners turned 
down, including one featuring “Un-
der Ben Bulben,” which has lines my 
father quoted often:

Cast a cold eye  
On life, on death. 
Horseman, pass by!

Those lines are the epitaph on 
Yeats’s tombstone, and they are the 
lines we said over my father shortly 
after he died. I had always imagined 
that the horseman was the horseman 
of death and that the poet was ask-
ing to be spared. But another inter-
pretation came to me recently: the 
horseman was fear. Through books, I  
found some of the courage my fath er 
had wanted me to find. I created 
meaning with men who represented 
the very thing I feared. 

SIX YEARS AGO, WHEN my friend
Carol Finlay invited me to join a 
book club she had started in a men’s 
prison, everything about it screamed 
bad idea. I admired the work she was 
doing but wasn’t sure I could take 
part. In England in 2002, at the age 
of 46, I had survived a violent mug-
ging. Two men had chased me down 

a dark lane beside my London house, 
choked me until I’d lost conscious-
ness, then fled with my cellphone.

It had taken me months to over-
come the trauma, and during my 
remaining three years in the city, I 
was too frightened to walk alone at 
night. I wasn’t sure I could enter the 
prison without triggering my earlier 
response. But then I remembered 
that, in the weeks after the attack, 
I had felt an unexpected maternal  
impulse as I’d imagined how dis-
tressed my assailants’ mothers must 
have felt about their errant sons. 
Something my father once said to me 
also came to mind: “If you expect the 
best of people, they will rise to the 
occasion.” As an Ontario Court judge, 
he had seen people at their worst. 

I knew Carol had the men at Collins 
Bay Institution, a federal penitentiary 
in Kingston, Ont., reading good liter-
ary fiction and non-fiction. They met 
once a month to discuss a chosen 
book. It was, in some ways, just like 
the club Carol and I belonged to in 
Toronto, except we were all women 
and not in jail.

By the slimmest of margins, my 
curiosity began to outweigh my  
apprehension. I couldn’t resist seeing 
what the convicts would say about 
the books.

WHAT I DIDN’T KNOW until my first 
visit was that Carol and I would meet 
the 18 or so heavily tattooed book-club 
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members in a remote building within 
the prison walls, with no guards pres-
ent and no visible security cameras. 
Carol’s idea was to put the men at 
ease. Our only protection would be a 
chaplain wearing a personal security 
alarm that would alert guards in the 
main building, some 80 metres away. 

Built in the 1930s, Collins Bay is a 
grey castle fronting a vast square of 
limestone rampart, with red-capped 
guard towers at each corner. This was 
my view as I walked up, in October 
2010, for my inaugural session with 
the prison book club. I had followed 
Carol’s instructions to downplay my 
curves and eliminate showy jewel-
lery. I was wearing a turtleneck, a 
tweed jacket and pants, my gold wed-
ding band and simple pearl stud ear-
rings. I was also wearing my nerves. 
My hand shook as I signed the guest 
logbook at reception. 

From that moment on, I remember 
only brief impressions. I was fearful 
to the point of shock. After the set of 
metal doors at the entrance slammed 

behind me, I recall being hit by the 
smell—an unpleasant yeasty odour 
I couldn’t quite identify, as though 
decades of hardship, hate and regret 
had condensed on the walls. The 
prison chaplain, Blair,* was escorting 
Carol and me. We passed lots of men 
in white waffle-weave long-sleeved 
shirts or blue T-shirts and jeans, 
some pushing carts or carrying mops, 
and I remember thinking, Gosh, they 
have a lot of staff here.

Blair was saying something about 
the “telephone pole” design of the 
prison—a main corridor, known as 
“The Strip,” with cell units branch-
ing off on both sides. He led us to a 
secondary building that looked like 
a parish hall. And then somehow I 
was sitting on a wooden chair, wait-
ing for the inmates to arrive, wonder-
ing whether to peel off my name tag, 
which announced to them all that I 
was Ann.

The men who walked in the door 
were dressed like the guys I thought 
were cleaning staff. Those were the 
inmates? Why were they roaming 
around freely? Why was the chap-
lain, the only one wearing a secur-
ity alarm, leaving the room briefly? 
And why did Carol look so relaxed? 
Then one man came toward me smil-
ing, with his arm extended. “Hello, 
welcome,” he said. I stood up and 
grasped his hand and thanked him. 
Many of the others followed his lead, 
gracious and non-threatening. 

           I DON’T RECALL 
WHAT THE MEN SAID 
                 ABOUT THE BOOK.  
I WAS BUSY REHEARSING 
                 SELF-DEFENCE  
     MOVES IN MY MIND.

