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SINCE THE FIRST ISSUE of Reader’s Digest Canada appeared in 1948, 
humour has been a pillar of the magazine. Readers like you have 
been contributing wisecracks and anecdotes and chuckling at our 

jokes pages for decades. 
Our citizens’ sense of humour is often self-deprecating and subtle, but 

not always! This month’s special package (“An Alphabet of 26 Hilarious 
Things That Make Us Canadian,” page 44) offers insights into our national 
obsession (the weather) and our national sport (hockey), and includes  
zingers like this: “Recently in court, I was found guilty of being egotistical. 
Rest assured, I am appealing.”

This issue is special in other ways, too: it’s the first in our new adjusted 
frequency of 10 issues per year. From now on, the July and August editions 
will be combined and delivered to you in late June. We’ll return to our 
monthly schedule until late December, when the January–February issue 
arrives at your home. Both of these combined issues will celebrate indis-
pensable and inspiring storytelling by featuring the long reads we know  
you enjoy—Dramas in Real Life, and health and heart articles.

Why this change? Because paper and postage costs continue to increase at  
a pace that’s just not funny. We could have raised the price of the 
magazine, but we decided it shouldn’t cost you more. If you’ve 
already paid for 12 issues, you’ll receive 12 issues—your sub-

scription will simply extend over a longer period of time. 
We hope you continue to appreciate our human- 

interest stories and our humour content, as you have 
for nearly 70 years. 

The True North, Strong 
and Funny 
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Send an email to  
robert@rd.ca

Editor’s Letter



2016 Corolla LE shown.
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commute.

Like you’ve never seen it before.

Incredible style, advanced technology, and an exciting drive. 
That’s what you’ll fi nd when you step into the 2016 Corolla LE. 
With features like a backup camera, 6.1” touchscreen display 
audio system, and Bluetooth® capability, it’s the same 
reliable Corolla, now with the things that 
make it even better.

toyota.ca
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What odours are hiding in your clothes?

Keep out of reach of children.

Don’t just mask odours. Eliminate them.
New Tide + Downy Odor Defense CollectionTM



MELANIE LAMBRICK  

(Illustrator, “Grieving 
for Jonathan,” page 
110) 

Home base:  
Montreal. Previously published in 
Lenny Letter and Ricardo. Like the
author, I’ve also grieved the loss of 
a loved one. So I tried to convey a 
sense of genuine empathy in these 
illustrations. I usually draw in my
sunny home studio. I like to sit 
down first thing in the morning  
with a giant cup of coffee and my  
cat on my lap. 

CHRISTINA PALASSIO 

(Writer, “Quotes” and
“Points to Ponder,” 
pages 144 and 18) 

Home base: Toronto.
Previously published in Brick: A 
Literary Journal and The Globe and 
Mail. My favourite part of assem-
bling these pages each month is  
actively following the conversations 
Canadians care about—and finding 
offbeat quotes to throw into the mix. 
I think we enjoy reading the words
of prominent people because they 
introduce us to new perspectives.

DANIEL VIOLA   

(Writer, “13 Things 
You Should Know 
About Saving Water,” 
page 133) 

Home base: Toronto and Montreal. 
Previously published in Maison-
neuve and the Toronto Star. Writing 
this story made me think about 
what goes into the food I eat every 
day. Just because something is 
healthy doesn’t mean it’s good for 
the environment. My worst water 
habit is taking long showers. That’s  
a tough one to break.

JON WESTWOOD 

(Illustrator, “Leap of
Faith,” page 54) 

Home base:  
Toronto. Previously

published in The Hollywood  
Reporter and Advanced Photoshop 
Magazine. This story reminded 
me to expect the unexpected and
to be prepared for anything. Before 
starting work, to warm up, I like  
to sketch. I usually doodle machines, 
characters—things that don’t take 
much thought. Then, after a few 
cups of coffee, I’m good to go.
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SECOND TIME AROUND
While reading your May 2016 
issue, I came across a pleasant 
surprise. As soon as I saw the 
picture of a little boy on a 
phone and the accompanying 
headline, “Information, Please,” 
I recognized the story. I read 
that piece 50 years ago when 
it first appeared in Reader’s 
Digest. I was about 20 years 
old then. Time flies!
 DALE S. MARSHALL, Aylesf ord,  N.S.  
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A MOVING TALE
“Information, Please” has to be  
my all-time favourite story of 
yours. Thank you, Reader’s Digest. 
It was a most enjoyable read and  
is still making me smile as I type 
this letter.

LINDA OAKES, G u e l p h ,  O n t .

I just finished reading your RD Clas-
sic article “Information, Please.” It 
was such a beautiful piece that I 
found myself almost in tears by the 
time I reached the final  lines. It 
truly tugged at my heartstrings—for 
me, that’s one sign of a perfect story! 

MARY ANN MCALLISTER, B e l l e v i l l e ,  O n t .

rd.ca | 07/08 • 2016 | 9
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GOOD GARMENTS
I was so happy when I read 
“Clothes Call” (February 2016). 
Stephen Flynn impressed me with 
his work to help low-income men 
dress for the jobs they want. It 
hadn’t occurred to me that this  
was a gap in society that needed  
to be attended to, and I was 
thrilled to later find out about a 
similar non-profit organization for 
women, Dress for Success. This 
story showed me there are innu-
merable ways to give back if one 
really wants to make a difference.

EISHA BHUTANI, Ki t c h e n e r,  O n t .

FRIENDLY WAGER
Recently, while I was waiting for 
my car to be serviced, I read an old 
editor’s letter of Robert Goyette’s 
called “A Friend Forever” (Febru-
ary 2015). It reminded me of some-
one I’ve been lucky enough to 
know for more than 40 years.

Gordon and I met on the Queen 
Charlotte Islands (now known as 
Haida Gwaii) in 1971. We were 
serving as members of the Cana-
dian Forces—he was in the Navy;  
I was in the RCAF. During the Grey 

Cup one year, we each placed a  
$2 bet on our favourite team (his 
was the Saskatchewan Roughrid-
ers; mine, the Hamilton Tigercats). 
We’ve kept that bet going over the 
decades (the teams vary year to 
year) and have found amusing 
ways to send each other the pay-
out. Once, for example, I mailed 
him a handmade lobster trap  
with a toonie on the bait stick. 
Thanks for reminding me of this 
rewarding friendship!

ALLAN ROY, B e l l e d u n e ,  N. B . 

LUCKY TO HAVE YOU
I was recently given a copy of  
the May 2016 issue of Reader’s  
Digest. While I was reading, I came 
across the story by Jason McBride 
about his friendship with Derek 
McCormack (“The Big Friend-
ship”). It was a very tender portrait 
that left me feeling, well, a little 
lonely, to be honest. How lucky 
these gentlemen are to have such 
a remarkable relationship. 

JAY MILLAR, To r o n t o

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   

10 | 07/08 • 2016 | rd.ca



One day, I’ll finally 
work up the courage to…

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

…put my 
foot down.
MARK M. MAYHAM, 
THOMPSON, MAN.

…travel.  
I was always so busy 
with work that see-
ing the world wasn’t 
a priority. Now that 
I’m getting older,  

I regret that. 
ROSELLA MATUK, 

VANCOUVER 

…work my way through my bucket list. 
First up: visiting the Khutzeymateen Grizzly Bear Sanctuary in British Columbia. 

DAWN ROTHENBERG McCORMICK, BARRIERE, B.C. 

…finish the  
economics  

degree 
I started at Brock  
University in 1982.  
I’m 53 now—but  

better late than never.
CHERYL MACMILLAN 

ASHTON, SIMCOE, ONT. 

…learn to ride a 

motorcycle.
KATHY CLARK-HORTON, 

MANNVILLE, ALTA.

…grow up.
Or grow old. Whichever comes first! 

GAVIN BAMBER, NORTH VANCOUVER 

rd.ca | 07/08 • 2016 | 11
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➸

! IN 2001, WHEN EARL Pin-
chuk was 39 years old, he took a 
year off from his family’s comforter-
manufacturing business to do what 
he really loved: work at a contem-
porary art gallery. On an average 
day, he would scout a studio or 
two, viewing a couple hundred 
works. Then he would meet his 
partner, Gary Blair, and head up  
the hill leading from downtown 
Montreal to the Royal Victoria Hos-
pital, where their friend Yves was 
dying of HIV-related complications. 
The couple had filled the room with 
memories of home: photos of Yves’s 
dogs, potted plants, a favourite 

bedspread. But they hadn’t thought 
about the walls. 

“When it was all over,” says Blair,  
“it hit us that our friend, an artist, had 
died staring at a blank wall.” Montreal 
didn’t lack contemporary art galler-
ies, the men realized. But it was miss-
ing art in places where people most 
needed inspiration and comfort:  
hospitals and health care facilities. 

Within six months, Blair and Pin-
chuk had an appointment with the 
pediatric task force at the Montreal 
Children’s Hospital. With $8,000 in 
hand, raised at Pinchuk’s 40th birth-
day party that February, they pro-
posed a simple plan: their new 

Visual Aids
BY STÉPHANIE VERGE

With Art for Healing, Montrealers Gary Blair and  
Earl Pinchuk are humanizing the hospital experience 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY ROGER AZIZ
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It took a friend’s death, 
a 40th birthday party 
and a big career move 
for Gary Blair (left) 
and Earl Pinchuk to 
create Art for Healing.
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foundation, Art for Healing, would 
buy 100 high-quality reproductions 
from a graphics company and donate 
them to the hospital. In January 
2003, the first three pieces—featuring 
cartoon safari animals and children 
holding hands—went up in hematol-
ogy. Soon after came the rooms of 
the permanent residents, kids who, 
due to the severity of their conditions 
or family circumstances, lived at the 
hospital. All but one of the seven  
patients asked for outdoor scenes.

In the 13 years since that inaugural 
installation, the couple has spent the 
bulk of their time promoting the ther-
apeutic value of art. (Blair, who owns 
a communications company, devotes 
evenings and weekends to the foun-
dation; Pinchuk became its sole 
staffer in 2006.) Art for Healing, now 
in 76 public institutions, has moved 
on from reproductions. More than 
10,000 donations of original work by 
400 artists, such as Betty Goodwin, 
Kent Monkman and Marc Séguin, 
hang in rehabilitation centres, cardiac 
institutes, mental-health hospitals 
and other facilities across the country.

Each health complex has specific 
needs. When catering to children, 
for example, there’s to be no nudity 
or scary animals; people in pallia-
tive care tend to prefer abstracts.

One of the organization’s most 
fruitful collaborations has been with 
the Donald Berman Maimonides  
Geriatric Centre in Montreal’s Côte 

Saint-Luc neighbourhood. Art for 
Healing curated the entire seven- 
storey building, contributing 1,200 
pieces in total. “In 2006, we were  
installing historical photographs of 
the city’s Jewish community,” says 
Pinchuk, “and I had a feeling they 
might jog the memory of some resi-
dents suffering from dementia.” He 
was right: the men were approached 
by a woman who pointed out famil-
iar sites in the series to them—and 
were later told by a doctor that she 
hadn’t spoken in six months.

While some viewers are brought 
out of their shell, others find comfort 
in contemplation. A decade ago,  
Maria D’Andrea was a regular at the 
Children’s Hospital: her 13-year-old, 
Sophie, had debilitating shoulder 
pain due to a benign tumour. One 
day, while waiting for MRI results, 
the pair wandered down an unfamil-
iar hallway. “All of a sudden, we spot-
ted beautiful landscapes by Emily 
Carr. I told my daughter a bit about 
the artist, and we enjoyed the paint-
ings together. For a few minutes, they 
took us away from all the anxiety and 
stress.” Today, Sophie, 23, is studying 
to become an art therapist. 

“As humans, we spend a vast 
amount of time and resources try-
ing to beautify our homes to create 
a grounding environment,” says 
Blair. “Art for Healing extends that 
practice into the places where we 
feel most in need of nurturing.” 

R E A D E R ’ S  D I G E S T   
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FOR ALL SEASONS

My mother was rushed to the hospi-
tal after she took a serious tumble.  
Once there, the staff placed a band 
around her wrist with large letters 
warning: “Fall Risk.” Unimpressed, 
Mom said to me, “I’ll have them 
know I’m a winter, spring and sum-
mer risk, too.” 

BETTY HEIM-CAMPBELL

WHAT THE HEART WANTS

I like my men like I like my salads:
overdressed and secretly bad for you.

C o m e d i a n  MONICA HEISEY

TRAVEL INSTRUCTIONS

[On a plane]
Please remain seated until we’ve 

reached the gate, then feel free to 
stand hunched over weirdly side-
ways for about 15 minutes while  
we do whatever.  @ELLEOHHELL

CRITICAL READ

They hid Wonka bars literally all 
over the world, but the only people 
who found them were white people 
who spoke English?  @LINDZETA

CLASSICAL THEORY

If you’re a classic rock fan, and an
insufferable snob, your favorite 
band is The Whom. 

C o m e d i a n  CONAN O’BRIEN

I BEG YOUR PARDON?

It was a typical noisy dinner at my 
parents’ place, and Dad was having 
trouble following the conversations. 
He kept jumping in with off-topic 
comments and asking us to repeat 
what we’d said. I finally told him he 
needed to get a hearing aid. 

Looking at me as though I was 
crazy, he said, “What would I do 
with a hand grenade?” 

PAT TORNATORE

Send us your original jokes! They could
be worth $50. See page 10 or visit rd.ca/
joke for more details.

WHAT’S THE WORST THAT

COULD HAPPEN? 

IM
G

U
R

.C
O

M

rd.ca | 07/08 • 2016 | 15

Life’s Like That



Your new album, Take All My Loves, 
sets 400-year-old Shakespearean son-
nets to music. What’s the appeal?
What always hits me with Shake-
speare is that so many of his phrases 
are ingrained in our language now, 
like “all that glitters is not gold” or “I am 
that I am.” He has a universal quality 
that’s unique. No other great composer or 
writer has been able to transcend all cul-
tures and races and periods like he has. 
Whether it’s Brecht or Beethoven or Tennes-
see Williams—they’re all wonderful, but 
they’re all very much rooted 
in their time and place.

Speaking of all-time 
greats, some rather 
unusual guests recite 
verses on the album: 
William Shatner, 
Carrie Fisher, the 
Welsh actress Siân 

Rufus Wainwright on fatherhood, family traditions 
and the literary inspiration behind his latest record 

Poetic Devices
BY SARAH LISS

ILLUSTRATION BY AIMÉE VAN DRIMMELEN
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Phillips. How did you decide on 
this group? 
Not to be morbid, but Siân, whose 
voice opens the album, is in her 80s; 
William is in his 80s, too. Inge Keller, 
who performs the last poem—and 
is one of the best-known German 
theatre actresses of all time—is 92. 
I wanted to capture those legendary 
voices. Also, the sonnets were writ-
ten to be read, not necessarily set to 
music. So I felt the spoken versions 
should be the starting point.

You’re paying tribute to another 
icon this summer by remounting 
Rufus Does Judy at Carnegie Hall, 
your homage to Judy Garland’s 
cele brated 1961 concert. You first 
performed the show a decade ago. 
Why revisit it now?
I’m a big fan of her original album, 
and the experience itself was cap-
tivating. Plus, on a technical level, 
it really improved my voice. I owe  
a lot to that concert and I’m curi-
ous to see what 10 years has added 
to the equation.

Well, they’ve made you a  
father, for one—you’re co- 
parenting your five-year-old, 
Viva, with Leonard Cohen’s 
daughter, Lorca. What has 
having a child taught you? 
It’s like a bank account: the 
more money you put in, the 

more you’ll make in interest. 

Parenthood is like that, but with 
time. Viva lives in Los Angeles with 
her mom, but my husband, Jörn, 
and I go there as much as possible 
and Skype as often as we can. And 
I’ve learned that little kids remem-
ber everything. Their minds are 
sponges. You have to be careful,  
but you also have to be giving.

Your relationship with your own 
dad, the musician Loudon Wain-
wright III, has always been 
fraught. Has fatherhood shifted 
your perspective?
What’s incredible is that my father 
immediately became an amazing 
grandfather to all of his grandchil-
dren. We’ve fought our battles, but 
once he starts to engage with my 
daughter it erases so much from  
the past. It’s a miracle.

Music is a family affair for the 
Wainwrights. Has that extended 
into the next generation?
They’re still a little young to be sing-
ing four-part harmony! But I do 
know this: the last time I did a show, 
Viva was at the side of the stage. I 
had this wondrous, rapturous reac-
tion from the audience, and when I 
walked off, she was right there. The 
first thing she said to me was, “Now 
it’s my turn!”  

Take All My Loves: 9 Shakespeare Sonnets
is available now.
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That I am the first woman [to win 
this prize] is a reflection of the lack 
of gender balance in previous  
decades. That is not to say that  
there is good gender balance [in  
science] today—there isn’t—but it’s 
improved, so it seems reasonable  
to expect the fraction of women 
winning this award, and others  
like it, will increase.

  A s t r o p hy s i c i s t  VICTORIA KASPI,  

t h e  f i r s t  f e m a l e  w i n n e r  o f  t h e  G e r h a rd 

He r z b e r g  G o l d  Me d a l  f o r  S c i e n c e  a n d 

En g i n e e r i n g ,  C a n a d a’s  t o p  s c i e n c e  p r i z e 

We have to take the  
money out of politics. 

  Fo r m e r  At t o r n e y 
G e n e ra l  o f  O n t a r i o  JOHN GERRETSEN  

on CBC Radio’s The Current

I entered the fight knowing most 
people wouldn’t give me much of a 
chance, but I gave myself a chance 
just by being there.

  B o x e r  GEORGE CHUVALO, to the 

Toronto Star, on his legendary  

meetup with Muhammad Ali 

BY CHRISTINA PALASSIO

I didn’t have trouble 
asking people to donate 
to the homeless shelter 
—that was always just 
fine. But to ask people 
to donate money so that 
I could win an election 
felt really awkward.
M P  PATTI HAJDU on making the switch to politics  

from her position managing a shelter, in The Globe and Mail

Points to Ponder



If you don’t have
to cast a white
person, don’t.

Ac t r e s s  ALISON PILL, talking about

onscreen diversity, on CBC Radio’s q
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QUOTES: (PILL) FEB. 25, 2016; (GREEN) FEB. 13, 2016; (DECOUTERE) MAR. 24, 2016; (ARBOUR)
APRIL 1 ,  2016; (BELCOURT) THE GLOBE AND MAIL (AUG. 4, 2015); (O’SULLIVAN) DEC. 9, 2015;
(OBED) YAHOO NEWS (DEC. 8, 2015).

The subject line was “We’re contact-
ing you from Milan, Italy,” so I didn’t 
respond. It took them several tries to 
get me to pay attention. 

Mi c h i f  a r t i s t  CHRISTI BELCOURT

on being asked by designer Valentino if

he could feature her paintings on fabric

in his clothing line

The thing is, my success had nothing 
to do with my father’s over-the-top 
training regimens. The ice was my 
safe space. The two hours I had out 
there was the only time I truly felt 
free. When I stepped onto the ice, 
he couldn’t touch me. Everything 
became easy.

  Fo r m e r  N H L  p l a y e r
PATRICK O’SULLIVAN on his  

abusive father, in The Players’ Tribune 

It really is the proudest achievement 
that I have as a parent that my  
children are speaking Inuktitut.

  NATAN OBED, p r e s i d e n t  
o f  t h e  In u i t  a d v o c a c y  g r o u p  

In u i t  Ta p i r i i t  K a n at a m i

If I hadn’t gone to a doctor because 
I was embarrassed or didn’t want  
to deal with something that was  
potentially embarrassing, I would  
be dead today. 

  C o m e d i a n  TOM GREEN on his testicular 

cancer diagnosis, in the Daily Mail

After I testified, I felt like I had to go
up to every person in the world and 
apologize for ruining the case. 

LUCY DECOUTERE, a  c e n t ra l
w i t n e s s  i n  t h e  Ji a n  G h o m e s h i  

s e xu a l  a s s au l t  t r i a l , in Chatelaine

All the fear of Muslim integration
today is virtually identical, bizarre 
as it may seem, to the rhetoric in the 
1950s about Catholics—they were 
said to be backward, anti-democratic, 
hard to assimilate…. It’s the same 
stuff all over again, but today it’s  
fuelled by the politics of fear  
and the war on terror. 

  Fo r m e r  U N  Hi g h 
C o m m i s s i o n e r  f o r  Hu m a n 

R i g h t s  LOUISE ARBOUR, in The Globe and Mail



DON’T WEAR WHITE AFTER  

LABOUR DAY. White appears in stark 
contrast to fall foliage, making the 
wearer a prime target for bear attacks. 

DON’T WEAR SOCKS WITH SAN-

DALS. Particularly thick socks, as 
they will cause friction, resulting  
in a fire that cooks the wearer’s feet 
and causes them to smell like hot 
dogs, thereby attracting bears.

DON’T MIX PLAID AND POLKA 

DOTS. This mix of patterns creates an 
optical illusion—the wearer appears 
to be a picnic basket filled with sand-
wiches. Bears will try to eat you.

DON’T WEAR HORIZONTAL 

STRIPES. Particularly black and 
white stripes. They will make you 
look like a French intellectual, which 

will get bears worked up, as they 
have a deep interest in existential 
philosophy that never gets nurtured 
because the other forest-dwelling 
creatures are uncultured buffoons. 
Inevitably, some bear will think 
you’ll be the one to save them from 
the scourge of banality, only to real-
ize that your reading of Sartre’s Being 
and Nothingness is first-year univer-
sity level at best, and you are just a 
stripey shell of empty promises. You 
will break that beast’s heart.

DON’T WEAR UGGS. Bears will see 
your big, brown, fuzzy, round feet 
and assume you are mocking them. 
Bears hate being mocked.

DON’T WEAR A SHIRT THAT SAYS 

“I  BEARS.” Bears hate pandering 
even more than being mocked. 

The fuzzy reasoning 
behind classic style tips

Wild About 
Fashion
BY ANNA FITZPATRICK 
FROM THE HAIRPIN

ILLUSTRATIONS BY IAN TURNER

© 2016, BY ANNA FITZPATRICK. FROM “THE SCIENTIFIC REASONS BEHIND FASHION DON’TS,” THEHAIRPIN.COM.
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Drowning in endless chatter? These simple
strategies can help you tone down the racket.

Yak Attack
BY LENORE SKENAZY

rd.ca | 07/08 • 2016 | 21



R E A D E R ’ S  D I G E S T   

 ! A WHILE AGO, FRIENDS of 
friends came over for dinner. At first, 
the female half of the couple seemed 
charming. But before long, she was 
monopolizing the conversation; it 
became apparent she wouldn’t be 
shutting up. I noticed her husband’s 
head cocked at a weird angle. He’d 
fallen asleep at the dinner table. 

It’s no surprise some people talk 
too much. What’s shocking is they 
don’t seem to pick up on even the 
most obvious cues—a passed-out 
spouse, for instance. 

There are two basic types of over-
talkers, explains University of Texas 
psychology professor Art Mark-
man, whose 2014 book, Smart 
Change, is about understand-
ing motivation and building bet-
ter habits. The first actually work at 
being entertaining because they feed 
off our appreciation. The second 
group includes people who fear that 
when nobody’s listening, they cease 
to exist. It’s a problem psychologists 
ascribe to everything from loneliness 
to insecurity to arrogance.

Markman says most non-stop talk-
ers “need social interaction to sur-
vive, so they’re just looking to plug 
into somebody and don’t care who it 
is. They smell social interaction and 
go into a feeding frenzy.” When such 
an extreme chatterbox corrals you, 
you’re not having a conversation—it’s 
an act of aggression. Talkers steal lis-
teners’ time with little to no warning. 

If you ever find yourself 
in that position—and 

you will—remember these 
handy coping strategies tai-

lored to various scenarios.

At the Office
To fend off chattering co-workers, 
says Jennifer Kalita, a Washington, 
D.C.–based communications execu-
tive and author, the expression “hard 
stop” can be an invaluable social cue. 
“At the beginning of a meeting, say ‘I 
have a hard stop at 3 p.m., so let’s dig 
right in.’” With colleagues who don’t 
instinctively respect your time, Kalita 
explains, the phrase signifies that 
your commitment isn’t just personal; 
“it’s important, and I can’t be late.”

Another tactic to help a rambler 
stay on track is to play dumb, says P
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LeslieBeth Wish, a psychotherapist 
based in Sarasota, Fla. “Say ‘I like 
what you’re saying; I just want to 
make sure I’ve got it right.’” By doing 
this, you force the talker to focus. 

Hanging Out With Friends
If a long-time chum routinely prat-
tles on ad nauseam but you’re loath 
to sever the relationship and don’t 
feel equipped to address the issue 
directly, “plan activities where talk-
ing isn’t allowed,” says Kalita. “Go to 
the movies instead of having dinner. 
Take a Zumba class in lieu of lunch.” 

Relaxing With Relatives
“My mom and I would watch TV 
while Dad sat in his recliner and 
talked,” recalls writer Jess Kennedy 
Williams, who’s working on a book 
about people who natter on. “We 
learned to block him out until his 
voice went up like he was coming to 
the end of a sentence, then we’d say, 
‘Yes, I know,’ or whatever.” 

There are more constructive ways 
to keep the peace in your family. 
Markman suggests a tag-team tactic: 
“If you see someone is overwhelmed 
by a conversation, swoop in.” Wish 
recommends encouraging chronic 
chatterers to home in on one thing. 
“If someone is talking about their 
travels, ask them to concentrate on  
a specific place,” she says. “Then ask 
them to focus on one event or aspect 
of that locale.” 

If all else fails, keep yourself busy 
while others are talking—that way 
you won’t feel as though your time is 
being wasted. Sort the laundry, paint 
the kitchen. Multi-tasking is key. 

Silencing Your Inner Yakker
Are you an unwitting member of 
the excessive-chattering class? To 
find out, says Kalita, examine your 
conversational habits like a detec-
tive. When you’re discussing some-
thing with a pal, are you really 
listening to what he or she is say-
ing, or are you just anticipating the 
thing you’re going to say next? 
“When your friend tells you a story 
about an alligator,” she says, “do 
you need to tell a bigger, more 
shocking story about an alligator?”

Perhaps most saliently: did you 
ask any questions? Did you follow 
those up with more queries—ones 
that went beyond simply: “That’s 
awful. Wanna hear what happened 
to me today?” A real conversation 
involves listening, nodding, en-
gaging and looking surprised. 

However, there are some circum-
stances where you’re allowed to dom-
inate the conversation as much as 
you’d like: when your heart is burst-
ing. If your dog died, your daughter 
got engaged, you just lost your job or 
won a major election—if it’s a really 
big moment in your life, babble on. 
Just don’t forget to thank the person 
who’s listening for his or her time.  
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Great ways to celebrate our 
nation’s 149th birthday

Oh, Canada! 
BY KRISTI GREEN
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 ! CANADIANS ARE TYPICALLY 
humble, but on July 1st, we toast 
Confederation by painting the town 
red—and white. Here, some ideas 
for how to mark the occasion, 
whether you’re hitting the road  
or hanging out in your backyard.

A Capital Affair
Ottawa’s big birthday bash kicks off 
at 9 a.m. with a flag raising on Parlia-
ment Hill, followed by a changing-of-
the-guard ceremony. At midday, the 
Snowbirds stage a flyby. The day 
ends with a CanCon concert and 
fireworks spectacle in front of the 
Peace Tower. Bonus: national muse-
ums offer a variety of gratis activities.

Join the Party
Most cities and towns organize free 
Canada Day activities. Check in 
newspapers and online for public 
parades and events at community 
centres, libraries and Legion halls. 
For a unique reminder of what it 

means to be Canadian, attend spe-
cial citizenship ceremonies hosted 
by groups across the country. 

Homebody Blast
Invite friends over for a backyard 
cookout. Pass around only-in-Canada 
snacks like ketchup- and dill pickle–
flavoured chips and national delica-
cies such as poutine, butter tarts and 
Nanaimo bars. Young (and young-at-
heart) guests will enjoy showing their 
true patriot colours: paint your face 
red and white to salute the maple-
leaf flag, our symbol since 1965. 

Game for Anything
Rally your neighbours to participate 
in a thematic scavenger hunt. Spot a 
maple tree, Tim Hortons cup, hockey 
stick, canoe… the list goes on. Bonus 
round: the English version of “O Can-
ada,” written by Robert Stanley Weir 
in 1908, actually has four verses. 
Challenge your friends to see who 
can recite all the words. 
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Afford 
   to Retire 

1.800.461.4663
retireelliotlake.com

In Elliot Lake, your 
nest egg goes further. 
Offering the most affordable retirement 
lifestyle in Ontario, with rents 
from as little as $500.00 per month, 
you can afford to do the things you have 
always wanted to in your retirement.

Book your Discovery Tour, 

which includes:

1 Free Night
(Second night at $30.00 + taxes)

at the Hampton Inn Elliot Lake and enjoy 

a tour of the city and our properties.

Compare and Save!
For two bedroom apartments.

Source:  CMHC Rental Market Report Fall 2015

ELLIOT LAKE $ 605

LONDON  $ 953

KITCHENER   $ 969

COLLINGWOOD    $ 982

OSHAWA      $ 1,049

OTTAWA   $ 1,159

TORONTO      $ 1,269



Up your grill game, 
whether you’re a master 
chef or a culinary novice

BBQ Cues
BY PAT LYNCH

! As summer heats up, many of 
us head outside to make our main 
meals. Here, some tips on cooking 
your favourite foods to perfection, 
no matter what your skill level.

PORK

“We all grew 
up eating shoe-
leather pork,” 
says Angie 
Quaale, owner of Well Seasoned, a 
gourmet food store in Langley, B.C. 
“You just want to cook it till it’s 
done. There should even be a tiny 
bit of pinkness left in the centre.” 
Beginners should start with chops 

and remember that a meat therm-
ometer is essential. Once you  
register an internal temperature  
of 145 F, pull the pork chop off the 
grill. To enhance the moisture in 
the finished product, experienced 
chefs can try brining chops in a 
water-salt-sugar mixture overnight. 

CHICKEN

Be patient. Rush-
ing chicken on 
the grill will burn 
the outside and 
leave the inside undercooked—and 
that’s not really good. “Well done is 
160 to 165 F,” says Toronto-based M
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barbecue expert Ted Reader. Quaale 
suggests rookies start with some-
thing simple, like a boneless, skin-
less breast: butterfly the chicken, 
season both sides and cook over 
medium-high heat. More adventur-
ous types can cultivate a smoky fla-
vour by putting wood chips in a cast 
iron box inside their gas grill. 

STEAK

“You want to 
have a scream-
ing hot grill 
when you put 
on a steak,” says Quaale. Speed is 
key, and don’t keep flipping the 
meat—once or twice should be 
enough. Feeling fancy? Try out a 
reverse sear—cook the steak at 225 F 
for about an hour. When the meat’s 
inner temperature reaches 120 to 
125 F, crank up the grill to 600 F 
and sear the sirloin for one to two 
minutes per side for a perfect, juicy 
medium rare. 

SEAFOOD

Beginners can 
try placing 
oceanic fare, 
like salmon or 
scallops, on a wooden plank (cedar,  
maple, hickory and alder are good 
bets) that’s been soaked in water. 
“The plank creates some steam and 
cooks the fish right through, giving 
it great flavour without drying it 

out,” says Quaale. For direct grilling, 
season the grates with non-stick 
cooking spray—before you turn on 
the barbecue. (A hot grill will turn 
that pressurized can into a flame-
thrower.) Give the fish a little spritz, 
too, just before it hits the heat. But 
don’t think about going anywhere—
this stuff will cook fast. If the fish 
sticks, Reader says, “It’s not ready to 
be turned. Wait. Have a sip of beer. 
Then slide a nice, sharp-edged  
spatula under the fish, lift it and  
roll it over.”

VEGETABLES

If you’re cooking 
veggies as a 
side, you may 
want to throw 
them on the barbecue first; some 
vegetables take even longer to cook 
than animal proteins. Prepare 
twice as much as you think you’ll 
need (they’ll make great leftovers) 
and be bold in your choices: egg-
plant, sweet peppers, green onions—
even fruits like pineapple and 
peaches—are all great options. For 
corn, soak the cob in water for two 
hours with its husk on, then grill  
it whole—the steam will cook the 
corn nicely. Even leafy greens can 
be terrific when lightly charred 
with olive oil. “Cut some romaine 
into three or four pieces and make 
a grilled Caesar salad,” says 
Quaale. “It’s phenomenal.” 
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GROUP YOUR GOODS 
For efficient unloading (and a tidy 
vehicle), keep a laundry basket in 
your trunk. Fill it with shopping 
bags and carry it inside once 
you’re home. Return it to the car 
the next time you leave.  

MINIMIZE THE MESS 
Crumbs seem to have an affinity 
for sticky spaces. To avoid grit 
buildup in your cup holders, use 
silicone muffin liners. When they 
get grimy, pop them out to wash.

KEEP YOUR HANDS CLEAN
Place a bottle of sanitizer in the 
side compartment of the driver’s 

door. This facilitates quick clean-
ups after pumping gas or pushing  
a grocery cart.

FILE YOUR BILLS
Keep an envelope labelled “Re-
ceipts” in the main console and 
use it to stash parking and shop-
ping chits. Every week, take a  
moment to decide which ones  
are important to keep.  

CONTAIN THE TRASH
Prevent debris from finding its 
way into every corner and com-
partment by repurposing a plastic 
container or empty tissue box to 
hold all garbage. Empty weekly.

Clever tricks to 
organize your car 

Top Gear
BY KELSEY KLOSS
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1. The Swimming
Saskatchewan’s Manitou Beach has 
kid-friendly sandy expanses, but it’s 
the mineral-rich water that keeps 
bathers pleasantly buoyant. For ex-
tended submersions, Parlee Beach, 
N.B., has this country’s warmest salt 
water, and the shallow aquamarine 
Pine Lake in the Northwest Territo-
ries heats up to about 20 C under 
summer’s almost-endless sun.

2. The Sandcastles
Prince Edward Island’s Cavendish 
Beach, Manitoba’s Grand Beach and 
Slave Lake, Alta.’s Devonshire Beach 

host annual sand-sculpture con-
tests, but they’ve also got,  

respectively, a live-lobster 
touch tank, three kilo-
metres of dunes and  
hundreds of campsites.

3. The Surf
An hour from Halifax, Lawrence-

town Beach is home to surf schools 
for beginners. In Kincardine, Ont., 

Station Beach offers consistent swells 
in salt-free water. Rocky Sombrio, a 
two-hour drive west from Victoria,  
is popular with experienced surfers.

4. The Scene
The pink umbrellas of Toronto’s 
Sugar Beach shelter urbanites look-
ing for an escape from the concrete 
jungle, as do their blue counterparts 
at Montreal’s Clock Tower Beach—
both cater to lounging rather than 
swimming. At Kitsilano Beach, a 
sunset dip is mere steps from 
some of Vancouver’s best 
bars and restaurants.

5. The Solitude
With seven kilometres of 
sand, Newfoundland’s Sand-
banks Provincial Park gives you 
room to roam. At Bennett Beach in 
the Yukon, the mountain views are 
best enjoyed with an ice cream from 
nearby Carcross. And in Nunavut, 
you can spot walruses sunbathing on 
the gravelly shores of Hall Beach. 
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Reasons to love Canada’s shores 

Best Beaches
BY KAT TANCOCK
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2 HOMEGOING: A NOVEL

Yaa Gyasi
Though only in her mid-20s, Gyasi deserves a place on your 
shelf alongside Toni Morrison and Chimamanda Ngozi 
Adichie. In this remarkable debut, “home” is a complex notion 
explored by unforgettable characters—two half-sisters from 
warring villages in 1700s Ghana; a black family in modern- 
day America—as they live through being uprooted. June 6.

1 
PURE AND SIMPLE/DOLLY’S 

BIGGEST HITS

Dolly Parton
Parton has been honing her giggly demeanour 
and campy zingers (“The higher the hair, the 

closer to God”) since she started performing profes-
sionally in the 1960s. But if you’re taking her flighty 
persona at face value, you’re underestimating a seri-
ously savvy artist. Six decades into her career, Parton  

is producing material that stands up to her best work. 
Case in point: this double album, which pairs a disc 

of rollicking new originals with pared-down ver-
sions of Parton country classics. This summer.

Our top picks in books, music, movies and TV

RD Recommends
BY SARAH LISS

DID YOU KNOW?  In the ’70s, Elvis Presley wanted to cover “I Will Always Love 
You.” Parton was game until Presley’s manager insisted she sign over the pub-
lishing rights. She declined—and earned millions in royalties from the song. 
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5 FREEDOM: MY BOOK  

OF FIRSTS

Jaycee Dugard
4 STRANGER THINGS

With her moon-shaped
eyes and translucent fragility, Winona 
Ryder has always seemed to have a 
direct line to the paranormal. That 
quality serves her well in this 
eerie Netflix series about 
an Indiana town plagued 
by supernatural 
forces. As a mom 
whose son van-
ishes, Ryder con-
jures a grown-up 
counterpart to 
the witchy muses 
she played in Bee-
tlejuice and Edward 
Scissorhands. July 15.

3THE BFG

If the dream team of Steven Spielberg,
Roald Dahl and Walt Disney doesn’t charm chil-
dren big and small, nothing will. True to its source 
material, this enchanting live-action adaptation  
of the beloved kids’ book travels to Giant Country, 
where a “nice and jumbly” jug-eared oaf harbours 
a lonely orphan girl and protects her from his 
tooth-gnashing, flesh-eating peers. July 1.

At the age of 11, Dugard was kid-
napped off the streets of South 
Lake Tahoe, Calif., and spent 
nearly two decades in captivity, 
during which she was sexually  
assaulted by her abductor and bore 
two children. How does a person 
go on after such an ordeal? Dugard 
answers that question in her new 
memoir, a remarkable survey of the 
many “firsts”—both joyful (her first 
taste of champagne) and daunting 
(the possibility of a future relation-
ship)—since her escape in 2009. 
July 12. 
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SPECIAL FEATURE

READER’S DIGEST TRUSTED BRAND™ 2016

WHY TRUST
MATTERS

Reader’s Digest conducts an annual Trusted BrandTM survey in which 
Canadians can vote on the brands they trust the most.  We also invited 
you to share why trust is so important when making purchase decisions 
and how it infl uences your shopping habits. Here’s what you told us.

“Once my trust is earned, I often fi nd 

myself purchasing the same product in the 

future. I may not even (actively) think of it. 

I just know, subconsciously, that I’ve had 

positive experiences with that logo or that 

brand and I automatically reach for it.” 

– DEX, ALBERTA

“I need to know that when 

I buy something, the product 

will give me the most value 

for my dollar and the quality 

will be consistent.” 

– JENNY, BRITISH COLUMBIA

“I am willing to pay more for a 

product that I know will always 

meet my expectations.” 

– KAREN, ONTARIO

“Like most Canadians, I work hard for my 

money. Trust equals my business. It is vital 

for customers to be told the truth.” 

– CASEY, NEW BRUNSWICK

“Seeing that the product is highly rated 

and recommended will greatly infl uence 

my decision. I feel that if others believe 

that this is a superior product, I will too.” 

– MAGGIE, ONTARIO

“Consumers want to purchase from trustworthy 

companies and get the best product for 

their family. Trust is defi nitely essential when 

shopping and making a purchase decision.” 

– KIM, NOVA SCOTIA

Reader’s Digest Trusted BrandTM Contest submissions, January 8 to April 9, 2015. TMTrusted Brand is a registered trademark of Reader’s Digest Association Canada ULC



SPECIAL FEATURE

TRUST BY THE NUMBERS
In this year’s Trusted Brand™ survey, thousands of Canadians voted for 

brands across 40 product categories, from consumer packaged goods to 

fi nancial institutions. This year’s results are in! Here are the standout stats:

of you say it is essential to 

trust the brands you buy.

TRUST IS
ESSENTIAL

89%

YOU’RE
BRAND

AMBASSADORS 85%
of Canadians are

brand ambassadors, 

praising trusted brands 

to family and friends.

of you will buy the more 

trusted brand when quality 

and price are about equal.

TRUST IS 
THE DECIDING 
FACTOR

92%
of Canadians would pay 

more for the products 

and services they trust.

DEPENDABILITY
IS WORTH
EVERY NICKEL

81%
of Canadians admit they 

are very brand loyal.

YOU’RE
DEVOTED

82%

SOCIAL RESPONSIBILITY COUNTS

77%
of Canadians are more 

likely to trust businesses 

that make product recall 

announcements.

WHAT MAKES A TRUSTED BRAND™?

Source: 2016 Reader’s Digest Trusted BrandTM Study. TMTrusted Brand is a registered trademark of Reader’s Digest Association Canada ULC

Key attributes of a Trusted BrandTM include reliability, 

an excellent reputation and high customer satisfaction. 

Simply put, a Trusted BrandTM provides superior products 

and services on which you can depend.

The Trusted BrandTM seal is a sign of consumer confi dence. 

And these brands consistently deliver on their promises. 

Visit TRUSTEDBRANDS.RD.CA for the complete list of winners.



SPECIAL FEATURE

TOYOTA IS THE TRUSTED HYBRID 
BRAND FOR CANADIANS WITH 
PROVEN HYBRID TECHNOLOGY 
DEMONSTRATED IN MORE THAN 
NINE MILLION HYBRID VEHICLES 
SOLD WORLDWIDE.

Toyota is proud to be named Reader’s Digest Most Trusted BrandTM 
for six consecutive years in the Hybrid car category. 

H
Y
B

RID CAR MANUFACTUR
ER

With the launch of the fourth generation Prius and the fi rst-ever RAV4 Hybrid, 

Toyota is taking hybrids to the next level with advanced vehicle technology.

The 2016 Prius offers a longer, sleeker and lower design, and introduces the 

Toyota New Global Architecture (TNGA). An innovative and integrated approach 

to developing new platforms and powertrains, TNGA delivers a more engaging, 

smoother and dynamic fun-to-drive experience in the new 2016 Toyota Prius. 

At 4.5L/100km (city/highway combined) it’s the most fuel-effi cient non plug-in 

sold in Canada*. And it’s even more affordable than the 2015 model it replaces.

The 2016 Toyota RAV4 Hybrid is the brand’s seventh hybrid model and it 

combines the success of the conventional RAV4 – Toyota’s top-selling vehicle 

to-date this year in Canada – with the world’s most proven hybrid technology. 

The result is the most fuel-effi cient SUV in Canada at 7.2L/100km (city/highway 

combined) and a no-compromise vehicle with style, capability, features and 

performance*.

“As a leader in the hybrid vehicle market, Toyota is committed to the future of mobility 

and aims to continue shifting perceptions about hybrids. Toyota’s advanced 

vehicle technology highlighted in the 2016 Prius and 2016 RAV4 Hybrid are prime 

examples of how we deliver on our promise of exceptional fuel effi ciency, 

performance and design.” 

– LARRY HUTCHINSON, PRESIDENT AND CEO, 

TOYOTA CANADA INC.