*The names of prison workers and inmates have been changed.



Carol introduced me as the head of 
the prison book club’s book selection 
committee, saying I was an award-
winning magazine journalist who 
had majored in English literature at 
university. I was sitting in to get a 
better sense of which books might 
appeal to them. After that, she led 
them in a discussion of Dave Eggers’s 
wonderful non-fiction book Zeitoun, 
about a Syrian-born landlord and 
house painter in post-Katrina New 
Orleans who is swept up by Home-
land Security. It’s a book I had read 
and loved, but I have no recollec-
tion of what the men said about it. 
Instead, I was busy rehearsing in my 
mind the self-defence manoeuvres I 
had learned in London. 

The men seemed baffled by my 
presence, by my decision to drive 
two-plus hours from Toronto, given 
that I wasn’t proselytizing religion 
and I wasn’t being paid. After the 
meeting, an inmate approached me 
and asked, “Miss, why would a nice 
person like you want to spend time 
with bad guys like us?”

That’s a very good question, I 
thought. But I said, “I’d like to help 
find you some good books.”

WITHIN A FEW MONTHS, I had fig-
ured out my role at the Collins Bay 
Book Club. Carol and another vol-
unteer (a former radio host) alter-
nated leading the club, tapping into 
her skills as a high school English 

teacher and his as a broadcast inter-
viewer. I was a writer-in-residence 
of sorts, offering comments on the  
authors’ styles and observing from 
the point of view of book selection. 

For our May 2011 meeting, I had 
suggested The Curious Incident of 
the Dog in the Night-Time by Brit-
ish writer Mark Haddon. The book, 
which journeys into the mind of 
someone with what appears to be 
autism spectrum disorder, is nar-
rated by a 15-year-old named Chris-
topher who lives according to a strict 
routine in order to avoid sensory 
overload. But when the teenager 
discovers his neighbour’s poodle 
impaled with a pitchfork, he travels 
outside his comfort zone to search 
for the killer, using detective skills he 
has learned from reading Sherlock 
Holmes mysteries. 

The boy’s investigations unveil 
adult secrets at home and through-
out his neighbourhood. In fact, just 
about everything in adult life seems 
deceptive and irrational  when 

 THE NOVEL OFFERED
INSIGHTS INTO THE

 LONELINESS OF A
PERSON WHO VIEWS THE

 WORLD DIFFERENTLY
 THAN OTHERS.
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viewed through the factual and lit-
eral lens of a person with autism. 
What made the book worthy of our 
club, I thought, were its insights into 
the loneliness of a person who finds 
himself approaching the world dif-
ferently than others.

Carol’s co-lead, who was moderat-
ing the discussion that day, kicked 
things off by saying that it took him a 
long time to like the protagonist.

Graham, a six-foot-four blond 
inmate, agreed. “The writing style 
drove me absolutely crazy. If I saw 
the word ‘and’ one more time, I was 
going to go totally insane.” It was true 
that large parts of Christopher’s nar-
rative were told in a breathless “and 
I said... and he said... and I said,” but 
it was damned believable.

Carol always sympathized with 
readers’ frustrations. “The first time I 
read it, I really liked it,” she said. “But 
the second time, it drove me bonkers, 
and perhaps it was all the and’s.” She 
went on to give the men a primer on 
autism, including that people on the 

spectrum could be quick to anger 
and had enormous difficulties with 
social interaction.

“I liked the part where he hit the 
cop,” said Frank, who was serving 
10 years for aggravated assault and 
weapons offences. This got a hearty 
laugh from everyone. The scene 
comes early in the novel, when the 
police question Christopher about 
why he was found holding the dead 
dog. The boy goes into sensory over-
load from the interrogation and lies 
on the ground groaning. As a rule, he 
doesn’t like being touched, so when 
a policeman takes hold of his arm, 
Christopher hits him.

It was the moderator who first  
advanced the idea that we could all, in 
some way, identify with Christopher. 
Not that any of us is autistic, he said, 
but “we’re all, in some way, standing 
on the outside of the circle, or the per-
iphery, of life.”

“Oh, yeah,” said Ben, an eager book 
enthusiast whose heavy-lidded eyes 
drooped at the outer corners, giving 
him a slightly hurt look. “Especially 
being in here, I guess we can all get 
to where he’s at sometimes.”

Carol reiterated that we are all on 
the margins in some way. She told 
the men about a trip she’d made to 
France a couple of years earlier to visit 
Canadian humanitarian Jean Vanier 
and his L’Arche community, where 
developmentally delayed people live 
with their caregivers. When she was 

            “I LIKED THE PART 
WHERE HE HIT THE COP,” 
                 SAID FRANK, WHO  
WAS SERVING TIME 
     FOR ASSAULT. THIS GOT  
                 A HEARTY LAUGH.
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there, a resident had approached her 
and asked, “Are you normal?”

Carol’s story inspired Frank to 
describe the Exceptional Person 
Olympiad the prison sponsors each 
summer, bringing in people with  
intellectual disabilities for two days of 
games and sports with the inmates. 
“One of them gave me a hug!” he said. 

Several of the men had positive 
things to share about that event. One 
large man with a sleepy voice said, 
“Here, you’re in an institution. You’re 
surrounded by hate. You’re sur-
rounded by opinions. Everybody in 
prison has an opinion. At the Olym-
piad you’re with people who don’t. 
They’re very loving, very outgoing, 
very easy to be around.”

Graham had one more gloss to 
add on the subject of autism in the 
novel. He suggested that maybe  
autism was a metaphor for a failure 
of communication between all of 
Christopher’s family members and 
the suffering that ensued from that 
breakdown. With that comment, 
he came closest to Haddon’s own  
declaration about the book—that it 
was really about everyone.

WHAT I’D FAILED TO understand when 
I’d proposed The Curious Incident of 
the Dog in the Night-Time was how  
uncomfortable most inmates are with 
the idea of neurodevelopmental dis-
orders and mental illness. “Bugs” is 
prison slang for the mentally ill, and 

bugs are generally avoided in the yard 
because they are perceived as volatile. 

Graham highlighted this in a 
brief essay he had written, which he 
shared with Carol and me in the wake 
of our discussion. “Imagine living in 
a world where a variety of mental ill-
nesses were rampant and patients 
received little or no treatment,” read 
the opening line.

“Now imagine you weren’t al-
lowed to leave this world for any 
reason. Imagine violence was com-
mon and the population extremely 
unpredictable. Such a world exists 
right here in Canada, and I live in it 
every single day.”

The essay went on to describe an 
inmate who drinks his own urine, 
one who snorts coffee grounds, 
others who don’t shower or who 
hear voices. He cited the suicide 
rate among federally incarcerated 
inmates in the country as 84 per 
100,000, versus 11.3 for all citizens. 

Later, I double-checked Graham’s 
data. He was right.

   THE ESSAY WENT ON TO 
DESCRIBE ONE INMATE 
         WHO DRINKS HIS  
OWN URINE, ANOTHER 
       WHO SNORTS  
                 COFFEE GROUNDS.

rd.ca | 02 • 2016 | 111





CAROL’S EFFORTS TO MAKE the Col-
lins Bay Book Club feel more like a 
book club on the outside led her to 
invite prominent authors to visit 
and answer the men’s questions 
about the books. The first writer she  
recruited was Lawrence Hill, whose 
2007 historical novel, The Book of Ne-
groes, was an international hit. That 
book’s protagonist is a stoic West Af-
rican slave who preserves her dignity 
despite her deprivations—a situation 
with which men in prison could iden-
tify. And Hill was well positioned to 
have additional street cred with many 
of the club’s members: he was a role 
model as a successful black man.

Hill had initially declined Carol’s 
invitation to attend because of a 
busy writing schedule and the three-
hour drive to the prison. Eventually, 
Carol asked him out for coffee. He 
showed up intending to say no to the 
visit but found he was no match for 
Carol’s persistence.

That was in 2010, before I joined 
the book group. Frank, Ben and 

Dread (a tall man with tiny dread-
locks dangling from under a wool 
tam) were among the members 
in attendance at that first meeting 
with the author. “It was the most  
intimate, detailed, focused, sustained 
conversation about the book I’d had 
with any group, period,” Hill later told 
me. “And that includes PhD students, 
graduate seminars and everything.” 
The experience was so rewarding  
he let Carol know he would be happy 
to return.

And so, on my fifth session with the 
Collins Bay Book Club, in the early 
summer of 2011, Hill was back to talk 
to the inmates. 

I WAS CAP TIVATED BY Aminata  
Diallo, the fictional main character 
in The Book of Negroes. At the age of 
11, in the 1700s, she is kidnapped by 
slavers from her native West Africa 
and sold to a South Carolina indigo 
plantation. She survives the horrific 
conditions of the slave ship, years of 
labour in the fields and having two 
children taken from her. This could 
have been the voice of some of the 
black inmates’ female ancestors. 

The book club’s key members had 
done a good job of advertising Hill’s 
visit, and some 30 men showed up on 
that hot June day. It was the largest 
turnout I had seen to date. 