* Fuel effi ciency estimates based on 2016 Fuel Consumption Guide ratings published 
by Natural Resources Canada. Government of Canada test methods used. Actual fuel 
consumption will vary based on driving habits and other factors.



toyota.ca

WHAT’S NEXT
With modern, striking lines, standard Bi-LED headlights and an
uncompromising sense of style, the 2016 Prius has an edge 
at every angle. Sleek is what’s next.



SPECIAL FEATURE

TOYOTA IS COMMITTED TO 
EARNING THE TRUST OF CANADIANS 
WITH FUN-TO-DRIVE, HIGH-QUALITY 
AND DEPENDABLE VEHICLES 
— LIKE THE 2017 TOYOTA COROLLA.

Toyota is proud to be named Reader’s Digest Most Trusted BrandTM 
for eight consecutive years in the Passenger car category.

P
A

S
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Canadian model may differ.

With more than 43 million Corolla’s sold worldwide over the past 50 years, 

it continues to be a part of more people’s lives than any other car in the history 

of the automobile. 

The 2017 Corolla combines Toyota’s legendary quality, dependability and 

reliability with a striking new look, inside and out, plus numerous enhanced 

features. Advanced technology upgrades ensure the Corolla remains a standout 

in its segment. Highlights include new standard LED headlamps, available 

7” Display Audio entertainment system and redesigned interiors offering 

greater comfort and convenience. 

In addition to the Star Safety SystemTM, the new Toyota Safety Sense (TSS) 

package will be standard on every 2017 Corolla. TSS is Toyota’s class-leading, 

advanced safety system designed to help support awareness, decision making 

and vehicle operation – and will be available on most Toyota vehicles by the 

end of 2017. It features Pre-collision with Pedestrian Detection, Dynamic Radar 

Cruise Control, Lane Departure alert with Steering Assist and Automatic 

High Beam. The 2017 Toyota Corolla goes on sale in September.

“Toyota vehicles are renowned for their outstanding safety, quality and value. 

With the 2017 Corolla, Toyota is taking the car that customers trust and 

enhancing it with refreshed design, advanced technology and 

class-leading Toyota Safety Sense. It will exceed the needs 

and expectations of today’s drivers.” 

– LARRY HUTCHINSON, PRESIDENT AND CEO, 

TOYOTA CANADA INC.



 ! BECAUSE OF THE HUMAN 
body’s idiosyncrasies, the urinary 
tract is the single most common 
place for bacterial infections to  
occur. Up to half of women will face 
this problem at least once (com-
pared to 12 per cent of men). This  
is in part because there’s a shorter  
distance for the bacteria to travel 
between the anus (where they’re 
found in feces) and the urethra.

Contrary to popular belief, both 
sexes see their UTI risk increase as 
they age. Men over 50 often have an 
enlarged prostate, which can block 
the bladder and trap urine inside 
long enough for germs to multiply, 
while women produce less of the  
estrogen that strengthens the urinary 

tract’s protective lining. However, “in 
post-menopausal women, the vagi-
nal estrogens can be supplemented 
with capsules or creams,” says Dr.  
Suzanne E. Geerlings, an infectious-
disease physician at the Academic 
Medical Centre in Amsterdam.

The classic signs of a UTI include  
a frequent and urgent need to pee, 
pelvic pain and a burning sensation 
during urination, but many seniors 
harbour bacteria in the urinary tract 
without coming down with any of 
these ailments. That isn’t necessarily 
a problem: the micro-organisms 
aren’t usually hurting symptom-free 
patients. According to the European 
Association of Urology’s guidelines, 
antibiotics are recommended only if IS
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How to deal with UTIs

Urine 
Trouble
BY SAMANTHA RIDEOUT
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the UTI is affecting the patient; other-
wise, he or she should be left alone, 
as overprescribing 
antibiotics promotes 
drug-resistant “super-
bugs.” (Exceptions are 
made when there’s 
concern that a patient 
could develop a kid-
ney infection or other 
complications.)

An asymptomatic 
infection can some-
times cause confu-
sion or delirium. If 
these signs suddenly 
appear, consult a 
doctor, who can then suggest treat-
ment and figure out whether a UTI 
is the culprit.

While recurring UTIs aren’t  
unusual, drinking lots of fluids can 

reduce repeats. A 
popular home rem-
edy is cranberry 
juice—the berries 
contain A-type pro-
anthocyanidins, fla-
vonoids that may 
make it harder for 
bacteria to stick to 
the bladder wall. 
That said, the evi-
dence for their  
impact on treating or 
preventing infections 
is inconclusive. 

There’s no harm in drinking the 
juice, but it may not pack a greater 
punch than any other beverage. 

80 to  
90%

of UTIs are caused by E. coli 
bacteria. Antibiotic-resistant 

strains of this species are  
increasing worldwide.

Severe Disease Often 
Triggers Trauma
A year after diagnosis, more than half 
of breast cancer patients show one  
or more symptoms of post-traumatic 
stress disorder (PTSD), according  
to a study of 166 patients at the 
CCCLMU University Hospital of  
Munich. These include feelings of  

detachment and outbursts of anger. 
What’s more, 40 per cent of the  
patients who’d already experienced 
something traumatic—an assault, 
say—rated breast cancer as more 
troubling. These findings suggest 
that people with life-threatening  
illnesses should seek psychological 
support, such as talk therapy. 

News From the 
World of Medicine
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Street Light Hampers  
Sleep Quality
A Stanford University study of 15,800-
plus Americans concluded that ex-
cessive amounts of light from street 
lamps has a strong effect on shut-eye. 
After controlling for other factors, the 
California-based scientists found that 
subjects living in areas with bright 
outdoor lighting were more likely to 
report sleep disturbances, shorter 
sleep duration and increased daytime 
fatigue. Heavy curtains or eye masks 
could help counteract this problem.

Viagra May Exacerbate 
Existing Skin Cancers
A German paper published in Cell 
Reports has proposed an explanation 
for why we see more melanoma in 
men who take sildenafil (Viagra). The 
popular erectile-dysfunction medica-
tion seems to inhibit an enzyme that 
would otherwise slow down a signal-
ling pathway melanoma cells use to 
grow. The researchers said there’s  
no reason why cancer-free men 
shouldn’t use Viagra from time to 
time: the drug might encourage skin 
cancers that already exist, but it prob-
ably won’t trigger new ones.

Mirror Therapies Can Help 
With Bulimia 
Researchers from the University of 
Granada, in Spain, tested two tech-
niques for decreasing body dissatis-
faction in women with bulimia 

nervosa. In “guided exposure,” par-
ticipants observed their bodies in  
the mirror while describing them in 
neutral terms. The second technique, 
“pure exposure,” allowed patients to 
express their thoughts and feelings 
about their appearance. Both meth-
ods reduced levels of cortisol, a stress 
hormone. They both also increased 
body satisfaction, but pure exposure 
was more effective, possibly because 
it let patients express negative reac-
tions and learn to manage them with 
professional help. 

TEST YOUR MEDICAL IQ

Malabsorption is when…

A.  The brain doesn’t retain  
new information.

B.  A drug shows no effects.

C.  The blood fails to clot in  
a wound.

D.  The body has trouble taking 
in nutrients from food.

Answer: D. Malabsorption is an 
impairment of the body’s ability 
to get nutrients from food. It 
can lead to weight loss, bloat-
ing, diarrhea, muscle wasting or 
gas and is caused by conditions 
such as Crohn’s and liver dis-
ease. It can also be a side effect 
of medications.
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THE PATIENT: Daniel, a 42-year-old 

communications manager

THE SYMPTOMS: Diarrhea, exhaus-

tion and jaundice

THE DOCTOR: Dr. Les Lilly, medical 

director of liver transplants at Toronto 

General Hospital

 ! LAST APRIL, DANIEL GOT sick 
while travelling in India. He’d been 
careful to drink only bottled water. 
He loved street food, though, and,  
in the second week of his trip, devel-
oped severe diarrhea. A doctor at a 
clinic near his hotel in New Delhi 
prescribed an antibiotic, which made 
Daniel feel better. But two weeks 
later, after he had returned home to 
Ajax, Ont., and finished his course of 
medication, the diarrhea resumed.

His GP suspected giardia, an  
intestinal infection caused by a  

microscopic parasite, and put him 
on metronidazole, an antibiotic 
commonly prescribed to treat the 
condition. A stool-sample test con-
firmed the infection, but even after 
Daniel’s gastrointestinal symptoms 
abated, something wasn’t right. He 
felt increasingly tired. Three weeks 
later, his skin started turning yellow.

Doctors at a local hospital 
couldn’t determine the source of 
Daniel’s jaundice. He had no history 
of liver disease and had been vaccin-
ated against hepatitis A and B, as 
well as yellow fever, typhoid and Jap-
anese encephalitis, all of which can 
interfere with liver function. An ultra-
sound showed no abnormalities in 
his blood vessels or bile ducts. He 
was screened for hepatitis B and C, 
Epstein-Barr (a virus that causes 
mononucleosis, which can lead to 

Case History
BY SYDNEY LONEY

ILLUSTRATION BY TRACY WALKER
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DRUG STORE

SHOPPERS DRUG MART 
IS CANADA’S MOST 

TRUSTED BRAND OF
DRUG STORE IN 2016!

ADVERTORIAL

FROM ONE TRUSTED BRAND TO ANOTHER...
CONGRATULATIONS!

READER’S DIGEST TRUSTED BRAND™ 2016 WINNER

TMTrusted Brand is a registered trademark 

of Reader’s Digest Association Canada ULC



liver problems) and cytomegalovirus 
(a common virus that can attack the 
liver), but the results were negative.

Still, Daniel’s liver biochemistry 
was abnormal, and tests showed his 
clotting factors were off. The organ 
makes proteins that help blood clot; 
people with acute liver failure often 
develop internal bleeding, espe-
cially in the gastrointestinal tract.

A liver biopsy suggested that Dan-
iel had a viral form of hepatitis. After 
five days, his health was declining, 
and he was transferred to Toronto 
General Hospital. “He was very jaun-
diced by this time,” says Dr. Les Lilly, 
the hospital’s liver transplant special-
ist. Two days later, Daniel became 
confused and no longer knew who 
he was. That’s when his name was 
added to the transplant waiting list, 
where patients are given priority 
based on both the severity of their 
disease and the availability of a 
suitable donor.

“We couldn’t be certain what 
was causing his liver failure,” Lilly 
says. Even the antibiotic Daniel 
had taken in India could’ve been to 
blame. “An accurate drug history is 
important because almost any medi-
cation can cause liver problems.” 
Given the patient’s travel history, Lilly 
suspected hepatitis E, a water-borne 
virus that’s rare in North America but 
endemic to South Asia. (A blood test 
confirmed the diagnosis, but results 
wouldn’t arrive for two weeks.)

There is no vaccine or drug to 
treat hepatitis E, although the ill-
ness is typically benign, Lilly says. 
“You might feel unwell for a few 
days and probably turn a little yel-
low, but by the time you decide to 
do something about it, you start 
feeling better. This patient had an 
unusually severe reaction.” Daniel’s 
gastrointestinal issues were likely 
caused by a combination of giardia 
and hep E—diarrhea commonly 
occurs in people with advanced 
liver disease. 

Within days, a donor in another 
province became available, and 
doctors began prepping the patient 
for surgery. While they waited for 
the liver to arrive, Daniel’s confu-
sion cleared. In a matter of hours, 
the transplant was cancelled. Over 
the next few days, his liver biochem-
istry started returning to normal. 
Two weeks later (about two and a 
half months after his trip to India), 
he was discharged, although it took 
six months for a full recovery. 

Daniel was lucky. By the time liver 
failure reaches the stage where the 
patient becomes confused, there’s 
only a 15 per cent chance that the 
organ will recover on its own and 
the patient won’t require a trans-
plant. But when viral hepatitis is 
caught in time, “if you can support 
the patient through the worst of it, 
the liver will repair itself,” Lilly says. 
“It’s a remarkable organ.” 

R E A D E R ’ S  D I G E S T   
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Binge Eating Disorder:  

It’s a real medical 

condition

† A survey to assess BED was performed using the DSM-IV®§ diagnostic 
criteria across 14 countries including the United States, Belgium, 
France, Germany, Italy, the Netherlands, New Zealand, Northern Ireland, 
Portugal, Spain, Colombia, Brazil, Mexico and Romania. 

‡  This does not represent the full diagnostic criteria as per the DSM-5™¶. 

§  DSM-IV is a registered trade-mark of the American Psychiatric Association. 

¶  DSM-5 is a trade-mark of the American Psychiatric Association. 

You’re not alone. 

In a multinational survey, almost 2% of 
people experienced Binge Eating Disorder.† 

Binge Eating Disorder (BED) isn’t just overeating. It’s a real 

medical condition, and one that’s quite common. In fact, in a 

multinational survey of over 24,000 people, the prevalence 

was higher for BED than bulimia in all countries surveyed.† 

Characterized by repeated episodes of binging (eating a 

large amount of food in a short period of time), BED may be 

accompanied by feelings of distress, disgust and a sense of 

a lack of control.‡ 

There is help. 
BED can be managed, but it can also be a very sensitive 

topic. You might not be comfortable discussing it, or maybe 

you’ve hidden it from your loved ones. But now, there’s 

more information and understanding about BED than ever 

before. 

Getting the support you need starts with a simple 

conversation. If you think you might have BED, reach out to 

family, friends or your doctor for the help you deserve. 

Reach out. Ask for help.  

Start the conversation.

CDA/BU/15/0126 
64614-04-2017-E 
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Affability
Canadians are known
for their politeness, 
even under duress.

(Suit)case in point: 
 Posted online by Vancouver

comedian Ivan Decker

 
CELEBRITY 

Twitter quips from the cream of

Canadian comedy:

I would eat healthier and work out, 

but it might come across a little 

“off brand.” 

BRENT BUTT 

When a magician shows off his

new house, he probably says, 

“This is where the magic happens” 

in every room. 

JAY BARUCHEL

You haven’t experienced savagery 

until you’ve tried searching for a 

table in a mall’s food court. 

DEBRA DIGIOVANNI 

C

Doughnuts
Musings on what is, arguably, our  
national treat: 

Doughnut : A small fried cake of 
sweetened dough used to lure people 
into unnecessary meetings.

reddit.com

Beasts
One Tumblr user exemplifies our prox-

imity to wildlife: 

I just got a wrong-number text from 

someone saying, “Hey, can we use your 

pool? There’s a moose in ours.” 

SHINYMAPLESQUID

R E A D E R ’ S  D I G E S T   
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FILM 

Check out this highlight reel

from the viral Twitter hashtag 

#makeamovieCanadian:

The Never-Ending Sorry

 @MUSICMOM99

Gone With the Wind Chill

@BLAIRAWRITER 

The Full Mountie

 @RUNSPOTSRUN

F

Hockey 
Rivalries between NHL 
teams are serious business: 

Q: How many Oilers fans does it take 
to screw in a light bulb? 
A: None. They just sit in the dark and
talk about how good it used to be. 

A teacher asks her students what 
their dads do for a living. She gets 
the usual answers: firefighter, busi-
nessman, police officer. But when 
it’s Billy’s turn, he says, “My father’s 
a criminal who robs banks.” Shocked, 
the teacher takes Billy out to the hall. 
“My goodness,” she says. “I had no 
idea about your dad!” 

“Well,” Billy replies, “My father 
actually plays for the Montreal Cana-
diens, but I was too embarrassed to 
say that in front of everyone.” 

reddit.com

H

 
GRACIOUSNESS 

We’re famous for our kindly man-

ner. Just look at this testimonial:

A guy in my class said his brother 

lost his wallet in Canada and 

someone shipped it back to him 

with souvenirs. 

AWELLKEPT-SECRET, via Tumblr.com

GEducation 
More than half of Canadians
over the age of 25 have some 

post-secondary schooling. In light of 
our love of learning, here are some 
smarty-pants zingers:
 
Is it solipsistic in here, or is it just me? 

What do you get when you cross a 
joke with a rhetorical question?

A photon checks into a hotel and the 
bellhop asks him if he has any lug-
gage. The photon replies, “No, I’m 
travelling light.”

reddit.com

E
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KAPUT

(As in, the state of the loonie.) 

The Canadian dollar is so bad that 
when a clerk accidentally hands 
me an American nickel, I turn 
around and mutter “Suckerrrr” 
to myself. 

 @MIKECARROZZA

K

Law Enforcement 

Tweets like this one from  
Regina’s police department 
suggest that even cops get up 

to funny business: 

I always wonder how many of the 
incidents we investigate started with 
someone yelling YOLO.

 @REGINAPOLICE 

L

Maple Syrup
I don’t think Canadians are as friendly 

as they appear. They stab trees and 

feast on their blood. 

INABASKET, via Tumblr.com

Ice 
Canadian winters are known
to be terrifyingly frigid:

 
imgur.com

I

Jabs 
We’re not above making fun of our

neighbours south of the border:

Q: How can you tell the difference  

between Americans and Canadians?

A: Canadians not only have a sense  

of humour, they also know how  

to spell it. 

buzzfeed.com (F
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ONE-LINERS 

I used to be in a band called  
Missing Cat. You probably saw  
our posters. 

I dedicate this show to my dad, 
who was a roofer. So, Dad, if 
you’re up there… 

Recently in court, I was found 
guilty of being egotistical. Rest  
assured, I am appealing.

C o u r t e s y  o f  C a n a d i a n  c o m e d i a n 
STEWART FRANCIS

O

News 
Think you’re on top of current

events? Try to spot which 

headlines are real and which are fake:

1. “Saskatchewan Farmer Hosts Melting

Man Festival, the Canadian Equiva-

lent to Burning Man” 

2.  “Famous Recording Artist Sings 

‘Happy Birthday’ to Cop, Ticket 

Avoided”

3.  “CRA to Release Rap Album Explain-

ing Changes to Canadian Tax Code” 

4. “Man Fends Off Attacking Grizzly

With Single Arrow, Martial Arts” 

CBC’s This Is That, CJAD, National Post

N

ANSWERS: Fakes: 1 and 3. Real: 2 (the 
singer was Gladys Knight) and 4.

Poetry 
Montreal poet
D a v i d  M c -
Gimpsey has 

gained an on-
line following for 

the satirical book covers he’s 
made with Photoshopped im-
ages, gently poking fun at the 
Canadian literary scene.

mcgimpsey.tumblr.com 

P
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QUARRELS 

Because sometimes Canadians 
aren’t so peaceful: 

If everyone in my life would just 
read the transcripts of my impas-
sioned shower monologues, we 
wouldn’t have these communica-
tion issues. 

Va n c o u v e r  c o m e d i a n
KATIE ELLEN HUMPHRIES

Q

Regret 
It doesn’t matter what country you’re 
from. Everyone makes mistakes:

What idiot called it a dad bod and not 
a father figure?

@TPOPE

What idiot said their foot was asleep, 
not that they had coma toes? 

@MICHAELJHUDSON

What idiot called them coffee-shop 
renovations instead of java updates?

@RELATABLEDADS

Statistics
Don’t expect to see this information 
reflected in the long-form census. 
Funny tweets like these, from the  
@Stats_Canada Twitter account, are 
purely satirical:

Every single Canadian is separated by 
-6 degrees.

Shania Twain has worn 16 acres  
of denim during her lifetime. 

Thanks to larger nets, Wayne Gretzky 
now says that you only miss 95 per 
cent of the shots you don’t take.
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Time 

Each year, Canadians con-

tend with daylight saving 

time. They may forget to  

adjust their watches, but they never 

forget to joke about it: 

Set your clocks an hour ahead as a  

little reminder that we’re in control  

of nothing, but especially not time.

To r o n t o  c o m e d i a n ANNE T. DONAHUE

T
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WAY BACK WHEN

Since 1947, Canadians have been

chuckling at Reader’s Digest’s  

humour pages. Here, some gags 

from our archives:

The nurse beckoned to one of a 

group of expectant fathers wait-

ing at the hospital and announced, 

“You’ve got a new son.” 

Immediately, another man rushed 

up and complained, “What’s the 

idea? I was here before he was!” 

FROM NOVEMBER 1947

A mailman whose right pant leg 

was in tatters limped into the  

post office. 

“What happened to you?” asked 

the postmaster. 

“I was on my route when a big 

dog rushed out and bit me on the 

ankle,” the mailman explained. 

“Did you put anything on it?” 

asked the postmaster. 

“No,” said the victim, “he liked  

it plain.”
FROM AUGUST 1978 
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Underappreciation
As Canadians, we’re proud to

have a glowing reputation on 

the world stage. Still, we all know when 

we’re being snubbed:

*Me petting my cat* 

Cat: “This is the happiest I will ever be.” 

*A door opens* 

Cat: “Now is my chance to flee this 

prison and never return.”

 @SAD_TREE

U

Vice 
We’re true, north and strong… but 
not free of bad habits:

When I die, my ghost will probably 
haunt a fridge.

@HIPPIESWORDFISH



X-treme Sports 
Only in Canada…

imgfave.comX

Yuks 
From Charlottetown to Yellowknife, 
who doesn’t appreciate a groan-
worthy joke? 

Two monkeys are having a bath. One 
monkey says, “Ooh ooh ooh AAAH 
AAAH!”

The other says, “Put some cold wa-
ter in, then.” 

Q: What happens when you pet a dog 
in the opposite direction? 
A: You rub him the wrong way. 

reddit.com (M
O

N
K

E
Y

) 
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O
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ZIPPINESS

Canadians love a good case of 

quick thinking:

A game warden is walking along 

an east-coast beach when he 

spots a man with a bucket of lob-

sters. The officer walks up, flashes 

his badge and says, “You’re in big 

trouble, buddy. Poaching lobsters 

is a serious offence.” 