Ben kicked off the conversation 
by commenting, “You always culti-
vate this grace in all your books, I 

           SOME 30 MEN 
SHOWED UP ON THAT  
   JUNE DAY TO VISIT WITH  
WRITER LAWRENCE HILL. 
       IT WAS THE LARGEST  
               TURNOUT TO DATE.
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noticed.” Since Hill’s visit the pre-
vious year, Ben had read his debut 
novel, Some Great Thing.

The author’s eyes opened wide, 
and he smiled at Ben. He talked about  
imbuing his characters with admira-
ble qualities like courage because he 
liked to ask himself whether he would 
have that courage under those cir-
cumstances. “It’s the same thing with 
grace,” said Hill. “There’s something 
to be said for people who keep their 
dignity, even when all hell is breaking 
out around them and they’re endur-
ing horrible things. They keep their 
dignity and don’t forget they’re just 
as human as everybody else.” 

Hill was answering Ben’s ques-
tion, but he appeared to be slipping 
in a stealth message to the room:  
he admired their courage and their 
humanity in how they were enduring 
prison. I felt the power of his words, 
and his comments affected the men, 
too. A muscle twitched in Graham’s 
cheek, and Ben smiled his slow smile. 
Many of the others sat rapt.

Toward the end of the meeting, 
Carol asked Hill to share a couple of 
passages from The Book of Negroes. 
He read two of the most memorable 
sections: when Aminata has just dis-
embarked from the slave ship and is 
frightened by the “smoke” coming 
from her mouth as her breath con-
denses in the cold morning air; and 
when another slave inoculates Ami-
nata against smallpox by implanting 
a lesion under the girl’s skin.

Then it was time for the inmates 
to come forward to have their books 
signed. I was very moved to see how  
eager they were—how precious this 
opportunity was for them. Sitting 
beside Hill, I had the chance to hear 
him talk to each man. 

Dread was second in line and 
asked for his book to be signed to his 
wife and 10-year-old daughter.

When Ben came forward with his 
copy, they chatted about Some Great 
Thing, which draws on Hill’s years as 
a reporter for a Winnipeg paper.

Once it was his turn, Graham 
thanked Hill for coming in a way that 
communicated gratitude from all of 
the men. Carol told Hill that Graham 
hoped to work with youth once he 
was granted parole. I had a feeling 
she would try to get them together 
“on the outs,” prison slang for “on 
the outside.”

AN HOUR OR SO LATER, over lunch 
in downtown Kingston, Hill told 

           WHEN IT WAS TIME 
FOR THE INMATES TO 
                HAVE THEIR BOOKS  
SIGNED, I WAS MOVED 
       BY HOW EAGER  
                      THEY WERE.
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me there had been one 
question in particular 
from the men that he had 
never considered before. 
“When Ben asked me 
about grace—nobody’s 
ever put that to me,” he 
said. “Those guys are 
likely taking a lot more 
from books than other 
people because they have 
more time, they have 
more energy, they’re able 
to focus on it and they 
have more need.”

Hill had engaged with 
people inside before, it turned out. 
A few years earlier, when a secure- 
custody facility for juveniles was frus-
trated with its inability to get a group 
of teen boys to read, the corrections 
authorities had called Hill and asked 
if he would give it a try. The kids, 
who were serving long terms, could 
read—they just wouldn’t. Hill had 

succeeded after getting 
together with the boys 
once a week over lunch in 
the prison library.

“How did you do it?”  
I asked.

“I gave them each books  
individually,” Hill told me. 
“I figured out what a kid 
would like after talking to 
him for a couple of hours.” 
It was never a book from 
the prison library—too 
uncool. The books were 
gifts from him—personal 
recommendations. 

The boys would come back some-
times complaining they’d disliked a 
book he’d given them. “They hated 
the beginning, where the character 
did this; the climax, where the char-
acter did that; and the ending that was 
so unsatisfying,” he recalled. 

In other words, they had read  
the book. 
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NEVER...

...do anything you wouldn’t want to explain 

to the paramedic.

SHANNON RYAN

...go to a doctor whose office plants have died. 

ERMA BOMBECK

EXCERPTED FROM THE PRISON BOOK CLUB, BY ANN WALMSLEY. COPYRIGHT © 2015 ANN WALMSLEY. PUBLISHED BY VIKING CANADA, A 
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Are you in need of some professional

motivation? Send us a work anecdote, 

and you could receive $50. To submit 

your stories, see rd.ca/joke.

HONESTY: THE BEST POLICY

JOB INTERVIEWER: You wrote here 
that your biggest weakness is not 
knowing what irony means.
ME: Ironic, isn’t it? Is it? I don’t know.

 @DAVID8HUGHES

THE TRUTH AND NOTHING BUT

Testimony noted by me, a court  
reporter:
QUESTION: Now, to the best of  
your knowledge, did your internal 
bleeding stop?
ANSWER: I hope so.

DIANE MCELWEE, via Internet

EMPLOYEE EXPECTATIONS

A guy shows up late for work. His 
boss looks at her watch, annoyed, 
and says, “You should have been 
here at 8:30!” The man replies, 
“Why? What happened at 8:30?”

bluedonut.com

A TWITTER EXCHANGE between 
an angry customer and an apologetic 
staffer at Domino’s Pizza: 
CUSTOMER: Yoooo. I ordered
a pizza and it came with no  
toppings on it or anything. It’s  
just bread. 
DOMINO’S: We’re sorry to hear
about this! 
CUSTOMER (MINUTES LATER): 
Never mind, I opened the pizza  
upside down :\  Twitter S
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“I’m sick and tired of your micromanaging.”
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 13 Things  
 You Should 
Know About 
Boosting 
Your Energy
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1 A little workout goes a long way.  
A 2008 study from the University 

of Georgia revealed that after only 20 
minutes of low-intensity exercise on 
a stationary bike (comparable to a 
leisurely walk), participants who had 
initially reported persistent tiredness 
had 65 per cent lower fatigue scores.

2 Stress is an energy zapper—feel-
ing sluggish might be your body’s 

response to tension. The National  
Institute of Mental Health suggests 
activities like meditation, yoga and 
tai chi to help with agitation. ➸

BY LISA COXON

3 Skip the nightcap. While alcohol 
reduces the amount of time it 

takes to nod off, studies have shown 
that it interferes with REM sleep, the 
restorative stage in which memories 
are stored and dreaming occurs.

4 Include protein at breakfast. Our 
bodies repair during sleep, and 

this takes energy, which needs replac-
ing. “You’re already waking up at a 
deficit,” says Debra Basch, a registered 
holistic nutritionist from Toronto.  
She suggests including Greek yogourt, 
flaxseeds or hemp seeds.
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5 Snacking can sustain energy lev-
els, Basch says—provided you’re 

reaching for nutritious foods. Try ap-
ples or nuts; the fibre and protein will 
help hold you over until you next eat. 

6 At mealtimes, “your best source 
of energy is fat,” says Dr. Jonny 

Bowden, a nutrition specialist based 
in California and co-author of Smart 
Fat. Incorporate such foods as avoca-
dos and walnuts into your diet.

7 Laughter may well be the best 
medicine. Research from the Uni-

versity of Nebraska-Lincoln suggests 
that exposure to humour—even 12 
short minutes of it—can increase 
your energy. Have a funny online 
video on standby to get you through 
that afternoon slump.

8 Dehydration—severe or mild—
leaves us feeling tired. Drink 

plenty of fluids and eat fresh produce 
such as cantaloupe, which contains 
high concentrations of water.

9To reboot, get outside. A study  
in the Journal of Environmental 

Psychology suggests that being sur-
rounded by elements like trees and 
fresh air, for as little as 15 minutes, is 
linked with greater feelings of vitality.

10 Soak up some rays. Research 
published in the journal Envi-

ronmental Health Perspectives states 

that the vitamin D from sunlight can 
improve not only your energy but 
also your mood and sleep quality.

11 Fatigue and lack of nighttime 
rest go hand in hand. “Every-

body has a baseline sleep require-
ment that is non-negotiable,” says  
Dr. James MacFarlane, the Toronto-
based director of education and clin-
ical consultant at MedSleep clinic. 
Most of us need somewhere between 
6.5 and 8.5 hours to remain alert 
throughout the day.

12 If coffee makes you jittery, try 
caffeinated tea instead. The 

drink’s combination of caffeine and 
L-theanine, an amino acid that has a 
relaxing effect on the brain without 
causing drowsiness, can make tea 
both energizing and calming.

13 Gum may do more than just 
freshen your breath. In 2012,  

a group of researchers at Coventry  
University in England put individual 
participants in a dark room for 11 
minutes on three separate occasions. 
In the first instance, they chewed 
gum; in the second, they didn’t; and 
in the third, they mimicked chewing. 
Chewing gum reduced the extent of 
daytime sleepiness. This might be be-
cause the act causes “heightened ce-
rebral activity” or due to the “arousing 
effects” of mint flavour. Now, that’s 
something to chew on. 
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GRILL OR  

BE GRILLED 

Fresno, Calif., resident Robert 
Wright leaves no man—or meat—
behind. One evening last September, 
while he was barbecuing a late-night 
snack, Wright noticed flames shoot-
ing out the window of his neighbour’s 
apartment. He ran into his building, 
which was filled with smoke, made 
sure his family got out safely, and 
then charged back in to rescue his 
meal. The incident made Robert “Rib 
Man” Wright a local hero, and a week 
later he threw out the first pitch in 
one of the town’s minor-league base-
ball games—while clutching a rack of 
ribs in the other hand. 