The man answers, “You’ve got it  

all wrong. These lobsters are my 

pets! Every morning I let them 

swim around in the ocean for a 

few minutes, then whistle them 

back in.” Skeptically, the warden 

says, “Okay, then. Prove it.” 

The man proceeds to throw the 

lobsters into the ocean, and both 

he and the warden stand waiting. 

After a couple minutes, the officer 

looks at the man and says, “That’s 

long enough, now whistle your 

lobsters back in.” The fellow turns 

to the warden and says, “Lob-

sters? What lobsters?”

reddit.com

Z

52 | 07/08 • 2016 | rd.ca

R E A D E R ’ S  D I G E S T    



I’M THEIR 

 HERO AGAIN.

*vs. leading bargain brand

Now more flexible*
to move with you GET A FREE SAMPLE AT DEPEND.COM 

RECONNECT WITH YOUR LIFE.
When Sloan spends time with his boys, the new comfortable fit of 

DEPEND® FIT-FLEX® UNDERWEAR gives him the freedom to be the dad 

he wants to be. How will you reconnect with the life you’ve been missing?





The freight train barrelled toward the three-
year-old girl, hunched over on the tracks 
60 metres away. Trainman Merv Peever knew 
that to save her life, he’d have to risk his own.  

BY JERRY MACDONALD FROM READER’S DIGEST,  1994

ILLUSTRATIONS BY JON WESTWOOD

Leap
            of Faith
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THERE WAS A HINT OF RAIN in the 
air on October 20, 1993, as 32-year-
old Sandra Campbell turned her van 
into the winding driveway of her 
home near Stoner, B.C. After a morn-
ing of shopping, she was anxious to 
put seven-month-old Bevin and 
three-year-old Keely down for a nap.

In the back, Jory and Alden, aged 
six and five, giggled as they played 
with the automatic rear window. 
The van hit a pothole, and some of 
the groceries spilled out the open-
ing. With barely 100 metres to go 
down the drive, Sandra thought 
it would be better to get the kids 
settled and return for the items that 
had fallen out.

After letting the boys and Keely 
into the house, Sandra climbed back 
behind the wheel. The baby was 
asleep in her car seat.

“Mommy will be right back,” San-
dra shouted. “I’m just going to pick 
up those groceries.”

Though their home is close to 
Highway 97 and BC Rail’s main line, 
Sandra was confident the children 
knew the limits of their play area. 

When she returned two minutes 
later, the boys ran sobbing toward 
her. They hadn’t been listening 
when she’d explained where she was  
going, and they’d run outside to find 
her. A few hugs and kisses later, they 
all went back inside, but the house 
seemed too quiet as Sandra carried 
Bevin into the kitchen.

“Keely,” called Sandra. “Keely, 
where are you, sweetheart?” No  
answer. Sandra ran from room to 
room, then retraced her steps to the 
front porch. The toddler couldn’t 
have gone far.

But as the moments ticked away 
and Sandra found no sign of her 
daughter, she felt a creeping panic.

Jory and Alden, sensing something 
was wrong, finally confessed. Keely 
had been with them when they ran 
out, and she was heading through the 
trees when they last saw her.

Within 10 minutes, Sandra had 
checked the neighbouring houses. 
Nobody was home.

It was 2 p.m. when she called her 
husband at his forestry consultant’s 
office in Prince George, 25 kilometres 
north. “Brock, Keely’s missing! I’ve 
looked everywhere. I can’t find her.”

Brock swallowed hard. “I’m on  
my way.”

Then Sandra dialled 9-1-1. Stay 
home, she was told, in case Keely 
returned. Help would be there soon. 
About 35 minutes had passed since 
Sandra had pulled into her driveway.

SHORTLY AFTER 1 P.M. at the Prince 
George yard, Engine 4618 began  
lugging its 61 cars on the journey to 
Vancouver. It was a trip engineer Ron 
Anderson, 61, and trainman Merv 
Peever, 63, had made hundreds of 
times. But things weren’t unfolding 
as they should.
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The men had just started moving 
when the dispatcher ordered them to 
stop. A crew driving to the terminal 
had noticed gravel spitting from one 
of the 17 hopper cars they used to 
transport loose materials.

Damn! thought Anderson. This is 
no way to start a shift. While other 
crew checked the hoppers, he and 
Peever passed the time with idle chat-
ter. Lean and six feet tall, Peever was 
a railway veteran, and now he and his 
wife, Joyce, parents of eight grown 
children, were looking forward to his 
retirement. He loved the job, but after 
some 30 years, he wanted to spend 
more time helping people through 
his ministry at the Pentecostal church 
in Williams Lake, his hometown. In 
contrast to the soft-spoken Peever,  
Anderson was a stocky man, full of sto-
ries and practical jokes. His booming 
laugh could fill the cab of the engine.

At 1:25, the crew of Engine 4618 
was told that all the cars checked 
out. They would have to make up 
time if they were to stay on schedule. 

Had 4618 left at the appointed hour, 
it would have been roaring past the 
Campbell home at the moment San-
dra was dialling 9-1-1.

KEELY REMEMBERED HER mom
pulling out of the driveway and Jory 
and Alden chasing after the car. She 
had dashed out to join in the chase, 
but her sweatshirt got snagged on the 
barbed-wire fence that surrounds the 
Campbell property. By the time she 
freed herself, Jory and Alden were no-
where to be seen.

She decided to follow the train 
tracks. She knew they led to Prince 
George, where Daddy worked and 
Mommy must have gone.

It was close to 2:15 as the south-
bound freight reached cruising speed 
on its path through a forest of poplars 
and evergreens. Peever and Ander-
son were about to put the coffee on 
when a voice crackled through the 
overhead speaker.

The train was eight kilometres 
from Stoner as dispatcher Pat Mercer  
issued this warning: “Engine 4618, be 
advised we have reports that a three-
year-old child has been lost in the area 
between Stoner and Red Rock. Could 
you keep an eye peeled for her?”

Peever and Anderson had made 
this run so often they knew every 
farm, every ranch, and which ones 
had kids. “Bet it’s those tykes who 
always play on the hill by the tracks 
near Red Rock,” Anderson remarked. 

THE DISPATCHER ISSUED
    A WARNING: “ENGINE 
 4618, BE ADVISED, A 
            THREE-YEAR-OLD 
  CHILD HAS BEEN 
        LOST IN THE AREA.”
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A moment ticked by, and Anderson 
picked up his radio handset to call the 
caboose. “We’re going to slow it down,” 
he said. “We’ll run it at 20 kilometres 
an hour or so for a while—just in case.”

Within two minutes of the call from 
dispatch, 4618 chugged through Red 
Rock. There was no sign of any chil-
dren. The engineer applied several 
kilograms of air to the brakes in all 
61 cars. If 4618 needed to stop in a 
hurry, the brakes would be warm, 
and this would reduce the inevitable 
violent jerking and thrusting forward 
motion that comes with trying to halt 
4,400 tonnes of rolling freight.

Peever pictured the missing child, 
and considered his own grandkids. 
What if it were one of them? What 
would I be going through right now? 
His thoughts turned to a fateful  
night in Lillooet, B.C., when a co-
worker was crushed between two 
freight cars. Peever remembered 
holding him in his arms. He recalled 
the date: November 13, 1981, at 4 
a.m. Most of all, he couldn’t forget his 
colleague’s eyes and how the life had 
faded from them. Please, God, don’t 
let it happen again.

KEELY HAD NEVER BEEN this cold. 
The sharp-edged ballast rock in the 
railbed cut into her stockinged feet. 
About an hour after she had begun 
walking, she laid her head on the oil-
stained ties that spanned the steel 
rails and rested.

PASSING BY THE CAMPBELL place, 
4618’s engineer thought about return-
ing to normal speed. They were now 
past the area where the child had last 
been seen. She wouldn’t have crossed 
over the highway bridge.

But Anderson didn’t accelerate. 
And as the train entered a slow curve, 
both he and Peever saw something 
lying on the tracks ahead.

“What’s that?” Peever shouted. “Do 
you see it? Looks like a pile of rags.”

Anderson reached for a red horn 
button and gave it several short 
blasts. The “rags” moved.

“There she is!” both men yelled.
Anderson hit the horn again. At 

the same time, he reached up and 
engaged the full emergency stop, 
shutting the engines down and lock-
ing hundreds of wheel brakes.

But stopping a kilometre-and-a-
half-long freight train takes plenty 
of real estate. In this case, at least 
100 metres would be needed. Keely 
was about 60 metres away.

Anderson and Peever saw her stum-
bling to her feet, but the child only 
stepped to the side of the rails and 
squatted down. Peever’s mind raced. 
He knew they couldn’t stop in time.

Before Anderson could turn to look 
at him, Peever was gone. He bolted 
down the three steps from their cab 
to the two steel doors that led to the 
front of the engine. As he pulled the 
second door open and grabbed a rail-
ing, Peever’s eyes were fixed on Keely.
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He would have to leap ahead of the 
train and somehow grab the child 
and throw her and himself away 
from the engine. He knew there was 
a chance they would both be killed.

In the cab, Anderson tried to buy 
a few precious seconds by grab-
bing another lever and throwing the 
train into reverse. The sound of steel 
wheels grinding and the roar of the 
motors trying to push the train in the 
opposite direction was deafening.

At the same instant, Peever jumped 
from the staircase and lunged ahead 
of the train.

The child turned, and Peever 
could see her terrified expression. 
She was on her feet. Peever had time 
for two strides.

As Anderson leaned out  his 
side window, he saw Peever reach  
for Keely.

Peever didn’t hear the roar of the 
4,000-horsepower engine, nor the 
mesh of grinding steel. He was aware 
only of his outstretched hands miss-
ing their mark. Keely had moved.

Hitting the edge of the railbed face 
first, Peever rolled and reached up at 
the same time. He felt something. It 
was Keely.

As he plunged down the metre-
high embankment, Peever grabbed 
Keely by the neck of her sweatshirt 
and gave one desperate yank. He felt 
her falling with him.

But as he rolled, Peever lost his 
grip. And as he landed on his back, 
he looked up and saw Anderson’s 
face rush by above him.

Peever turned and saw Keely. Al-
though he had managed to pull her 
away from the front of the engine, she 
had not followed him down the bank. 
As Engine 4618 screeched by, Keely sat 
on her haunches just centi metres from 
the tracks. There was a dull thud, and 
the child’s head jerked forward as one 
of the engine’s fuel tanks struck her.

Peever scrambled up, the loose bal-
last rock giving way as he clambered 
on all fours toward Keely. When he 
reached the child, he grasped her in 
his arms and turned away from the 
screeching train.

Keely’s hands and feet were like 
ice. There was a trickle of blood ooz-
ing from her head.

As the engine finally came to a 
stop and Anderson scrambled down, 
Peever summoned the courage to 
look into Keely’s eyes. Dirt and oil 
had mixed with the blood on her 
face. Tears rolled down her cheeks. 
There was a long silence.

      PEEVER DIDN’T HEAR 
THE GRINDING STEEL. 
            HE WAS AWARE 
   ONLY OF HAVING 
             MISSED HIS MARK.  
       KEELY HAD MOVED.
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Then Keely spoke the four most 
beautiful words Peever had ever 
heard: “I want my mommy!”

Anderson and Peever stood there 
shaking and smiling.

“You did it, buddy!” Anderson 
shouted. “I don’t know how, but by 
God, you did it!”

Peever’s eyes were full of tears. He 
said a quick prayer of gratitude.

The men climbed back aboard 
4618 with Keely, and the trembling 
Anderson spoke into his radio hand-
set: “This is 4618. Lost child found. 
Trainman Peever had to jump out 
and grab her. She’s got a bump on the 
head and a small cut behind her ear 
that might require some stitches, but 
she’ll be all right.”

When 4618 reached the Stoner 
crossing, an RCMP officer was wait-
ing. Extending a hand to Peever 
and Anderson, Const. Ken Brissard 
congratulated the two heroes. “This 
turned out good,” he said to them.

AS THE RCMP CRUISER entered the 
Campbells’ yard, Brock and Sandra 
saw Keely sitting in the front seat. They 
began running down the driveway. 

At 2:59 p.m., Const. Brissard noti-
fied the Prince George RCMP detach-
ment that the Keely Campbell rescue 
was complete.

NINE DAYS LATER, on October 29, 
BC Rail held its annual dinner in 
Prince George, where Peever and 

Anderson were honoured. There, the 
Campbells had the chance to express 
their appreciation.

As she stepped toward Peever, San-
dra reached out, and they embraced 
as if they had known each other their 
whole lives. A murmur went through 
the crowd of 200. Suddenly everyone 
was standing, clapping and cheering. 
Keely buried her face in her father’s 
shoulder. She wasn’t sure about “that 
man who hit me.”

Accepting a plaque commemorating 
his deed, Peever removed his glasses 
and wiped his eyes. “Miracles happen 
because we still believe,” he said. “And 
I’m one of those fellows who believes. 
There were angels with that little girl. 
That’s why she’s alive today.”

In 1997, Merv Peever was awarded 
the  G overnor  G eneral’s  Medal  
of Bravery.  
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Laughing 
   atLanguage

Why certain 
words are funny

BY MICHAEL HINGSTON  
FROM THE WALRUS

SOCIETY



PROFESSOR CHRIS WESTBURY

may be a respected psychologist, but 
his latest research is nonsense. At the 
University of Alberta, he has been do-
ing important work, exploring the con-
nections between language difficulties 
and brain function. Yet his studies 
have also provided insights into the na-
ture of humour. As part of his inquiry, 
Westbury presents patients suffering 
from aphasia—whose comprehen-
sion of words and speech is often 
impaired—with a string of letters and 
asks whether or not it constitutes a real 
English word. One day, a graduate stu-
dent pointed out something curious: 
certain nonsense words consistently 
made patients smile and sometimes 
even laugh out loud. “Particularly,” 
Westbury says, “‘snunkoople.’”

He started checking with friends and 
colleagues to see whether they had the 
same reaction, and the response was 
nearly unanimous. Snunkoople was 
funny. But why? In a 2016 paper pub-
lished in the Journal of Memory and 
Language, Westbury presents what 
he believes could be the answer: the 
inherent funniness of a word, or at 
least of context-free non-words, can 
be quantified—and not all nonsense is 
created equal.

According to Westbury, the less statis–
tically likely it is for a certain collec-
tion of letters to form a real word in 
English, the funnier it is. (The play-
wright Neil Simon seemed to grasp 
this implicitly in his 1972 work, The 

Sunshine Boys, in which an old vaude-
villian tells his nephew, “If it doesn’t 
have a ‘k’ in it, it’s not funny!”—“k” 
being one of the least frequently used 
letters in the alphabet.) Fluent English 
speakers, Westbury says, are accus-
tomed to words sounding a parti-
cular way. So when they come across  
unusual clusters of letters or syllables, 
their expectations are violated. Laugh-
ter is the by-product of that violation.

The theory of humour as a function 
of incongruity isn’t new. Westbury’s 
paper traces its influence from Aris-
totle to Charlie Chaplin. In the 18th 
century, the German philosopher 
Immanuel Kant defined laughter as 
“an affection arising from the sudden 
transformation of a strained expecta-
tion into nothing.” But Westbury ze-
roes in on the work of another German 
philosopher, Arthur Schopenhauer, 
who in the 19th century proposed 
that this response was scalable—that 
there was a direct correlation between 
a joke’s ability to subvert our expecta-
tions and its power to amuse.

Westbury decided to test Scho-
penhauer’s hypothesis by appealing 
to probability—specifically, the odds 
that letters in any non-word would 
appear in an English word in the 
same combination. He ran two stud-
ies. In the first, he presented partici-
pants with a computer-generated list 
of some 5,928 made-up words to see 
which ones they found comical. Those 
that sounded rude shot straight to the 
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top of the scale; four of the six funni-
est were “whong,” “dongl,” “focky” and 
“clunt.” Westbury decided that those 
quasi-vulgarities had to go because 
they triggered associative biases. He 
wanted nonsense in its purest form.

In the second study, the psychol-
ogist and his team created a new 
selection of made-up words, filtered 
for crass undertones. The research-
ers made sure that the new non-
words were easily pronounceable 
and that they didn’t violate typical 
English spelling rules. (Whether or 

not they found it amusing, no one 
would mistake, say, “xxxxxxx” for a 
real word, and most would be hard-
pressed to pronounce it.) Partici-
pants then ranked the words on a 
scale of funny to not funny.

The outcome of the studies was 
clear: participants consistently judged 
the same non-words to be funny, even 
when they didn’t sound vulgar (among 
the G-rated consensus winners were 
“hablump,” “jumemo” and “fingly-
siv”). And the less plausible the word 
sounded, the funnier the participants 
deemed it to be. Westbury and his col-
leagues believe that, taken together, 
the studies represent the first quan-
titative test of Schopenhauer’s nearly 
200-year-old hypothesis.

The results square intuitively with 
our everyday lives as English speak-
ers. Many of the funniest fake food 
products from The Simpsons, for  
example—including Duff Beer and 
the intriguingly vague Tubbb!—score 
low on Westbury’s probability scale. 
Dr. Seuss elevated the creation of  
ridiculous words to an art: even chil-
dren with a loose grasp of the English 
language understand that “wumbus” 
and “yuzz-a-ma-tuzz” are meant 
to be laughed at. In fact, Westbury  
analyzed 65 of Seuss’s made-up words 

and confirmed that they, too, were  
reliably lower in probability.

While these studies mark a steady 
step into the wobbly terrain of quan-
tifying humour, Westbury isn’t sure 
where the research will go from here. 
Absurd words are relatively easy to 
create, but most forms of humour, he 
says, are more difficult to measure. In 
the course of his research, Westbury 
attended open-mic comedy nights 
at a local bar in Edmonton. He once 
watched a 10-minute bit about a  
cyclist getting spiders stuck in his 
hair. It was hilarious, but, Westbury 
remembers thinking, How would you 
ever quantify this kind of thing?

Until he figures that out, he’ll always 
have “snunkoople.” 

© 2016 BY MICHAEL HINGSTON. THE WALRUS (MARCH 2016). THEWALRUS.CA
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THE BEST JOKE  
I EVER TOLD  

BY JOEL BUXTON 

The other day I was doing my 
taxes and my accountant asked, 
“Do you have any dependants?”  
I said, “Yes, on the kindness  
of strangers.”

Follow Toronto writer and  
comedian Joel Buxton on 

 @JoelBuxton.

Send us your original jokes! You could
earn $50 and be featured in the magazine. 
See page 10 or rd.ca/joke for details.

THE MAGIC OF MOVIES

[Pitch meeting] 
“Okay, so it’s a ton of dogs.  

Dalmatians. 100 of ’em. I call it  
100 Dalmatians.” 

[Ideas man pipes in] 
“Let’s think bigger.” @RISTOLABLE

BUILDING INSPECTOR: What’s  
this called?
DARTH VADER: The Death—

[Inspector looks up from his  
clipboard.]
DARTH VADER: Uh, the Health Star.

@BOBVULFOV

THE TURNING POINT

[Jesus at the bar]
“Oh, I’ll just have a water.” 

*winks at camera*   @THYNEBEA

MODERN LOVE 

I bet ancient Egyptians were like,
“Yo, nobody in history will ever  
worship and revere cats like we do.” 
And then came the internet.

@DSCHNOEB

TRAVEL PLANS

Has Missouri ever done a tourism 
ad with the slogan “Missouri Loves 
Company”?  @PEACHCOFFIN
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Laughter
THE BEST MEDICINE



      T H E

G R E A T E S T

CANADIAN
N E I G H B O U R S

They live next door, across 
the way and down the street. 
They mow our lawns, dry our 
tears and watch over our 
children. They are

PHOTOGRAPHY BY AMBER BRACKEN, 

THOMAS FRICKE AND JASON GORDON
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A FAMILY OF FRIENDS
When my partner, Vicki, and I bought our house in 
the summer of 2005, the previous owners had left 
it a mess. There was a cat skeleton in the kitchen 
ceiling and a flea infestation in the basement. Fol-
lowing about a month of renovations, we finally 
moved in. Shortly after, Nellie, a three year old with 
big blue eyes and blond hair, waltzed into our lives. 
She opened our front door one afternoon and an-
nounced, “Hi! I’m here for a long visit.” With that, 
she transformed our house into a home. Nellie 
turned out to be our next-door neighbour (along 
with her parents, Kristen and Jeff). Today, Frances, 
our eight-year-old daughter, is like a little sister to 
Nellie. Our families have become so close that we 
both agreed to lower the back fence between our 
yards. It’s been a joy to watch our kids grow together. 

LISA AYUSO, TORONTO 

Jeff, Kristen, 
Lisa and VickiJ
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IN SICKNESS AND  
IN HEALTH
In 2010, my husband and I moved 
from Toronto to Vancouver Island 
with our 15-year-old calico cat, Cal-
lie. Within a few days, we met Bev 
and Bob, who lived across the street. 
They offered to care for our cat if we 
ever took a vacation. Not long after, 
we planned a trip to Ontario. Days be-
fore we left, our cat sitter backed out, 
and I turned to our new neighbours. 
They looked after Callie for the entire 
summer. We didn’t know it then, but 
Bob had terminal cancer—he passed 
away later that year. We’re touched by 
how generous it was of Bev and Bob 
to spend some of those precious final 
months caring for our pet. 

DEBBIE NEIL, SALTAIR, B.C. 

THE MORE THE MERRIER
At the end of our cul-de-sac, there 
are five families who’ve grown up 
alongside one another over 29 years. 
We can make the best out of any situ-
ation: when the Eastern Seaboard 
Blackout hit our area in 2003, for 
instance, we pooled our resources. 
Over the next decade, we commem-
orated that kindness with an an-
nual blackout party in a neighbour’s 
backyard—no electronics or lights al-
lowed. We’ve stood up at each other’s 
weddings, spent one Christmas in the 
hospital together, delivered eulogies 
at funerals. I grew up with five moms, 
five dads and more than 10 siblings. 
On paper we’re just neighbours, but 
in our hearts we’re blood. 

JESSICA BUSI, WINDSOR, ONT. 

WHAT’S MINE IS YOURS
If there’s anyone who’s willing to 
share, it’s our neighbour, Marc. 
He’s lent us his truck when we’ve 
had to deliver furniture to our kids 
in Sudbury. For the last two years, 
he’s even let us borrow his home, 
heading to his cottage so that some 
of our family members could stay at 
his place during reunions. Marc has 
become a mentor and confidante to 
our grandchildren—and sometimes 
he takes them out for ice cream. 
He’s an all-around great guy and a 
wonderful neighbour.

TRÈVA COUSINEAU, ORLÉANS, ONT.
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Trèva and 
Marc
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PART OF THE FAMILY
Allan Castelino lived next door to 
my parents in Mississauga between 
1994 and 2015. From day one, he was 
the son they didn’t have nearby (my 
brothers are based in Montreal and 
Orlando, Fla.). Whenever there was 
a problem with their home—leaky 
pipes, a noisy fridge—Allan was on 
hand to fix it. He even helped take 
the garbage to the curb during winter. 
Last year, my parents downsized to a 
condo, and Allan made their move 
hassle free. And these days, although 
they live in another neighbourhood, 
he still stops by to help! 

NITA NAIK, MARKHAM, ONT.

Allan
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ZERO JUDGMENT
In July 2015, my partner and I
adopted Zoe, a five-year-old poodle/
Jack Russell terrier mix. I’m a PhD 
student and desperately needed the 
daytime company. But there was 
one issue: Zoe wasn’t socialized as a 
puppy. Other dogs make her anxious, 
and to this day, she lunges, barks and 
snarls at them. 

Whenever I’d walk Zoe, I’d have to 
apologize profusely for her growls. Yet 
most of our neighbours barely flinched 
at her intense behaviour. Before I fully 
understood that Zoe’s anxiety wasn’t 
her fault, the people around us showed 
her compassion. Thank you, Somerset 
and Delaware Avenues.

CHRISTINA VANI, TORONTO 

MAN’S GREATEST 

BLUNDER HAS 

BEEN IN TRYING 

TO MAKE PEACE 

WITH THE SKIES 

INSTEAD OF MAKING 

PEACE WITH HIS 

NEIGHBOURS.

ELBERT HUBBARD, writer
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PARTNERS IN 
“CRIME”
I’ll never forget the day 
Dominique came to 
my rescue. Back when 
I lived in Guelph, Ont., 
I saw my kids off at the 
bus stop one morning, 
then realized I’d lost 
the keys for my car and 
my house. I was run-
ning very late. As I tried 
unsuccessfully to enter 
my home through the 
back door, I noticed 
that a top-floor window 
was open. I ran two 
doors down to Domi-
nique’s, and explained 
my plight. She hauled 
out her four-metre lad-
der, which she held 
steady while I climbed 
up, in plain view of the 
park behind my yard. 
We laughed the whole 
time—it looked like we 
were breaking in. Even-
tually, I made it inside 
and found my spare 
keys. I’ve since moved 
to another province, 
and if I ever get locked 
out of my house again, 
I know I’ll wish Domi-
nique was close by.

BARB BRITTAIN-MARSHALL, 

CALGARY

RENAISSANCE MAN
Norm, who lives six houses down, is the most car-
ing and accommodating guy I’ve ever met. When 
my husband, Jay, broke his back in a 2013 snow-
mobile accident and was in the hospital for a 
month, Norm frequently drove for over an hour to 
visit him. He also helped keep an eye on our house 
during that time, bringing in the mail and watch-
ing our dog. And in the winter, he takes his snow 
blower down the street and clears many of our 
other neighbours’ driveways. Norm is never too 
busy to lend a hand, and he never asks for any-
thing in return. 

JACKIE BEAULIEU, BARRIE, ONT.

LASTING INFLUENCE
I grew up in Mississauga, Ont., beside an incred-
ibly sweet couple and their four kids. The Gup-
tas were so inspiring—even though most of their 
children moved away, they always remained 
close, setting an example for my siblings and me. 
The family made us feel like part of their team. 
We were invited to barbecues and accompanied 
them to Diwali celebrations—they even asked us 
to their granddaughter’s wedding ceremony. The 
Guptas helped shape who I am.

JACKIE HAMILTON, ESSEX, U.K.

NOTHING MAKES YOU MORE 

TOLERANT OF A NEIGHBOUR’S 

NOISY PARTY THAN BEING THERE. 

FRANKLIN P. JONES, 

writer
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LITTLE BY LITTLE
Sometimes the most practical acts 
bring a world of comfort. My mar-
riage of 28 years dissolved in 2012, 
when I was in my early 50s. I went 
next door to tell my neighbour Kelvin 
the news, and he simply said, “I will 
cut your grass for you.” For the past 
four years he’s kept his word. This 
may seem like a small gesture, but 
it means so much more than I can 
ever express. The little things really 
do make the most difference when 
you’re feeling low.

NANCY RUTHERFORD, STONEWALL, MAN.

Nancy and 
Kelvin
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LEAN ON ME
I moved into my condo building 
in 2008. For the first while, I rarely 
spoke to my neighbours. About two 
years in, Alison took over an apart-
ment down the hall. One day, while I 
was in the communal laundry room 
sporting pimple cream and pyjamas, 
she introduced herself. We became 
close friends almost instantly. Alison 
supported me through a rough patch 
after a serious car accident and was 
unfailing in her patience and love. 
Over the years we’ve weathered 
many other storms—breakups with 
boys, tough stuff at work, fights with 
friends—and made many happy 
memories along the way, too. 

NIKKI BOOTH, EDMONTON

Alison and 
Nikki
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CONFIDENCE BOOSTERS
Chris and Joanne Douros put on
a great annual block party. The 
nicest part of the evening is when 
they recognize the “special events” 
that took place in the previous year. 
Chris and Joanne announce the 
accomplishments of other mem-
bers of our community, handing 
a flower to folks who’ve graduated 
or celebrated milestone anniversa-
ries. By applauding achievements 
and welcoming new neighbours, 
their party provides the perfect  
atmosphere for people to mingle 
and bond, regardless of their ages 
or interests. 

JOHN AND SHALIMAR SANTOS-COMIA,

SCARBOROUGH, ONT.

TIMES OF NEED
Others may also say it, but I really 
do have the best next-door neigh-
bour. Scott’s generosity goes above 
and beyond. In 2013, he drove for 
an hour and a half to bring my dog, 
Sherman, from Peterborough to  
Toronto to comfort me after my 
sister passed away. I’ll always be 
thankful for the incredible kindness 
he showed during the most difficult 
time of my life. I’m about to move 
back to Toronto, and I keep telling 
people the thing I will miss most 
about my old home is my friend one 
house over. 

SARAH ARMSTRONG, PETERBOROUGH, ONT.

Scott and 
Sherman
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WE HAVE ALL 

KNOWN LONG 

LONELINESS.... 

THE ONLY SOLUTION 

IS LOVE, 

AND THAT LOVE 

COMES WITH 

COMMUNITY.  

DOROTHY DAY, 

writer
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Happy 
Campers?

Newcomers to Canada take on a 
cherished pastime—with mixed results

A DOZEN IMMIGRANTS SIT IN A CLASSROOM. 

The walls are plastered with world maps, desks 

are stacked with maple cookies, and a table is 

piled high with tarps and tents. They’ve come to 

learn about the venerable Canadian practice of 

sleeping under the stars, also known as camping. 

BY OMAR MOUALLEM 
FROM THE WALRUS
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The workshop is a Parks Canada 
initiative, started in 2011 and meant 
to ease newcomers into the wild. 
This session, held last year inside an  
Edmonton Catholic Social Services  
office, is one of the agency’s biggest 
yet: 47 people from three continents 
have committed to spending the Sep-
tember long weekend surrounded by 
the Jasper National Park mountains, 
lakes and glaciers, and a quarter of 
them have shown up to 
this pre-trip primer.

“Can anyone trans-
l a t e  A r a b i c ? ”  a s k s 
Frank Bessai, settle-
ment-orientation co-
ordinator, attempting 
to conduct a roll call 
over an eight-language 
c a c o p h o n y .  Ha n a n 
Omar, a 20-year-old 
Somali woman clad in 
black from head scarf 
to sneakers, eagerly 
raises her hand. Balqees, an Iraqi 
mother of adult children, slides her 
chair close to Omar’s, as does a Syr-
ian father of seven. Bessai sets up 
one translation network between 
them and another between Kirundi  
speakers,  then places  himself  
between those who speak Russian. 

He gives the floor to Kevin Gedling, 
a park-engagement officer whose 
very job is to promote the wonders of 
the wild. “What is a national park?” 
Gedling asks, enunciating every word. 

“It’s an example of a special place in 
Canada. Our job is to protect national 
parks and show them to people who 
live in Canada and around the world. 
And that includes you.”

That’s the pitch, but it’s not the 
whole story. Since 2001, national-
park visits have stalled at around 12.5  
million a year, down from 16 million 
in 2000. As a result, the federal agency 
has begun to focus on attracting 

young people, urban 
dwellers and newcom-
ers to Canada. For the 
first two target demos,  
Wi-Fi hotspots have 
been added to some 
parks, and so have pow-
ered, heated, A-frame 
cabins. For the third, 
there’s Learn to Camp. 

NEARLY HALF OF Learn 
to Camp’s 1,800 an-
nual participants come 

because they’ve been told that camp-
ing is fun, according to Parks surveys. 
A fifth of them attend because they’ve 
heard camping is a core Canadian  
tradition, as much a part of our identity 
as hockey and maple syrup. But many 
immigrants to the country make their 
homes in urban spaces and seldom get 
out to see the remote wilderness by 
which Canada defines itself interna-
tionally. So for Parks, the message can’t 
just be that camping is Canadian—it 
must also be that camping is easy.

THOUGH 
CAMPERS 

OFTEN LEAVE 
THE PARKS 
INSPIRED, 

GETTING THEM 
THERE IS A 

CHALLENGE.

R E A D E R ’ S  D I G E S T   
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For families such as Omar’s, any 
cost is a barrier. When her father 
was killed in Somalia in 2006, Omar, 
along with her mother and five 
younger siblings, fled to Syria. Five 
years later, their new country was 
embroiled in civil war.

Last July, the family was sponsored 
to come to Edmonton.

Her younger brothers and sisters 
are now going to school, and Omar, 
an aspiring nurse, is upgrading her 
education. Gedling says it could be 
years before families such as hers 
are able to afford another trip into 
the mountains like the one they’re 
about to take.

Though campers often leave the 
parks feeling inspired, getting them 
there is a challenge. For example, 
there are language barriers and the 
fear of exotic wildlife—especially 
bears. (“It’s illegal to hurt the animals,” 
Gedling tells a teenage boy who  
requests a knife for self-defence.) 

Many participants have camped, just 
never for fun, so understanding that 
concept is also an obstacle. “If you tell 
a bunch of people from central Africa 
that we’re going to walk up that moun-
tain, they’re going to say, Why?” Bes-
sai says. “‘Is there something we need? 
Is there firewood up there?’ You don’t 
just walk up mountains to enjoy the 
nature and recreational experience.”

The idea of sleeping in tents for 
pleasure rather than necessity is  

especially confounding—and that’s 
what dissuades Balqees, the Iraqi ref-
ugee who had planned to bring her 
son and daughter on the trip. Staring 
at a photo of a family bundled up in a 
tent, she yelps, “Shukran jazeelan!”—
a sarcastic thanks but no thanks.

Gedling’s opening definition of a na-
tional park may have been too broad. 
“So,” he backtracks, “camping means to 
sleep outside.” Omar translates this for 
the Arabic-speaking attendees, but it 
only confuses them further. She tries to 
explain that sleeping in the wilderness 
is something Canadians actually enjoy.

By the time Gedling unrolls the 
mustard-coloured six-person tent to 
demonstrate how to pitch it, Balqees 
has left. She and her children will 
be no-shows for the trip on Friday 
morning. Meanwhile, Omar jumps 
into action, threading a tent pole 
through its loops with a grin. 

After returning from the weekend 
in Jasper, Omar is hooked. Despite 
the frigid, rainy weather and a few 
encounters with aggressive elk in 
the midst of mating season, it was 
the first true family outing she could  
remember taking. “We haven’t had 
fun like that in 10 years,” Omar says. 
She learned how to cut wood, start 
a fire and put up a tent. She saw 
countless animals and sang campfire 
songs. The only thing missing? 

“I want to see bears.” Next time, 
she hopes. 

© 2016 BY OMAR MOUALLEM. THE WALRUS (MAY 2016). THEWALRUS.CA
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GAYDA JACKSON WAS VISITING a
cathedral in Avignon, France, in the 
spring of 2015 when she was sud-
denly unable to keep her balance 
enough to walk or even stand. To the 
Canadian tourist, then 68, the room 
seemed to be spinning—a sensa-
tion she’d never experienced before. 
Somebody called an ambulance, but 

when the paramedics checked Jack-
son’s vital signs, all was well.

Later that same week, Jackson was 
overcome by another wave of violent 
vertigo. “I stumbled toward my hus-
band, who was in a café next door,” 
she says. “He called a waiter to give 
me water, and I sat there for a few 
minutes until I felt better.”

Thrown off-kilter by dizziness or vertigo? 
Treating these conditions may help.

BY SAMANTHA RIDEOUT

ILLUSTRATION BY SÉBASTIEN THIBAULT

SPIN
CONTROL
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Back home in Toronto at the 
end of her two-week trip, Jackson 
endured two more spells within 
a 24-hour period. She called an  
ambulance and, once at the hospi-
tal, was given an intravenous drip 
to prevent vomiting (she was strug-
gling with severe nausea). “I had no 
idea what was wrong with me and I 
was terrified,” she says. Then, a few 
weeks after they’d begun, her ver-
tigo attacks suddenly 
ceased. While Jackson’s 
family doctor couldn’t 
c o n f i r m  w h a t  h a d 
caused them, she was 
confident her patient 
was perfectly healthy.

ACCORDING TO A 2015
University College Lon-
don systematic review 
of 20 previous studies, 
up to one-tenth of the 
global adult popula-
tion will develop vertigo at some 
point; between 17 and 30 per cent 
will experience dizziness. (These 
numbers refer to people who have 
significant dizziness or vertigo, not 
just the fleeting discombobulating 
after-effects of riding a roller coaster 
or watching a 3-D movie.)

Medically speaking, vertigo means 
that your perception of your body’s 
movement doesn’t line up with real-
ity. What Jackson experienced was 
called “external vertigo”: when she 

had the sense that she was inside a 
spinning cathedral, her surround-
ings seemed to be moving, not her 
body itself. Dizziness, on the other 
hand, refers to spatial disorientation 
without a false or distorted sense of 
motion. It might involve unsteadi-
ness or feeling faint.

There are dozens of possible 
causes for dizziness or vertigo, such 
as low blood sugar, drug-related side 

effects, dehydration or 
a stroke. (In the case 
of a stroke, dizziness 
is often accompanied 
by other symptoms, 
such as slurred speech 
or sudden numbness 
in the face, arms or 
l e g s,  a n d  i m m e d i -
ate medical attention  
is recommended.)

Frequently, however, 
the problem is rooted 
in the inner ear’s ves-

tibular system, which is essential for 
balance and orientation. Its compo-
nents detect the head’s movements 
and how those relate to the pull of 
gravity. The system sends this infor-
mation to the brain, helping you to 
stabilize your gaze and move around 
without falling over.

Like vision and hearing, the ves-
tibular sense can decline with age. 
According to a 2009 estimate pub-
lished in Archives of Internal Medi-
cine and based on a sample of more 

LIKE VISION 
AND HEARING, 

A PERSON’S 
VESTIBULAR 
SENSE CAN 
UNDERGO  

SOME DECLINE 
WITH AGE.
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than 5,000 Americans, around 35 
per cent of adults over age 40 expe-
rience dysfunction in this system.

The Common  
Culprit: BPPV
One of the most frequently diagnosed 
vestibular conditions is benign par-
oxysmal positional vertigo (BPPV). 
There are tiny bits of calcium, called 
otoliths, that roll around in the inner 
ear, pushing on sensory hair cells. 
BPPV starts when one of those bits 
breaks loose. The dislodged calcium 
floats about, stimulating receptors 
that monitor the movement of inner- 
ear fluid and sending confusing 
messages to the brain. The result : 
bothersome spells of vertigo that 
typically last for a few minutes or less.

BPPV tends to go away within a few 
weeks or months, possibly because 
the calcium crystal is dissolved into 
the inner-ear fluid. If the condition 
doesn’t resolve, it can usually be 
cured by quick, painless treatments 
that involve repositioning the parti-
cle. The most studied approach is the 
Epley manoeuvre, which results in 
immediate relief in 70 to 80 per cent 
of cases. With this technique, the 
doctor moves the patient’s head into 
certain positions—45 degrees toward 
the affected side, for instance—that 
are each held for 30 seconds or so. 
The goal is to slide debris out of 
the ear fluid and into another area, 
where it won’t cause trouble. 

For reasons that aren’t entirely 
clear, there’s a good chance BPPV 
will come back: estimates of the re-
currence rate have ranged as high 
as 50 per cent over three years. The 
good news: repeating the Epley 
manoeuvre will probably solve the 
problem again.

While particle repositioning is sim-
ple enough to perform by yourself at 
home, Luxembourg-based neurolo-
gist Dr. Alexandre Bisdorff cautions 
that you should confirm a diagnosis 
first, in case you’re overlooking a 
more serious problem. In cases where 
this non-invasive particle treatment 
doesn’t work after repeated attempts, 
surgery may do the trick.

Complex Disorders and 
Chronic Complaints
Not every vestibular problem can 
be solved as readily as BPPV. When 
Melanie Simms developed dizziness 
and an earache in August 2007, it was 
only the beginning of a frustrating 
medical ordeal. The then 20-year-old 
student from Aldbrough, in Yorkshire, 
England, was told she had an inner-
ear infection. The symptoms should 
have stopped once Simms’s immune 
system killed off the virus, but in this 
case, there was lasting damage.

“For about a year, I kept telling 
my doctors I wasn’t getting bet-
ter,” Simms recalls. Stimulating set-
tings, such as the supermarket, left 
her nearly debilitated; at times, she 
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needed another person’s help to 
walk. Finally, during an appoint-
ment in 2009, an otolaryngologist 
asked, “When the car stops, does it 
feel like it’s still moving?” Simms was 
overcome with relief that somebody 
seemed to grasp her condition.

She was diagnosed with uncom-
pensated vestibular neuritis, one of 
several disorders that cause dizzi-
ness or vertigo on an ongoing basis. 
(Another one is Ménière’s disease, 
which results from an abnormal 
amount of fluid in the ear and may 
also trigger tinnitus and hearing 
loss.) While there isn’t always a cure 
for chronic vestibular disorders, 
treatments can minimize symptoms. 
Depending on the diagnosis, these 
might include medications, surgeries 
and vestibular rehabilitation therapy 
(VRT), which is based on exercises.

VRT can be tailored to specific 
complaints, according to Lena Kol-
lén, a vestibular physiotherapist in 
Gothenburg, Sweden. She and her 
colleagues design plans that involve 

a patient’s entire balance system. 
“These could include anything from 
head movements to balancing in one 
place with your eyes closed,” she says. 
For Simms, it initially meant moving 
her chin up and down while focus-
ing her gaze—first on a static pattern, 
then on the TV. The hope is that the 
brain will slowly learn to compen-
sate for imperfections in the signals 
it receives by learning to rely on other 
senses, such as vision and touch,  
for orientation.

Earlier this year, Simms finished 
attending VRT sessions. She’s now 
able to work as a hospital receptionist 
four days a week. She also helps run 
the Yorkshire Balance Support Group. 
One of this organization’s aims is to 
increase awareness of vestibular dis-
orders so fewer patients will suffer 
needlessly and instead get the treat-
ment they need. “A lot of people feel 
afraid and alone because they don’t 
know what’s happening,” says Simms. 
“But these conditions are more com-
mon than you’d think.” 

LITERARY LAUGHS

We get it, poets: things are like other things. 

@SHUTUPMIKEGINN

I used to love correcting people’s grammar until 

I realized what I loved more was having friends.

@MARAWRITESSTUFF
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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.

ICED OUT

I once participated in a group job 
interview (already a tragedy) at a 
skating rink. Instead of the normal 
questions most logical folks would 
expect, we were asked to freestyle rap 
and do the hokey-pokey. After that 
nonsense, I still didn’t get a callback. 
I guess I wasn’t what it was all about.

HANNAH PERRIO on buzzfeed.com

THAT BAD?

After interviewing a candidate for an
open position, I got an email stating, 
“It was a pressure meeting you.” 

MICHELLE DAVIS

CALL IT WHAT IT IS

Saying “Let me speak to your man-
ager” is just the adult version of “I’m 
telling on you.”

FRIEND_OF_BAE on Instagram

DEAD WRONG

At work, we often use abbreviations 
when we fill out forms. I called a 
customer the other day and, reading 
from my printout, asked, “Are you 
still a fun director?” 

After a pause, he replied, “I’m a 
funeral director.” 