AN EXPLOSIVE IDEA  

Talk about adding fuel to the fire. 
Last October, a man burning gar-
bage in a field near Liberty, Mo., 
found his blaze getting out of hand. 
He decided to remedy the situation 
by driving over the flames with his 
van. But the man had forgotten a 
crucial detail: there was firearm  
ammunition stored in his vehicle. 
Black smoke billowing from the van 

caught the attention of a 
sheriff ’s deputy on 

a routine traffic 
stop nearby. The 
officer arrived  

on the scene to 
the sound of rapid 

gunfire, but luckily,  
no one was harmed—the truck’s 
distraught owner was watching the 
conflagration from a safe distance. 

RING OF FIRE  
When first responders rushed to an 
address in Des Moines, Iowa, in the 
fall of 2006, they were expecting a 
blaze; instead, they found a bonobo. 
The address was that of the Great 
Ape Trust of Iowa, a research centre 
where scientists study primate be-
haviour. It turned out, a 20-year-old 
female bonobo named Panbanisha 
had pulled the alarm. Researchers 
scolded her with a stern message: 
quit monkeying around. Panbanisha 
died in 2012, but the centre (now the 
Ape Cognition and Con servation Ini-
tiative) isn’t taking chances: protect-
ive cases cover all fire alarms within 
reach of hairy fingers.P
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HEALTH

30 Ways to Strengthen 
Your Heart

Small changes to your daily routine  

can boost your cardiac wellness

/readersd igestcanada

/rdcanada

/readersd igestca

News le t te r

@readersd igestca

HOME

Budget-Friendly  
Home Improvement

Interior designer Sarah Richardson 

shares the secret to stretching your 

decorating dollar

FOOD

5 Recipes for  
Valentine’s Day Dinner
These easy-to-prepare dishes are sure  

to have your sweetheart swooning
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Challenge yourself by solving these puzzles and mind stretchers,  
then check your answers on page 124.

 

PATH PUZZLE (Moderately difficult)

Draw a path that goes from the opening 
at the top of the grid to the opening at 
the bottom. As the path winds from one 
cell to the next, it can move up, down, 
left or right, but not diagonally. It cannot 
pass through any cell more than once.

The numbers around the grid tell how 
many cells the path must pass through 
in the corresponding row or column. If a 
row or column has no number, then the 
path may pass through as many or as 
few cells as you like.

4

3

1

3

2

HIGH POINT (Easy)

What’s the missing number?

2

22

8 3

3

54

7 11
5

25

4 1

6

54

5 4

?

68

8 9
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CUBISM (Easy)

How many cubes are  
represented in this image?

ROMAN COLUMNS   

(Moderately difficult)

What digits should replace the 
question marks?

I I I I I I I V V V I

1 3 2 3 4 2

8 4 5 6 5 9

2 7 4 5 8 3

2 1 3 4 2 3

3 4 2 3 5 ?

7 ? 1 2 8 8

8 8 7 8 9 9

PATH PUZZLE REDUX  

(Difficult)

This time, there are more than 
two openings in the grid, but 
only two of them are part of 
the solution. It’s up to you to 
figure out which ones to use 
and which ones to ignore.
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ANSWERS:  1. Ulan Bator, Mongolia. 2. Hugh Jackman (as Wolverine). 3. Mary Poppins. 

4. Rick Astley. 5. Paris (Midnight in Paris and Hugo). 6. Woody Allen. 7. False. 

8. Manhattan Island. 9. Iceland. 10. Versace. 11. The bishop. 12. Lake Malawi. 13. German. 

14. The elephant. 15. The Nutcracker.

1. On average, which of the world’s 
national capitals gets the coldest 
winter temperatures? 

2. Thanks to the X-Men franchise, 
which actor has played the same  
superhero in seven movies?

3. What family film won Julie
Andrews her only Oscar?

4. According to the lyrics of his  
biggest hit, which singer promises  
to never let you down, run around, 
desert you, make you cry, say good-
bye, tell a lie or hurt you? 