SUSAN LADD

WORK-LIFE BALANCE

If you’re literally asking me to choose 
between our relationship and my  
career as a reporter, well, I’ve got 
news for you.  @CORNONTHEGOBLIN

“He’s in, but in a very fowl mood.”
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Being a soldier gave me a 
sense of accomplishment and 
belonging. I never realized 
how difficult life would 
become once I was injured.

BY JODY MITIC FROM UNFLINCHING: 

THE MAKING OF A CANADIAN SNIPER

THE NEXT
BATTLE
84 | 07/08 • 2016 | rd.ca
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Master corporal 
and skilled sniper 
Jody Mitic stands 
near Sperwan Ghar 
in Afghanistan  
in 2006.
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IN 2007, I WAS a master corporal and 
sniper team leader in the Canadian 
Armed Forces (CAF). I’d just cele-
brated my 30th birthday in Afghani-
stan. I’d survived three tours over 
the course of seven years. My entire 
adult life had been spent preparing 
for war. But nothing prepared me for 
what was about to happen.

I GUESS YOU COULD blame my fasci-
nation with guns and the military on 
my uncle Jim, who was a member of 
the CAF. I remember waiting for him 
to arrive for the holidays when I was 
a kid. The doorbell would ring, and 
there he’d be—in full uniform, with 
his signature moustache—holding 
out a teddy bear for me. He’d tell sto-
ries about his life in the army, and I 
grasped enough to know that Jim was 
a bit of a badass. His presence had a 
profound and positive impact on my 
impressionable young mind. 

Overall, I had a great childhood. 
But in 1987, when I was around 10, 
my father was promoted to a promin-
ent position in the Canadian Auto 
Workers union and he moved us—
me, my mother, my younger brother, 
Cory, and my little sister, Katie—from 
Winnipeg to Brampton, Ont. I had a 
hard time adjusting to the school sys-
tem in my new province. Not long after 
that, my parents split up, and my dad 
moved into a condo across town. 

I grew into a tall and gangly teen. By 
14, I was about six-foot-one, weighed 

only 61 kilograms and had bad acne. I 
struggled with depression and, before 
long, decided to run away from home. 
The day I took off, I wrote a note to my 
parents saying I was leaving for good. 
I took the keys to my mom’s car and 
headed out with some kids I knew. 

We were planning to drive all the 
way to Mexico. The whole experience 
lasted about four days. We didn’t have 
a map, a real plan or even ID, and we 
were getting very close to the U.S. bor-
der. All of my money had gone up in 
smoke—literally, in the form of ciga-
rettes. One of the guys said he could 
get cash from his sister in Mississauga, 
so we headed back to the Greater 
Toronto Area. While he was in her 
apartment, I was startled by a knock 
on the window. A police officer was 
staring down at me. 

Children’s Aid wanted my parents to 
file charges against me, but my mom 
and dad understood I was acting out 
because something was wrong. It was 
only later that I realized how much I 
was missing a sense of belonging.

            WHEN I RETURNED 
FROM KOSOVO, I WAS 
                 DISILLUSIONED.  
HAD I BEEN WRONG TO 
       CHOOSE A FUTURE IN  
           THE ARMED FORCES?
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That’s when I made a big decision, 
a step in the right direction.

“I want to join the army, the militia. 
It won’t interfere with school, Mom. 
During the week I’ll be a student, and 
on the weekends I’ll be a soldier… but 
I need your consent.”

My mother signed the form.
The next hurdle was proving I was 

enrolled in school, which meant I 
needed to get my high-school tran-
script to submit along with the appli-
cation. I borrowed a loonie from my 
girlfriend to do so. 

“Really?” she said, handing me the 
coin. “I can’t believe I’m helping you 
get yourself killed.”

I laughed. “This is Canada,” I said. 
“When was the last time we went  
to war?”

And that’s how it all started.

I HAVE A DISTINCT memory of my 
dad crying in the parking lot of a Jack 
Astor’s restaurant in Brampton the 
week before Christmas in 1999.

At 22, I was headed for my first 
overseas deployment—a six-month 
peacekeeping assignment in Kosovo. 
At the time, the territory was facing 
a humanitarian crisis, with military 
from the Federal Republic of Yugosla-
via and the Kosovo Liberation Army 
in daily conflict. The death toll was 
rising—it reached more than 11,000—
and up to a million fled the region as 
refugees, some winding up in Alba-
nia, Macedonia and Montenegro.

My dad watched the news; he knew 
what was going on there. During our 
farewell meal, he was even quieter 
than usual, pushing food around on 
his plate. 

“Look, I’m only gone for six months, 
Dad,” I said, as I tried to reassure 
him. “Think of it as six haircuts. Or 
six credit card payments. That’s not 
really a long time.”

He tried to smile through his tears, 
struggling to keep his fears to him-
self. There’s a saying in the military: 
“You might volunteer to be in the 
army, but your family is drafted.” At 
that moment, it became real to me.

WHEN I RETURNED FROM Kosovo in 
2000, I was disillusioned. The experi-
ence was so dull—days of unevent-
ful patrolling, nights of hanging out; 
over and over again—that it didn’t 
make me excited about a future in the 
Armed Forces. Had I made a mistake?

But I persevered, and when the mili-
tary renewed my contract for another 
three years, I decided to pursue my 
goal of becoming a sniper. That was 
my real dream, the role I’d wanted for 
as long as I could remember—but it 
would require commitment and learn-
ing specialized skills, both of which I 
was prepared to take on.

THE AMERICANS LAUNCHED their 
attack on Iraq in March 2003. At the 
time, I was training at CFB Wain-
wright, Alta. A group of other soldiers 

rd.ca | 07/08 • 2016 | 87



and I gathered around the TV, watch-
ing the U.S. assault as it was broad-
cast live. We were all thinking the 
same thing: it’s only a matter of time. 
Our government decided to increase 
its presence in Afghanistan instead.

We arrived in Kabul in June 2003. 
I was placed in the rover troop, which 
meant I was both driver and security 
for anyone who required my ser-
vices—civilians and army person-
nel—to move around the area. 

While driving one day, I noticed the 
cars ahead of me swerving to avoid 
an obstacle in the middle of the road. 
As I approached, I could see it was 
a woman. She was wearing a white 
burka and holding a newborn baby 
wrapped in a blanket. Distraught, she 
was begging for money in the middle 
of the street as cars whizzed past. As 
we drove closer, I got a better look. The 
reason for her despair became appar-
ent—the child appeared to be lifeless.

This sort of thing was common all 
over Kabul. I’d trained as a soldier 
and a sniper for years. I’d learned to 

put my emotions aside and to concen-
trate on actions and orders. With each 
passing day, I grew more desensitized 
to the poverty and misery around me. 

When my first tour in Afghanistan 
ended in January 2004, I headed 
home to Petawawa, Ont. I wish some-
body had given me this advice before 
I returned: a soldier needs about 
three months, give or take, to clear 
his head when he comes back from 
active duty. 

I was still haunted by what I’d wit-
nessed in Kabul. Images played over 
and over in my head: small children 
panhandling, my buddy T.J. bloodied 
after a roadside bombing. My girl-
friend expected the same guy who’d 
left six months earlier, but I was a dif-
ferent man now.

Everything around me looked dif-
ferent, too. I felt like I was on an alien 
planet. It was hard to accept life had 
gone on without me. People kept say-
ing, “What’s wrong with you, Jody? 
You’ve changed,” and that’d make me 
even more upset, not because they 
were wrong but because I thought 
I was the kind of soldier who could 
just walk it off. But clearing your head 
takes time. I couldn’t simply step back 
into a normal routine—I couldn’t just 
hop in the car and go grocery shop-
ping like everything was fine.

WHEN I EMBARKED ON a second tour 
in Afghanistan in late 2006, my sniper 
unit was assigned to assist some  

         AS I TOOK A STEP 
FORWARD,A FIREBALL 
          SOARED INTO VIEW. 
I FELT WEIGHTLESS. 
       THEN I HIT   
                THE GROUND.
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Canadian soldiers near Sperwan 
Ghar, an area surrounded by Taliban 
fighters. On January 11, 2007, one 
week after my 30th birthday, our bat-
tle group showed up unannounced 
at an Afghan village. We hoped our 
appearance would startle the enemy 
into a peaceful surrender. 

We arrived at an opening in a wall 
leading into the village we wanted to 
observe. I was bringing up the rear in 
our four-man unit, and I couldn’t see 
what was up ahead. 

As I took my first step forward, my 
right foot touched the ground, and a 
massive orange fireball soared across 
my field of vision. For a few seconds, 
I felt weightless, suspended in space, 
then I was on the ground. All I could 
perceive was the taste of mud. That’s 
when the pain hit.

I WOKE UP WITH a doctor looming 
over me. It took a few moments for me 
to remember I was at the base hospital 
in Kandahar, where I’d arrived the pre-
vious day after being medevaced from 
the field. It all came back in a rush. 
The mission. The land mine. The pain. 
The surgeon standing by my bed was 
blunt. “I had to cut off both your feet.”

Over the next couple of days, my 
condition stabilized until I was strong 
enough to begin my journey home 
to Canada. On the day of the flight 
back to Toronto, I was pumped full 
of blood thinners and pain meds and 
loaded onto a Challenger jet. When 
we touched down, my mom, dad, 
brother, sister and girlfriend were 
there to greet me. 

They wheeled me to the ambulance 
that would travel to intensive care at 

Pumped full of blood thinners and pain meds, Mitic exits the Challenger in Toronto.
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Sunnybrook Hospital. En route, one 
of the medical personnel—she was 
actually a captain in the CAF—leaned 
over and whispered, “Just so you 
know, we don’t have any idea what 
we’re doing.”

It was a telling comment, one that 
set the tone for the administrative 
side of my recovery in the months 
ahead. The captain was right. It had 
been a long time—nearly 50 years—
since the Canadian military’s health 
care system had had to deal with 
such high numbers of wounded sol-
diers coming home from combat. 

A FUNNY THING HAPPENS after you 
lose your feet : your brain doesn’t  
always remember they’re gone. There 
were nights when I’d need to go to 
the bathroom, and up I’d get, forget-
ting about my accident until I abruptly 
realized I didn’t have feet to swing off 
the bed and plant on the floor. In the 
daytime, though, I was always aware 
of what had happened. 

I had been at Sunnybrook for two 
weeks when I was transferred to St. 
John’s Rehab, a centre affiliated with 
the hospital. I got my first set of pros-
thetics in March. From that point 
on, I made it my mission to learn to 
walk again. When the military wants 
a soldier to learn something, they 
send him on a course. So that’s the 
approach I took with my rehab.

At first, it was very hard to move. 
I used parallel bars to support my 

weight, travelling from one end of the 
bars to the other. This was a major 
deal; it was something I’d been work-
ing toward for a while. My mother 
was there, alongside the physiothera-
pist and the prosthetist. By the time I 
made it to the other end, Mom was 
crying; the physiotherapist was cry-
ing; the prosthetist was crying; and so 
was I. The best thing about that day: 
peeing while standing up. 

OVER THE NEXT FEW months, it 
became obvious that the military 
system couldn’t quite cope with my 
needs. Sure, I was offered help with 
all sorts of things, from rehab to find-
ing a home, but no one truly under-
stood the needs that are particular to 
a returning soldier. And neither did 
I. Once I was aware of this, I started 
talking to CAF people about ways to 
improve conditions for our wounded 
troops, to help injured soldiers get 
what they required during their recov-
ery time. I talked about wait times and 
why speed was critical for wounded 
folks returning from their tours of 
duty. Sometimes, by the time I was 
at the top of the list for a service I’d 
requested, I was past needing it. 

My suggestions seemed to get 
attention, because one day I was 
called into the CAF base in Toronto 
to talk about my situation. It didn’t 
quite go the way I’d expected. It was 
suggested that I was being uncoop-
erative and unresponsive.
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Maybe it was just easier to consider 
me a problem than to deal with the 
much bigger institutional challenge of 
how to best assist a wounded soldier. 
In the United States, the system is 
more advanced in this area because 
they’ve been dealing with wounded 
soldiers returning home for a long, 
long time. To this day, I advocate 
adopting their system’s best practices 
so wounded Canadian veterans and 
their families can be relieved of some 
needless stress and focus more of their 
energy on recovery.

I RETIRED FROM THE military in June 
2014. Professional athletes will tell 
you they miss two things when they 
retire—the competition on the field 
and the camaraderie with teammates 
in the locker room. It’s the same for 
members of the Armed Forces. I miss 
the adrenalin rush of the battlefield. 
I miss being in the barracks with 
my buddies. When I see soldiers on 
parade, I get chills down my spine 
because I loved it so much.

The good news is that leaving the 
army gave me room to connect with 
my roles as a father and husband. 
My wife, Alannah, is a medic I met 
during my second tour in Afghani-
stan, and we have two daughters—
Aylah, seven, and Kierah, four. I 
joke that I’m going to force my girls 
to become soldiers for a few years 
so they can get a taste of military 
life. My real point, though, is that 
the Armed Forces make you a more 
humble person and a better role 
model for those around you.

My mission has always been to 
serve my country—and now I get 
to serve my community. In October 
2014, I was elected city councillor for 
Ottawa’s Innes ward, representing 
more than 40,000 constituents. I’ve 
been given another opportunity to 
influence the world around me. 

When I look out my office window, 
I stare directly at National Defence 
headquarters. The sight is a constant 
reminder that the Armed Forces will 
always be a part of who I am. 

© 2015, JODY MITIC. FROM UNFLINCHING: THE MAKING OF A CANADIAN SNIPER, PUBLISHED BY SIMON & SCHUSTER CANADA, 
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HEAR, HERE

One of the simplest paths to deep change is for 

the less powerful to speak as much as they listen and 

for the more powerful to listen as much as they speak.

GLORIA STEINEM
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TRAVEL



On Chile’s remote Robinson 
Crusoe Island, getting away 

from it all is a way of life

BY SUSAN NERBERG FROM AIR CANADA  ENROUTE

S W E E T
S E C L U S I O N
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THE TINY BEECHCRAFT HAS barely 
come to a full stop on Robinson Cru-
soe Island’s airstrip when a musta-
chioed man tells me to start walking. 
“We can take your bag, but we can’t 
fit you,” he says as he jumps into 
a Jeep that crawls away under the 
weight of my luggage, supplies from 
mainland Chile and three soldiers on 
the roof, their legs dangling over the 
windshield. I set out on foot down 
a gravel road that cuts 
through a wind-slashed 
rockscape dotted with 
poppies. After 15 min-
utes I hear singing. It’s 
a tenor belting out an 
aria, but it’s impossible 
to make out the words, 
mangled as they are 
by the breeze from the  
Pacific Ocean. When 
the road dips down to 
the sheltered bay where 
a boat is waiting, ready 
to transfer us to the island’s only 
town, I see a whole choir practis-
ing their do-re-mis. Dumbfounded, 
I send a mental apology to Plácido 
Domingo: sorry, man, that I mistook 
you for a member of a herd of Juan 
Fernández fur seals.

I HADN’T EXPECTED such a dramatic 
welcome in the middle of nowhere. 
Located 670 kilometres from the port 
city of Valparaíso, Robinson Cru-
soe is a far-flung buoy tethered to a  

wire of  hardened magma that 
stretches thousands of metres from 
the ocean floor. Mr. Mustachio  
ferries us in an open vessel across 
the heaving swell toward the village 
of San Juan Bautista. The napping 
seals we pass on the hour-long jour-
ney don’t seem to mind the nothing-
ness beneath them, but I feel like an 
astronaut clinging to a Canadarm in 
space—except here, the deep-blue 

backdrop gives way to 
walls of volcanic rock 
that appear to have 
been folded by a giant 
accordion maker. No 
wonder pirates and 
buccaneers once used 
this island as a haven.

“You need a break 
from the big city?” 
the skipper asks as he 
steers us into Bahía 
Cumberland, setting 
lobster-trap floaters 

and moored fishing boats in mo-
tion. “You’ve come to the right place: 
only about 900 of us live here,” he 
says and nods toward the wooden 
houses on the shore. As I grab my 
bag to get off the boat, he reveals 
that phone and Internet service are 
spotty at best (a 2010 tsunami tore 
out the island’s land line). “Good 
luck keeping in touch with the conti-
nent!” He doesn’t realize I’m already 
savouring the idea of living for a few 
days like a modern-day Alexander 

I’M ALREADY 
SAVOURING  

THE IDEA  
OF LIVING  

LIKE A 
MODERN-DAY 

MAROONED 
SAILOR.
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Selkirk, the Scottish sailor who was 
marooned here in 1704 and inspired 
Daniel Defoe to write Robinson  
Crusoe, published in 1719.

“BRING A RAIN JACKET,  just in 
case—the weather here is hor-
monal,” says Nicole Marré, watch-
ing pregnant clouds shuffle across 
the bay from the living room at Más 
a Tierra Eco-Lodge. Over a break-
fast of bread, mashed 
avocado and cheese, 
she and her husband, 
Guillermo Martínez, 
who co-owns the four-
ro o m  g u e s t  h o u s e, 
hav e  g i v e n  m e  t h e 
lowdown on the is-
land’s hiking trails, 
the best—and, let ’s 
face it,  pretty much 
the only—way to see 
the mist-soaked peaks, 
festooned with plants 
found nowhere else on the planet. 
“The Juan Fernández Islands have 
about 130 endemic species—more 
than you’d find on Galápagos,” says 
Martínez while handing me a trail 
map that outlines the entire archi-
pelago, named after the Spaniard 
who first land-ahoyed here in 1574. 
(In addition to Robinson Crusoe, 
the region includes Alejandro Sel-
kirk Island and Santa Clara Island.) 
Inspired by the promise of natural-
ist booty, I head off to the Selkirk 

lookout, where the banished sailor 
is believed to have watched and 
waited for ships to rescue him from 
his four-year stint in solitary.

At the upper edge of town, a 
steep path wends through a fragrant  
eucalyptus forest to the island’s  
national park boundary. On the 
“wild” side, I pause at a bloom-
ing cabbage tree buzzing with Juan 
Fernández firecrowns, red (male) or 

green (female) hum-
mingbirds that only 
flutter their wings here. 
I also come across a 
few gnarly canelo and 
luma trees, the latter 
being the firecrown’s 
favourite nesting spot. 
The higher the alti-
tude, the more humid 
the air and the denser 
the vegetation. An hour 
and a half into my hike, 
I find myself in a Henri 

Rousseau painting: cushy moss 
carpets the ground and tree ferns 
tower over me, as do gigantic gun-
nera, rhubarb-like plants that block 
the sun with their umbrella-shaped 
leaves. When I eventually reach the 
lookout, I catch up with a Spanish 
couple and a woman from the conti-
nent. (So much for the illusion of be-
ing cast away on my own: a Chilean 
navy ship carrying dozens of tourists 
has docked in Bahía Cumberland 
for two days.) I unpack an oatmeal P
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cookie left over from breakfast, and 
the solo trekker takes out a ther-
mos of coffee. Sharing a mini-picnic 
above chameleon slopes studded 
with chonta palms, we agree that if 
we had been Selkirk, we would never 
have left.

Back at sea level, the six-table 
patio at Más a Tierra is packed, but 
Martínez brings out a small table 
from indoors. “I want what they’re 
having,” I say, pointing 
at the spiny rock lob-
sters that have landed 
on my neighbours’ 
plates. When he serves 
my order on a platter, 
he’s excited to tell me 
he’s just come back 
from the vet,  who’s 
come to town thanks 
to the navy, which only 
anchors here twice 
a year. “If we hadn’t 
gotten an appoint-
ment today, we would 
have had to send our dog to the 
mainland with the twice-a-month 
supply ship,” he says. (Luckily for 
the island’s humans, there’s a per-
manent clinic staffed by a doctor 
and a nurse. And luckily for the 
dogs, there are so few humans that 
they can happily run around free.)  
I rip into my lunch, scraping out  
every morsel from the skinny legs 
before I get to work on the tail. Tast-
ing the sweet meat, I understand why  

the foot-long crustacean is the ar-
chipelago’s prized resource.

I REALIZE THIS ISLAND is the defi-
nition of remote when Pía Pablo 
pulls up in a golf cart at Más a 
Tierra. After throwing my bag in the 
back, I sit down beside her. We’re off 
to Bahía Pangal, a secluded bay that 
lets you get away from it all, includ-
ing the town’s rush hour, when two 

people might enter 
the main intersection 
by the wharf at exactly 
the same time. The 
manager  at  Cr usoe 
Island Lodge, Pablo 
spots three fishermen 
standing by the road-
side.  “What do you 
have?” she yells. The 
fishermen reach into a 
wheelbarrow and hold 
up their catch; Pablo 
hands them a wad of 
cash. “For the cevi-

che!” she says and passes me a bag 
filled with shiny yellowtail amber-
jacks before she continues driving. 
When we arrive at the lodge, a pisco 
sour materializes as if by magic, and 
I’m whisked to a swing on a veranda 
overlooking the ocean. There’s no 
one else around, and when it dawns 
on me that I’m the hotel’s sole guest 
for the next two days, I feel like the 
queen of a castle. Only a treasure 
map where X marks the spot is  

A PISCO SOUR 
MATERIALIZES 
AS IF BY MAGIC, 

AND I’M 
WHISKED TO A 

SWING ON A 
VERANDA 

OVERLOOKING 
THE OCEAN.
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(Clockwise from top left)  
Más a Tierra co-owner 
Guillermo Martínez and  
his wife, Nicole Marré; a 
hummingbird homes in on a 
hibiscus bloom; the four-room 
eco-lodge overlooks the bay. 



missing. “Well, I can arrange that, 
too,” says Pablo with a wink.