5. Which European capital was
the setting for two of the films  
nominated for the Best Picture  
Oscar in 2012?

6. Technically, Mia Farrow is 
the mother-in-law of which 
movie director?

7. True or false: most
Western countries don’t 
have a wage gap between 
men and women. 

8. What is the world’s smallest island 
with at least a million inhabitants?

9. In 2012, what economically  
troubled nation flirted with the idea 
of abandoning its krona and adopt-
ing the Canadian dollar?

10. What high-fashion label uses
the mythological monster Medusa  
as its logo?

11. Which chess piece can’t move 
from a white square to a black one 
or vice versa?

12. Which of the African Great Lakes 
shares its name with a contemporary 
African country?

13. With around 100 million  
native speakers, what is the 
most common mother tongue 

in the European Union?

14. The hyrax looks like a  
fat groundhog, but it’s 
actually one of the clos-
est living relatives of 
which pachyderm?

BY PAUL PAQUET

S
H

U
T

T
E

R
S

T
O

C
K

15. What ballet is set in 

the Kingdom of Sweets? 
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485793261

396521874

217846935

768134592

124957683

953682147

872465319

549318726

631279458

You have to put a number from  

1 to 9 in each square so that:

 � every horizontal row 

and vertical column  

contains all nine numerals 

(1-9) without repeating 

any of them;

 � each of the 3 x 3 boxes 

has all nine numerals,  

none repeated.

TO SOLVE THIS PUZZLE…

SOLUTION

BY IAN RIENSCHE

Brainteasers:  
Answers  
(from page 121)

HIGH POINT 

4. The number at the apex 

of each triangle, multiplied 

by the sum of the two num-

bers on either side of the 

base, produces the number 

in the triangle’s centre. For 

example, 2 x (8 + 3) = 22. 

(Or, if you prefer,  

2 x 8 + 2 x 3 = 22.) 

PATH PUZZLE 

4

3

1

3

2

PATH PUZZLE REDUX 

2 4

2

2

4

3 3

ROMAN COLUMNS 

7 AND 4. Add one to each 

number in column I to gen-

erate column VI. Similarly, 

the numbers in column V 

are larger by one than 

those in column II, and the 

numbers in column IV are 

larger by one than those  

in column III.

CUBISM

24.

5 9 2

3 2 4

1 7 9 3

8 1 4 5

4 9 7 6

3 6 2 1

7 2 3 1

5 1 6

1 7 4
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1. ataraxy— 
A: contagious optimism.  
B: wonder.  
C: peace of mind.

2. noctilucous— 
A: shining in the night.  
B: healing.  
C: grateful.

3. clement— 
A: pleasurable.  
B: merciful.  
C: sweet.

4. alacrity— 
A: cheerful readiness.  
B: mental strength.  
C: passion.

5. gradely— 
A: smooth to the touch.  
B: fine.  
C: profitable. 

6. halcyon— 
A: sun-drenched.  
B: delectable.  
C: happy and successful.

We all know there’s power in positive thinking, and the right vocabulary 
can help put it to work. Keep your chin up as you take this month’s quiz 

featuring words from the sunny side of the dictionary.

BY ROB LUTES

7. eucatastrophe— 
A: sudden happy  
ending to a story.  
B: stroke of luck.  
C: masterful victory  
in a competition.

8. couthy— 
A: friendly.  
B: generous.  
C: witty.

9. panacea— 
A: musical piece that 
brings joy.  
B: statue erected to 
honour a national hero.  
C: remedy for all ills.

10. pulchritudinous— 
A: multi-talented.  
B: beautiful.  
C: nurturing.

11. Arcadian— 
A: idyllically pastoral.  
B: majestic.  
C: enthusiastic.

12. eurythmic— 
A: in harmonious  
proportion.  
B: steadfast.  
C: blissful.  

13. apolaustic— 
A: encouraging.  
B: wholesome.  
C: devoted to  
enjoyment.

14. panegyric— 
A: bright and  
colourful public  
mural.  
B: speech  
in praise of  
someone or  
something.  
C: celebratory  
traditional dance.

15. panurgic—
A: comforting.  
B: insightful.  
C: able to  
do anything.
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1. ataraxy—[C] peace of mind; as, 
For Philip, daily meditation was an 
important source of ataraxy.

2. noctilucous—[A] shining in the 
night; as, The child’s fear of the dark 
subsided once he noticed the nocti-
lucous full moon.

3. clement—[B] merciful; as, Sir 
Toby was demanding as a military 
leader, yet clement to those he took 
as prisoners.

4. alacrity—[A] cheerful readiness; 
as, Despite the early hour, Madhur 
jumped out of bed with alacrity.   

5. gradely—[B] fine; as, Penelope’s 
uncle was pleased to see she’d 
found a gradely young boyfriend.

6. halcyon—[C] happy and success-
ful; as, Ester and Scott spent the night 
rehashing memories of their halcyon 
years as bestselling authors.

7. eucatastrophe—[A] sudden 
happy ending to a story; as, The 
novel’s eucatastrophe saw the protag-
onist miraculously saved from death.

8. couthy—[A] friendly; as, Jarka 
greeted the strangers in her usual 
couthy way, with a broad smile.

9. panacea—[C] remedy for all ills; 
as, The citizens had unrealistically 
viewed the new employment pro-
gram as a panacea.

10. pulchritudinous—[B] beautiful; 
as, To her husband, Monique still 
looked as pulchritudinous at 60 as 
she did the day they were married. 

11. Arcadian—[A] idyllically pas-
toral; as, Leaving the big city wasn’t 
easy, but Haruka soon grew to  
appreciate her new Arcadian life  
in rural Saskatchewan. 

12. eurythmic—[A] in harmonious 
proportion; as, The town hall’s  
eurhythmic pillars imbued it with  
a sense of order and strength.

13. apolaustic—[C] devoted to  
enjoyment; as, Sad and sickly as  
a boy, Bruce had grown up into  
a life-loving, apolaustic man.

14. panegyric—[B] speech in  
praise of someone or something;  
as, The mayor’s panegyric extolled  
the library’s role in the community.

15. panurgic—[C] able to do any-
thing; as, Having run the family 
farm for decades, the panurgic Mrs. 
Stephens was skilled in everything 
from milking cows to bookkeeping.

Answers

VOCABULARY RATINGS

7–10: fair
11–12: good
13–15: excellent
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START YOUR
  ENGINES…

THE NEW ONLINE AUTO CHANNEL
IS READY FOR YOUR TEST DRIVE!

NEW
!
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ACCESSORIES MAINTENANCE &
BUYING GUIDES

REVIEWS CLASSIC
CARS

ROAD TRIPS SPORTS
CARS

AUTOMATIC ACCESS TO ALL THINGS AUTO — AT YOUR FINGERTIPS:



LIKE ALL REFUGEES, 
I AM IMPRINTED 
WITH THE NATURE 
OF LOSS AND THE 
NECESSITY FOR 
REINVENTION.

ADRIENNE CLARKSON

FOR ALL OF 

THE FIGHTS I 

HAVE HAD IN 

MY LIFE, BOTH 

ON AND OFF 

THE ICE, I HAVE 

ONLY BEEN IN 

THE BACK OF A 

COP CAR ONCE.

TIE DOMI

Twelve years ago, when 

I made Bollywood/Hol-

lywood, I couldn’t find 

any male actors here  

in Canada who were 

brown. Things are  

really changing.
DEEPA MEHTA

I’m grateful that  
I never was that 

senior athlete who 
realized she’d done 

nothing but train 
all her life. 
CLARA HUGHES

PHOTOS: (OFFISHALL) CHE KOTHARI; (MEHTA) © 2015 GARAVI GUJARAT PUBLICATION LTD; 
(CLARKSON) ADRIENNECLARKSON.COM. QUOTES: (OFFISHALL) THE GLOBE AND MAIL  (SEPT. 28, 
2015); (HUGHES) CHATELAINE  (SEPT. 8, 2015); (PLUMMER) THE GUARDIAN  (AUG. 14, 2014); (MEHTA) 
NOW MAGAZINE (OCT. 14, 2015); (CLARKSON) THE NEW YORK TIMES  (OCT. 13, 2015); (DOMI) 
TORONTO SUN  (OCT. 31,  2015).

A lot of times, people 

associate power with 

tyrants and dictators, 

but I think power can  

be a very positive thing  

if you can influence  

a generation and  

make a difference.  

KARDINAL OFFISHALL

WHO  
THE HELL 

WANTS TO 
BE HAPPY 
ALL THE 

TIME? 
CHRISTOPHER PLUMMER

BY CHRISTINA PALASSIO

Quotes





1.  Odourless, natural formula 
 quickly absorbs into the skin.

2.  Natural capsaicin blocks pain  
at the source and draws 
nutrients to the afected area.

3.  Inflammation is reduced, 
increasing joint mobility for 
greater comfort.

Winter cold can trigger arthritis pain. Made with natural capsaicin extract,  
Lakota Arthritis Roll-on relieves arthritis pain fast so you can hit your  
stride all winter long. For reviews and testimonials visit Lakotaherbs.com.

Glide over arthritis pain this winter.