I’m soon on my way by boat to 
Puerto Inglés, where I’m greeted by 
a group of men, their bare shoul-
ders sprinkled with ochre dust. 
They’re jamming shovels into the 
ground under the supervision of 

Bernard Keiser, an American who’s 
funding the excavation of what he  
believes is long-lost treasure. Keiser 
walks me over to a cave and points 
at some proto-graffiti carved into 
the rock, which he believes is code 
etched by Captain General Don Juan  
Esteban de Ubilla y Echeverria, who 
absconded in the early 1700s with 
barrels of gold and jewellery now 
worth billions of dollars. “I’m con-
vinced he left these marks to indicate 
where to find the booty,” says Keiser. 
We walk back to the dig. I scan the 
site and look down into the hole, 
which vaguely resembles an open-
pit mine, and kick a few rocks around 
in the hope of finding something. It 
isn’t until I swing by the town that 
afternoon that I strike gold.

My skipper drops me off at the 
wharf and I scoot up to a small house 
with a wooden deck that cantilevers 
over the hillside. I knock, and Clau-
dio Matamala, the owner of Cerveza 
Archipiélago, opens the door of his 
nanobrewery, which produces a to-
tal of 3,000 to 4,000 bottles of golden 
lager, amber ale and coffee-coloured 
stout per month. “I like beer, but 
with so few provisions brought here 
every month, I had to start making it 
myself. When my friends tasted the 
first batch, a lager, they wanted me to 
make some for them, too,” he says as 
he shows me around the living room–
sized facility. “Now I sell to restau-
rants and bars on the continent.” He 

TRAVEL ESSENTIALS

■ Nicole Marré and Guillermo Martínez 
at MÁS A TIERRA ECO-LODGE swap 
out the clichéd Chilean folkloric music, 
fried foods and white rice for octopus 
carpaccio, amberjack ceviche and 
golden-crab stew, served to a sound-
track of reggae, bossa nova or Spanish 
pop. masatierraecolodge.com

■ The fastest way to reach the Selkirk 
lookout or the summit of Cerro Centi-
nela is on horseback. Saddle up with 
Guido Balbontín from CABALGATAS 
TIERRA MÁGICA, who can also take 
you through the enchanted forest at 
Plazoleta El Yunque. 56-9-8998-8204

■ After hiking the island’s many trails, sit 
down on brewer Claudio Matamala’s 
deck for a cold one from his CERVEZA 
ARCHIPIÉLAGO. cervezaarchipielago.cl

■ If you yearn to get away from it all 
while you’re away from it all, CRUSOE 
ISLAND LODGE has everything you 
need to live like a pampered marooned 
sailor—hot tub and sauna, pisco sours, 
scuba gear, freshly cooked lobster and 
golden crab, a library with a fireplace—
on a sheltered bay outside of town. 
crusoeislandlodge.com
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pours me his award-winning wheat 
ale and we step out on the deck 
to clink glasses. Firecrowns zoom 
around, hovering by a cabbage tree; 
they’re sipping one of their preferred 
brews. Looks like I’ve discovered a 
favourite, too.

Eager to fully immerse myself in 
the local wonders, I head back 
across the waves to Crusoe Island 
Lodge, where I meet up with the  
hotel’s Víctor Aguirre. Once he’s kit-
ted me out with a wetsuit, fins and a 
snorkel, we waddle down to the 
rocky shore and jump in the water. 
I’m surprised at how warm it is—I 
had expected about 10 C, but it’s a 
balmy 17. Following Aguirre, I peer 
through water so crystalline, it’s a 
natural  draw for scuba divers. 
There’s a kaleidoscope of boulders 

and kelp sheltering Chilean sea  
urchins and schools of pampanitos 
(butterfish) that whip out in flashes 
of blue and yellow. A reddish rock 
suddenly moves below; it’s an octo-
pus tugging at seaweed, as if pulling 
up a duvet. When we reach the 
shore, Aguirre quickly sheds his fins 
and runs off. “You’re in luck: the hot 
tub is ready!” he says when he  
returns. A wood fire–heated wooden 
soaker has been warming up while 
we’ve been snorkelling. I ease into 
the steaming water, and before I 
know it, Aguirre comes over with an 
island lager. I take a big gulp, then 
scan the ocean for whales, seals, 
ships. The navy has sailed off, and 
there’s nothing to blur the horizon. 
I’ve found the real treasure of Rob-
inson Crusoe: solitude. 

© 2015 BY SUSAN NERBERG. AIR CANADA ENROUTE (JANUARY 2015). ENROUTE.AIRCANADA.COM

THE THINGS WE DO FOR DOGS

I spend three minutes every day choosing a TV channel 

to leave on for my dog. Then I go to work and people 

take me seriously as an adult.

@DAMIENFAHEY

A psychologist is selling a video that teaches you how to test 

your dog’s IQ. Here’s how it works: if you spend $12.99 for the 

video, your dog is smarter than you.

JAY LENO
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Mentors can be found in many places.  
Mine was the big cheese at a Pizza Hut. 

BY DANIAL ADKISON FROM THE NEW YORK TIMES

 World’s 
    BestBoss
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ALL TYPES OF PEOPLE can make 
a difference in your life. Some write 
on a chalkboard. Some wear a sports 
uniform. Some prefer a suit and tie. 
The person who changed my outlook 
had a tie with a Pizza Hut logo on it.

I started working at Pizza Hut in 
December 1989, during my first year 
of high school. To keep us out of trou-
ble, parents in my small western Colo-
rado town encouraged their teenagers 
to work in the service 
industry after class and 
on weekends. Having 
a job also kept me out 
of the house. I grew up 
mostly with my mother, 
and I never knew my 
father. My younger sib-
lings and I went through 
a series of stepdads. My 
relationships with those 
men were fraught, and 
I was always looking 
for reasons to be away 
from home.

This Pizza Hut was old and had 
three giant sinks instead of a dish-
washer. One basin was for soapy 
water, one was for rinsing and the 
other one was for sanitizing. All new 
employees started by washing dishes 
and busing tables. If they proved 
their mettle, they learned how to 
take orders, make pizzas and cut 
and serve them on wooden paddles.

On my first night, the dishes piled 
up after dinner: plates, silverware, 

cups and oily, black deep-dish pans, 
which came clean only with a lot of 
soap and scrubbing in steaming-hot 
water. Stacks formed all around me. 
Every time I made a dent, I was called 
to help clear out front, and I returned 
with tubs full of more dirty tableware.

At home, doing dishes was the 
chore I hated most. A few years ear-
lier, my mother’s then-boyfriend had 
instilled a loathing of that task by 

making me scrub the 
Teflon off a cookie sheet 
because he believed it 
was grease, while he 
sat on the couch and 
smoked cigarettes. That 
boyfriend was gone, 
but another with a dif-
ferent set of issues had 
taken his place.

My shift was sup-
posed to end at 9 p.m., 
but when I asked to 
leave, the manager, Jeff, 
shook his head. “Not 

until the work is done,” he said. “You 
leave a clean station.” I was angry 
and thought about quitting, but I 
scrubbed, rinsed and sanitized past 
10 that night.

I STAYED ON DISH duty for weeks. I 
spent my shifts being splashed with 
greasy water. After work, my red-
and-white checked shirt smelled like 
onions, olives and oil. I sometimes 
found green peppers in my socks.  

AT WORK,  
THE PATH 
SEEMED 
CLEAR:  

WORK HARD 
AND DO 

THINGS RIGHT, 
AND YOU  

WILL SUCCEED.
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I hated every min-
ute I spent doing 
the dishes, and I 
wasn’t afraid to let 
everyone around 
me know it.

One slow night, 
maybe a month or 
two after I started, 
when I managed 
to catch up and 
clean out the sinks 
early, I asked Jeff 
when I could do 
something differ-
ent. “Do you know 
why you’re still 
doing dishes?” he 
asked. “Because you keep complain-
ing about it.” But, he promised, if I 
continued to leave a clean station and 
didn’t protest, next week he would put 
me on the “make table,” where pizzas 
were put together.

A few days later, when I reported for 
my shift, I saw my name next to “make 
table,” not “dishes.” I was ecstatic.

FROM A CROP OF teenagers, Jeff had 
assembled a team of employees who 
cared about their work—and one 
another. Most of my closest friends 
from high school also worked at Pizza 
Hut, and some of my best memories 
were made under that red roof.

The restaurant became not only a 
place to escape to but also, in many 
ways, an alternate home. At my house, 

life felt unstable 
and out of con-
trol. At my job, the 
path seemed clear: 
work hard and do 
things right, and 
you will succeed. 

For one of the 
first times ever, I 
felt empowered. 
By my senior year, 
I had become an 
a s s i s t a nt  ma n -
ager, responsible 
for much of the 
inventory, sched-
uling and book-
keeping. I was in 

charge when Jeff was away.
Our staff had all-day parties that 

started with rafting trips and ended 
with dinner and movies. We went 
camping. We had water fights in the 
parking lot and blasted music on the 
jukebox after the customers had left.

Jeff was the leader of this unlikely 
family. He was about 15 years older 
than me and had recently gone 
through a divorce. I never considered 
it at the time, because he seemed to 
be having as much fun as everyone 
else, but if I was using my job to cre-
ate the family I wished I’d had, it was 
possible he was too.

THOUGH I LOVED WORKING  at 
Pizza Hut, I knew I’d go to college 
after graduation. I was an A student IL
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in class but probably only about a 
C-minus in applying to schools. My 
mom hadn’t gone to college, and I 
didn’t get a lot of logistical or finan-
cial support at home. I had a pile of 
brochures but didn’t know where to 
start—and, at $40, every application 
fee would cost me half a day’s pay.

A guidance counsellor persuaded 
me to apply to Boston University, 
which seemed great, 
primarily because of its 
distance from Colorado. 
I couldn’t go there with-
out a big scholarship, 
and the form was due 
by the end of Novem-
ber. But, maybe because 
of the fee or my clue-
lessness, I kept putting 
off sending it in.

The day before it 
was due, I offhandedly 
mentioned to Jeff that 
I still hadn’t mailed the 
application. He opened a drawer and 
took out an envelope. He told me to 
leave work and send it immediately. I 
protested about the cost of overnight 
postage, but he said he would cover it.

Though I ended up getting into 
Boston University with a scholar-
ship, I had never been to the city. 
My mom worked hard, but there 
was no room in our budget for a 
college visit. I figured I’d just have 

to see the school when I got there 
in August. 

Jeff surprised me with a graduation 
present: a trip to Boston. We toured 
my future campus, visited Fenway 
Park and did some sightseeing. We 
ate at a lot of Pizza Huts, and we 
judged all of them against ours. None 
of them seemed to be very much fun.

BEFORE I HEADED TO

college, I told Jeff I’d 
come back to work over 
winter break. While 
I was away, he was 
promoted to regional 
manager, and a differ-
ent person was put in 
charge of our store. I 
went back anyway, but 
the magic was gone. 
The family had dis-
persed, and I felt free to 
shift my mindset to col-
lege and the future.

I’ve kept in touch with Jeff over the 
years. We meet for lunch when I’m in 
town. Sometimes we even have pizza.

Washing dishes for Jeff was gruel-
ling, greasy work. But driving a truck, 
baking a cake and countless other jobs 
aren’t always enjoyable in and of 
themselves. Of all the lessons I learned 
from that guy in the Pizza Hut tie, the 
biggest is that any job can be the 
best—if you have the right boss. 

WHEN  
JEFF WAS 

PROMOTED 
AND 

TRANSFERRED, 
THE MAGIC WAS 

GONE. THE 
FAMILY HAD 
DISPERSED.

© 2014 BY THE NEW YORK TIMES CO., NYTIMES.COM
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*Via prepaid card. Expires 6 months from issuance and cannot be redeemed as cash, at ATMs or gas pumps. 
Mail original purchase receipt and UPC within 60 days. Limit 1 per name/address/household. Offer expires 6/30/17. 

Call 1- 855- 317-4195 for details. © 2016 P&G
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An incredible fit is only the beginning. Always Discreet 
underwear is drier than Depend. Try it. Love it. Or we’ll double 

your money back.* Also available in lower-rise cut.

MADE YOU LOOK
(and yes, she’s wearing them)



GO THROUGH
THE MOTIONS

Ten tips to keep your body 
in top form at any age 

BY IAN MACNEILL FROM ZOOMER

106 | 07/08 • 2016 | rd.ca

HEALTH



IS
T

O
C

K
P

H
O

T
O

WHEN IT COMES TO physical activ-
ity, the more you do, the more you 
can do. Perhaps you’re already aware 
of that because you’ve incorporated 
exercise into your daily routines and 
revel in the way it makes you look 
and feel. Or maybe you believe those 
days are behind you, and you simply 
remember how wonderful life was 
when you were vigorous and active.

Even though we know we need 
exercise to remain healthy, most of 
us don’t get the necessary amount, 
and we’re paying for that in count-
less physiological and psychological 

ways. According to a Statistics Can-
ada report from 2015, a mere 18 per 
cent of adults aged 40 to 59 and 12 
per cent of those aged 60 and above 
meet the guidelines for moderate to 
vigorous physical activity, defined 
as 150 minutes of medium- to high-
intensity aerobic exercise per week in 
bouts of 10 minutes or more.

The cost of this exercise deficit is 
enormous, for both individuals and 
society. Many of us are aging faster 
than we should due to poor diet and 
exercise habits. We’re also getting 
sicker more often and for longer 
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periods. The 2014 report Economic 
Burden of Illness in Canada sug-
gests that from 2005 to 2010, morbid 
illnesses or injuries in the popula-
tion resulted in a jump of 15.3 per 
cent in lost productivity, which cost 
the country an extra $2.5 billion. 
We’re also constantly fending off, if 
not depression, then at least a low-
grade sense of guilt over the fact that 
we are neglecting our bodies.

But we don’t have to accept a 
lapse into lethargy as inevitable. 
There are many easy, enjoyable 
ways to incorporate exercise into 
even the most sedentary lifestyle, 
and the benefits of doing so are 
enormous. Regular physical activ-
ity can significantly lower the risk 
of heart disease and stroke; it can 
prevent and control risk factors for 
a variety of conditions, including 
high blood pressure, high choles-
terol, Type 2 diabetes, osteoporosis 
and certain types of cancer. It can 
control obesity, boost energy levels, 
reduce stress and improve both sleep 
and digestion. Exercise also releases 
endorphins, the body’s natural feel-
good chemicals, leading to a sense of 
well-being or even exhilaration. 

There are social benefits as well. 
For a host of reasons—living far from 
family members, an inability to drive, 
disabilities—growing older is often 
accompanied by a sense of isolation, 
which can trigger depression. Exer-
cise can bring us into contact with 

other people, who are able to provide 
motivation and emotional support 
and broaden our social networks.

Seniors may cite a host of excuses 
for avoiding physical activity: I’m too 
old to benefit from it now; I need 
to save my strength; I might fall 
and injure myself; I’m wheelchair-
bound and can’t do anything. While 
it’s true that many aging Canadians 
have chronic health problems and 
legitimate concerns about injury, 
the biggest barrier to getting enough 
exercise is often psychological. Indi-
viduals of any age can benefit from 
moving around. In fact, because exer-
cise increases strength and stamina, 
slows down the loss of bone mass 
and improves balance, it can signifi-
cantly reduce the risk of falling ill.

If you’ve been sitting on the side-
lines for a decade or more, the 
prospect of getting started can be 
intimidating. To help you over that 
hump, here are some ways to inte-
grate exercise into your daily habits.

1. GET A PROFESSIONAL OPINION

Check with your doctor if you have 
concerns. Discuss the kinds of activ-
ities you’d like to engage in and the 
potential impact they could have on 
any pre-existing conditions.

2. START SLOW

Overdoing it at the beginning is the 
number one reason why people give 
up. Pay attention to signals your body 
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is sending you. If it hurts, don’t do it. 
If it makes you dizzy, stop. Don’t 
underestimate the power of walk-
ing: it’s inexpensive and therapeutic.

3. FOLLOW YOUR HEART

Choose activities you enjoy. Hate 
the idea of marching on a treadmill? 
Step off. Despise running? Try swim-
ming. If you adore cycling and ride 
your bike regularly for pleasure or 
just to get around, you could wind 
up fit by default. 

4. MAKE IT A HABIT

Establish a routine. Commit to exer-
cising three to four days a week for 
two or three months. The practice 
will become second nature—you may 
even look forward to it.

5. MANAGE EXPECTATIONS

The objective is not to look in the 
mirror and see the person you were 
40 years ago; you need to imagine 
the best person you can be right now. 
You won’t drop 20 kilograms in a few 
sessions at the gym—this is a long-
term project. 

6. TEAM UP WITH OTHERS

Having a little company on your walk/
ride/swim can be inspiring and make 
things a lot more fun. There are par-
ticipatory groups dedicated to almost 
everything you can imagine, from 

cross-country skiing and canoeing 
to hiking and birdwatching. Check 
online to find kindred spirits in your 
discipline of choice.

7. ENROL IN COURSES

Contact your local community centre. 
Most have programs directly aimed 
at older Canadians, ranging from 
swimming and aerobics to tai chi 
and walking groups. These programs 
are affordable and can help establish 
positive habits. They can also intro-
duce you to like-minded folks who 
can encourage you to meet your goals.

8. CONNECT WITH A COACH

Consider working with a personal 
trainer. He or she can assess your 
needs and tailor a plan to your specific 
strengths and limitations, while pro-
viding encouragement and guidance.

9. KEEP YOUR EYES ON THE PRIZE

Make sure your fitness equipment is 
visible and accessible. For instance, 
keep a tennis ball beside where you 
sit to watch TV, because it’s easy to 
squeeze it while you’re kicking back. 

10. BELIEVE IN YOURSELF

Over time the benefits of fitness will 
reveal themselves, and you’ll enjoy 
discovering them. Exercise may not be 
a cure for aging, but engaging in it will 
get you to the finish line in style. 

© 2016 BY IAN MACNEILL. FROM EVERYTHINGZOOMER.COM
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Since my husband died, I have tried 
to do the impossible: reanimate  
the love of my life word by word, 
tweet by tweet, text by text

Grieving 
forJonathan
BY NANCY WESTAWAY FROM THE WALRUS

ILLUSTRATION BY MELANIE LAMBRICK
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Late at night, after I put our kids to 
bed, I begin my hunt for Jonathan.  
I reread emails about mundane 
dental appointments or brunch 
dates. “Whose job is more important  
today?” reads one, sent when a child 
needed to be collected early. I lin-
ger over quick asides, our children’s 
pet names and his simple sign-off, 
“love JJ.” Each time, I find another 
morsel, some note that makes me 
smile. I can almost hear him. But I 
know I am trying to do the impos-
sible: to reanimate the love of my 
life word by word, tweet by tweet,  
text by text.

My husband was a writer. He 
made wry observations in a few 
crisp syllables. We met at journal-
ism school in Winnipeg in the early 
1990s. I am strangely attracted to a 
badly dressed man, I thought at first. 
He needed a haircut, and he wore 
runners and rugby shirts he got from 
playing the game. I hated sports. We 
used the same carpool, and our daily 
commute became a rolling, laughing 
ride through the streets. Jonathan’s 
biting wit earned him the sarcastic 
moniker “Sunshine.”

In school we learned how to inter-
view and tell stories accurately, all 

while meeting high-pressure dead-
lines. Soon after graduation, eager to 
begin our careers, Jon took a job as 
a newspaper reporter in Edmonton 
and I started working as a managing 
editor at a news and entertainment 
weekly in Winnipeg. We were still 
just friends, but I felt hollow when 
he moved away. One perk of my job 
was a computer with Internet access. 
I quickly connected with Jon and two 
other members of our carpool.

Online, we resumed the banter 
of the icy drives to school. I teased 
Jon for his ineptitude at dating in 
an email with the subject line, “Why 
Jonny Can’t Breed.” His hilarious  
responses became the highlight of 
my day; my heart jumped whenever 
I saw his name appear in my inbox.

One summer day, Jon came home 
to Winnipeg for a visit. We took a 
walk, and I told him I was crazy about 
him. We started dating immediately.

Our long-distance relationship was 
both exciting and excruciating. We 
would hug in the airport and launch 
into a whirlwind weekend. But half-
way through a visit, I would begin to 
crash, awaiting the inevitable good-
bye. And far too soon we’d be back in 
the airport, saying our farewells.

FOR MONTHS, I HAVE BEEN SEARCHING through tweets, 
emails, Facebook posts and text messages for a missing 
person. He isn’t a stranger. He’s my husband and the father 
of my two children. And he’s not really missing. He’s dead.
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We filled the physical gap with 
frequent emails about our days and 
the stories we were pursuing. It was 
years before we lived in the same 
city. We broke up, got back together 
and, finally, both landed jobs in To-
ronto. After one year of sharing an 
address, we got engaged. We married 
in Winnipeg on December 28, 2000, 
on an extremely cold afternoon.

OURS WAS A MEDIA-driven house-
hold; we consumed newspapers over 
coffee and breakfast before starting 

long, unpredictable days working 
as reporters—Jon in print and me in 
radio. We never knew whether we’d 
be home for dinner and understood 
when a movie night was cancelled 
because of a breaking story.

We were highly competitive and 
taunted each other on slow news 
days with emails asking about made-
up events: “Do you know about the 
thing? Can’t believe it blew up.” or 
“Did you get to talk to that guy? Amaz-
ing story he has.” If we appeared at the 
same scrum, we would smile hello, 
ask our questions and run back to our 

respective newsrooms, each of us try-
ing to outdo the other’s story.

After three years in Toronto, Jon 
went to Australia to cover the Rugby 
World Cup. While he was away, I flew 
to Calgary for a wedding and wound 
up calling Jon with some news of 
our own: I was pregnant. In the first 
few emails, we dubbed our tiny off-
spring Grain. But only a week and a 
half later, doctors told me I was hav-
ing a miscarriage. Jon was still away, 
trying to support me through phone 
calls and emails as best he could.  

Everything would be okay, he said. 
But bad turned to worse when I col-
lapsed from what turned out to be 
a ruptured ectopic pregnancy and 
was rushed into emergency surgery. 
Through the time difference, the sad-
ness and the haze of painkillers, email 
continued to be our connective tissue.

Our dream of a family came true 
when we welcomed our son in 2004 
and our daughter in 2007. Jon crafted 
news release–style birth announce-
ments in which we were identified as 
CEO and president of Jenkaway Inc., 
a merger of our last names.

          WE WERE HIGHLY COMPETITIVE AND  
  TAUNTED EACH OTHER ON SLOW NEWS DAYS 
          WITH EMAILS ABOUT MADE-UP EVENTS.
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The email notice of our first-born 
included the line: “The launch, widely 
expected for the past nine months, 
went smoothly, and stock in the new 
division opened trading at 9 pounds 
12 on the London exchange.” Three 
years later, a new “operating system” 
was “unveiled to a rapturous industry 
after a laborious operation that went 
off with surgical precision at exactly 
4:53 p.m. EST.”

Jon worked newsroom shifts that 
sometimes allowed him to be my 
co-pilot during the day while I was 

on maternity leave. When he wasn’t 
home, he sent me sanity-saving 
emails from the outside world; I gave 
him the scoop on grins, crawls and 
spit-ups. When I returned to work, we 
sent each other hasty messages about 
daycare drop-offs and pick-ups.

Over the years, Jon became a polit-
ical reporter with a busy online pres-
ence. He effortlessly turned the news 
of the day into acerbic one-liners on 
Twitter. When he covered elections 
he would be away for weeks, and 
I wouldn’t know where he was on 
the campaign trail until I looked at 

his tweets. I’d piece together his day 
140 characters at a time.

Our lives settled into a fairly pre-
dictable pace until one September 
day in 2013, when I found myself at 
an endoscopy clinic, waiting ner-
vously for Jon to appear. He had 
booked an appointment after a sore 
throat had turned into trouble swal-
lowing. When he finally arrived, 
he told me he had been stuck in an  
elevator but hadn’t called because he 
thought I would have seen his play-
by-play tweets. (“Help! I’m trapped 

in a Queen’s Park elevator with no 
politician to grill.”)

I didn’t read the elevator posts 
until weeks later, when I needed a 
reminder of when things were sim-
pler. While Jon was waking up from 
his throat scope, the doctor took me 
aside in the hallway and told me 
the worst news I’d ever heard: Jon 
had esophageal cancer. I could say  
everything changed that day, but 
everything kept changing. Dramati-
cally. Terrifyingly. Helplessly.

We started communicating dif-
ferently: I took notes at doctor’s 

          I COULD SAY EVERYTHING CHANGED   
    THE DAY OF JON’S DIAGNOSIS, BUT 
                             EVERYTHING KEPT CHANGING.
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appointments and wrote emails—
that Jon would then proofread and 
edit—to update family and friends. 
In them, we shared our hopes for 
Jon’s treatment regime. We also  
explained how we told our son and 
daughter about their dad’s diagnosis 
using the three Cs: the kids didn’t 
cause it, cancer isn’t contagious and 
they will always be cared for. It was 
important for us to make sure our 
friends and family had a vocabulary 
for talking about cancer, with their 
children and ours.

The intense chemotherapy drained 
Jon. He lost his mop of hair. He 
couldn’t eat because he couldn’t swal-
low. He stopped being able to work. 
Six months after his diagnosis, we 
prepared for a major daylong surgery. 
While Jon went into the OR, I found a 
couch in the waiting room. Only one 
hour into the procedure, I was told the 
surgeon was coming to see me. I knew 
Jon was either dead or dying.

I began to cry as I was escorted 
into a small room inside the main 
waiting area, where I frantically tried 
to call our family. My cellphone kept 

cutting out, and my texts couldn’t 
seem to escape that little room. 
When the surgeon arrived, she told 
me the cancer had spread too far for 
surgery. I went to Jon’s bedside and 
held his hand as the doctor told him 
he was dying.

Hours later, we sent the tough-
est email we had ever written—the 
story of his impending death. I read 
it to Jon, and he offered his edits. It 
included our determined resolve to 
enjoy each and every day, no matter 
how many we had.

I HAVE BEEN LIVING with one foot in 
the past, rereading traces of a journey 
that ended on April 28, 2014.

The first line of Jon’s obituary 
read: “Family man, Winnipeg Jets 
fan and journalist Jonathan Jen-
kins died after a brutal home inva-
sion—cancer crept in and robbed 
him of his life in his 50th year.” The 
line first appeared on Facebook and 
then on Twitter. A cascade of mes-
sages soon took over my feeds. Kind 
words began ricocheting around the 
Internet. Jon’s name started trend-
ing on social media.

          THE ECHOES OF JON, THE PULSES  
    OF HIS DIGITAL PRESENCE, HELP ME GET 
                             THROUGH THE DAYS.
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He was everywhere and nowhere.
At first, I was uncomfortable with 

the online grieving. When people 
clicked “like” on a Facebook post of 
Jon’s obit, the action felt remote and 
impersonal, as if someone were tak-
ing something that belonged to us. 
But digital death notices and online 
goodbyes are now part of modern 
love. When I saw the names of people 
I had never met posting their condol-
ences, I understood it. When I die, I 
want my friends and family to be 
comforted too.

After he died, Jon’s Internet pres-
ence grew (curiously, for a while his 
Twitter account even gained fol-
lowers) and then faded. Every time 
I Google his name, his articles have 
slipped further down in the search 

results and his email  
accounts keep filling up 
with spam: “It’s been a 
long time since we heard 
from you, Jon,” and “You 
can still get a deal on…” 
Once, his e-book sub-
scription service sent him 
an email about a title it 
said had been chosen 
just for him: Heaven Is for 
Real. These things would 
have made him laugh.

Sometimes I forward 
emails from Jon’s account 
to mine to keep track of 
something important. And 
my heart still leaps when I 

see his name appear in my inbox.
As much as I want to hold onto  

virtual pieces of Jon, estate business 
involves erasing your beloved. I’ve sent 
back his driver’s licence and health 
card. I’ve cancelled his credit cards 
and redirected bills. When I register 
the kids for summer camps online, 
Jon’s name often autofills the forms, 
and I have to put my cursor in each 
field and hit delete, delete, delete.

Before he died, Jon shared the  
important passwords with me, but we 
were too busy living the last of his days 
to get caught up in paperwork. When 
he was gone, I was astounded by how 
many other passwords I needed for 
basic online transactions, such as 
continuing a newspaper subscrip-
tion or downloading a movie. Jon had 

Nancy Westaway and Jonathan Jenkins in September 
2013, the month of his cancer diagnosis.
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always taken care of all the technical 
stuff. Now I’m reluctantly teaching 
myself things I never wanted to learn 
about: uploading pictures, upgrading 
operating systems, removing viruses 
and keeping Apple TV running. 

As I navigate solo parenting, I’m 
building an archive for the kids of 
their dad—a bread-crumb trail of 
their father’s spirit for them to fol-
low. But I worry about storing the 
copies of his tweets, Facebook posts 
and emails. Our house is filled with 
obsolete technology, a reminder that 
Jon could disappear further when 
computer systems change.

A few weeks after Jon died, I 
dropped my iPhone and the glass 
shattered. I used packing tape to try to 
save the screen and carried the device 
around like a bandaged Bible. I com-
forted myself by flipping through text 
messages and time-travelling back to 
before we ever used words like cancer, 
chemo, morphine or palliative care.

I tried to transfer texts with date 
stamps to my email. I bought an app, 
but it didn’t work. Then one day, when 
the phone was in my pocket as I was 

shovelling snow, water from a melting 
snowflake slipped under the tape and 
washed away most of the screen. 

My phone’s demise was another 
kind of ending. How many virtual 
strands should I be holding onto? 
When is it time to retire Jon’s Twit-
ter and Facebook accounts? When 
should you say goodbye to old, 
broken cellphones? And what else 
should be kept? A shirt our son 
might grow into, or the pink tie Jon 
wore when our little girl sat perched 
in a pink dress on his lap in the press 
gallery of the legislature? What about 
my wedding ring?

I always called Jon my good thing. 
We said our love would last a lifetime, 
and for one of us it did. The echoes 
of him, the pulses of his digital pres-
ence, help me get through the days. 
Every time I search through my 
emails for the words “love JJ,” I know 
that with every click, I will be filled 
with both comfort and torment.

I often think of the last text he sent 
me, four days before he died. It posed 
a question I struggle with each day.

“Is everything okay?” 

LOOKING ON THE BRIGHT SIDE

I have not failed. I’ve just found 10,000 ways that won’t work. 

THOMAS EDISON

© 2016 BY NANCY WESTAWAY. FROM THEWALRUS.CA (JANUARY 22, 2016).
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“Hey, do me a favour—ask him if he’d prefer to be enrolled  
in afternoon soccer or early-morning karate.”
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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 10  
or visit rd.ca/joke.

THE FACTS OF LIFE

This morning, my wife told my three-
year-old daughter that owls were 
nocturnal. My daughter responded, 
“Yes, owls are not turtles.”  reddit.com 

MY THREE-YEAR-OLD, Oliver, was 
battling a bad cold, which left him 
cranky and unwilling to pay atten-
tion to me. Exasperated, I said, “I 
don’t know what’s happened to your 
listening skills.” He looked at me 
and replied, “Mom, I’m pretty sure 
the frog in my throat stole most of 
them.” AMBER VENNER, Mi d l a n d ,  O n t .

ONE DAY, MY five-year-old daugh-
ter came home from kindergarten 
very excited. “Mom, we got a 3-D 
printer at school!” she told me. I  
replied, “That’s great. What are  
you guys going to print with it?”  
She looked at me for a moment, 
incredu lous, and said, “Three Ds.”

TANYA PILCZ, Au r o ra ,  O n t .

AND ONE FOR THE KIDS

Q: Why did the cookie go to  
the hospital?
A: He felt crummy!  jokes4us.com
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Balbir Singh Sr. has won three Olympic gold medals 
while grappling with serious injuries and covert 
sectarianism. So why don’t we know his name?

 THE BEST HOCKEY PLAYER
 IN THE WORLD
IS INDIAN

BY PATRICK BLENNERHASSETT FROM A FORGOTTEN LEGEND

ILLUSTRATIONS BY SONIA ROY
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FIELD HOCKEY WAS INDIA’S go-to 
sport for much of its existence, pre-
dating the country’s independence 
in 1947. 

After India became an independ-
ent nation, birthing Pakistan in the 
process and essentially quashing the 
British Raj team, competition grew 
fierce, yet Indian players neverthe-
less dominated. Balbir Singh Sr. was 
the dagger in the heart of Great Brit-
ain at the 1948 Summer Olympics in 
London, leading his homeland to its 
first medal as a sovereign nation a 
year after Partition.

Today, Singh Sr. is a soft-spoken 
92-year-old Indian hockey centre for-
ward with three Olympic gold med-
als, a Guinness World Record and an 
Olympic Games Record to his name. 
He is a devout Sikh from a predomin-
antly Hindu country. He moved to 
Canada in the early 1980s and now 
splits his time between Burnaby, 
B.C., and Chandigarh, India. And he 
has been largely forgotten.

Instead, Dhyan Chand—a Hindu—
is getting all the press. Although he 

died 37 years ago, his legacy appears 
to be growing. There’s Major Dhyan 
Chand National Stadium in New 
Delhi, and multiple statues have 
been erected in his name. 

One of the theories about the snub 
that’s been gaining steam: the Hindu 
powers-that-be didn’t want a Sikh 
player’s accomplishments to out-
shine those of their star, Chand, who 
had also won three Olympic gold 
medals. For years, the media has 
gone to extra lengths to downplay 
Singh Sr.’s prowess.

Not one stadium has been named 
after the Sikh athlete, nor a statue 
erected in his honour; the memora-
bilia he’d donated to Sports Authority 
of India have gone missing. 

His story has all the makings of a 
Bollywood film, and yet he’s fallen 
into obscurity. 

METACARPAL BONE CRACKS like an 
eggshell. Proximal phalanx snaps 
like a twig. The resulting pain sensa-
tion sends shock waves to the brain, 
forcing a momentary blackout. The 

IMAGINE YOU’RE ONE OF the most decorated athletes in 
India, a country of more than a billion people. In 1948, 
you were largely responsible for your homeland’s first 
Olympic gold medal as an independent nation, yet your 
contributions have been all but erased. Imagine your 
statistics, awards and accolades spoke for themselves, 
but no one was speaking for you.
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man falls to his knees on the field 
but regains his footing quickly. The 
sensory explosion pushes a tiger 
growl out of his mouth. The index 
finger on his right hand is broken.

Without this digit—which helps 
him turn his stick over on the ball to 
go backhand—he’s like a pilot who’s 
lost control. He stops momentarily 
to inspect the damage. The finger 
has already doubled in size and 
turned shades of beet red, deep blue  
and purple. 

The play circles back to him. He 
receives a pass, but the pain over-
whelms him as soon as he grips his 
stick. A defender swipes the ball 
from him, astonished that he’s just 
pickpocketed the greatest player in  
the world. 

The play drifts away like a receding 
tide. At 32 years old, number 13 Balbir 
Singh Sr. experiences an emotion he’s 
never felt on the pitch: helplessness. 

He’d been standing so close to 
the ball; he’d been so confident in 
his own body and reaction time, his 
ability to force a turnover. But then, 
like a steam hammer ramming into 

his fingernail, the ball had crippled 
his entire hand.

The Afghani centre back had fired 
such a low drive it was clear he was 
trying to injure the Indian star. Mis-
sion accomplished. Holding a stick 
was like picking up a hot metal rod. 

Although he would tell no one 
until the match was over, Singh Sr. 
knew what the X-rays would say: 
multiple fractures. 

This moment would define the 
1956 Melbourne Olympics for him. 

IF YOU ASK SINGH SR. about when he 
was born, he will answer succinctly: 
“It was a cold day.” 

It was also New Year’s Eve in 1923, 
at around sunset. A midwife aided 
Singh Sr.’s mother, Karam Kaur. His 
father, Dalip Singh Dosanjh, was an 
outspoken critic of British rule and 
a freedom fighter. He was in and out 
of jail, sentenced to hard labour in 
prison more than once. 

Temperatures fell close to freezing 
during Singh Sr.’s birth, which is rare 
for most of India but not unheard of 
in the small farming village of Hari-
pur Khalsa, in what is now part of 

          WHEN THE FIVE-YEAR-OLD AWOKE  
   THE NEXT DAY, HIS RAMBUNCTIOUS SOUL 
              HAD ONE PURPOSE: FIELD HOCKEY.
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India’s Punjab state. At that time, 
Haripur Khalsa had a population of 
a few hundred, a melting pot of Sikhs 
(such as Singh Sr.’s parents), Muslims 
and Hindus, all living together in rel-
ative harmony. 

Singh Sr. couldn’t sit still, even for 
a moment. One day, the toddler—
against his mother’s wishes—scaled 
his family’s mud hut, pulling himself 
along using the loose straw. He made 
it to the top, but his feet, now slath-
ered in slippery clay, caused him to 
tumble to the ground. He hit the dirt 
with a glorious thud. 

When the boy was a few years old, 
his father moved the family to Moga, 
a city located 70 kilometres south-
west of Haripur Khalsa. Suddenly, 
Singh Sr. was surrounded by pedes-
trians, pavement and buildings. In 
Moga, the farm boy would get an 
education—and a shot at a more 
prosperous life. 

But the move did little to temper 
Singh Sr.’s mischievous nature. He’d 
climb high into fruit trees and perch 
on the tallest branch. He’d scale the 
rickety wooden fences at school, get 
up on the roof and dart across the 
dusty concrete as students stared in 
amazement. His body needed to be 
in motion. 

Singh Sr.’s house was across from 
the school. From the front, he could 
see the hockey pitches behind the 
classrooms. Every day, in a rare 
show of stillness, he’d sit listening 
to sticks crackle like kindling, the 
tough leather ball whipping hard 
across the field, players yelling and 
screaming as they galloped after it 
like a herd of unruly animals.

His mother was stunned. Could this 
be her uncontrollable son, perched 
cross-legged like he was meditating? 
But her child wasn’t seeking divine 
intervention. He’d found a different 

deity to follow. 
Shortly after, on his 

fifth birthday, the boy 
was gifted the most 
important present of 
his young life. Once 
again, the patriarch of 
his family had found a 
way to steer his child in 
the right direction. 

“My father bought 
me my first stick,” says 
Singh Sr. “And the rest  
is history.” 
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He darted from his house 
straight onto the pitch, his lit-
tle legs barely able to keep up 
with his excitement. Immedi-
ately, he joined a game, run-
ning back and forth until he 
felt as if his lungs were about 
to burst. That night, he came 
home exhausted.

When he awoke the next 
day, his rambunctious soul 
had a purpose, and one pur-
pose only: field hockey. 

IN 1956, FOR THE first time, 
the Olympic Games were  
being held outside of Europe 
and North America, way down 
in the southern hemisphere. 
Singh Sr. had been named 
team captain, a huge honour, 
and asked to carry the flag in 
the opening ceremony. But 
none of that mattered if his injury 
would cost the gold in Melbourne. 

India demolished Afghanistan 
14–0 to win the first game of their 
group stage. Singh Sr. had notched 
five goals before his finger snapped. 

That night, a physician held an 
X-ray up to the light and showed 
Singh Sr. where the bones had bro-
ken, the seismic crack in his plans. 
Singh Sr. knew he’d been foolish; the 
team had never been under any pres-
sure, and his bravado was needless. 

All the kerfuffle had finally gotten 
to him. All those Indians telling him 

he was a god, a hero, unstoppable. 
Little kids asking if he could pull carts 
full of sod down the road with one 
hand or score goals while juggling 
three balls. 

The athlete sombrely made his 
way back to the village, where an 
emergenc y meeting was being 
held. The Indian officials who’d 
gathered quickly decided their star 
wouldn’t play in the remaining two 
group matches against the United 
States and Singapore. Neither team 
was deemed a serious threat. This 
would allow Singh Sr. a full week 

At the age of 16, Singh Sr. snagged the title of 
lead goal scorer at his first tournament. 
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to rest his hand before the playoffs 
started against the Unified Team  
of Germany. 

The members of Team India were 
forbidden to speak about Singh Sr.’s 
injury; the official line was that he 
was being saved for the semifinals 
and finals. Their captain wrapped 
his finger in a cloth bandage and 
mostly kept his hand in his pocket. 
He avoided handshakes during for-
mal introductions, instead going in 
for a full-on hug. 

With Singh Sr. out of the lineup, 
the team feared India’s aura of invin-
cibility would crack. On a recent tour 
to Malaya just before Melbourne, 
Singh Sr. scored 83 of his team’s 121 
goals in 16 matches. If he was out of 
the picture, opponents could attack 
fully, rather than give up two defend-
ers to man-mark. It would be like the 
New York Yankees at the World Series 
without Babe Ruth. 

ALL TOO SOON, the team headed to 
the Melbourne Sports and Entertain-
ment Precinct for the semifinal game 
against Germany. After snagging 

gold in London in 1948 and Helsinki 
in 1952, India was going to have to 
scrape its way to a third win as an  
independent nation. 

Quickly, Singh Sr. was draped by 
two defenders from the well-trained 
German squad. They knew who he 
was and wanted to make sure he had 
zero time with the ball. What they 
didn’t know was that he was in no 
condition to score. The Indian cap-
tain was the perfect decoy. A fit man, 
he dragged the two players all over 

the pitch. The game became a tough, 
ugly affair. 

By halftime, the teams were tied 
0–0. Singh Sr. quietly headed to the 
locker room. Shame dripped off him 
like sweat. He could do nothing more 
than rope defenders in; passing was 
almost out of the question. 

His long-time friend Udham Singh 
approached. As a centre half, Udham 
was responsible for getting the ball 
to Singh Sr. in scoring position. Now 
he was lost. He sat down beside his  
despondent brother-in-arms. 

“I will score,” said Udham. “Just get 
me the ball and I will do it.”  

              VIOLENT IMAGES OF PARTITION  
    HUNG OVER THE GOLD MEDAL MATCH. 
         THIS WAS MORE THAN A HOCKEY GAME.
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Udham came out in the second 
half with fire in his belly. He took the 
ball at centre, and rather than pass, 
as he usually did, he deked through 
two German players. Suddenly the 
team’s formation was out of whack; 
the centre half was encroaching  
unguarded on the defence. But two of 
the fullbacks were reluctant to leave 
Singh Sr.’s side. 

Heading straight for the goal,  
Udham darted between the defend-
ers’ line. Singh Sr. remained by his 
side, four players tearing toward the 
German goalkeeper. Udham took 
one more tap right outside the crease 
but pushed the ball a little too far to 

regain control. Singh Sr. and Udham 
both darted forward, with defenders 
on their heels and the German goal-
keeper racing out to cut off the angles. 

Right before the pileup, Singh Sr. 
stretched out his arm, extending his 
stick ahead of the pack of players. 
Although he couldn’t shoot, he man-
aged to tap the ball enough to change 
its direction, throwing the keeper out 
of line. Everyone then collided in a 
glorious mess, the ball dribbling into 
the goal. 

IN THE OLYMPIC VILLAGE that night, 
Singh Sr. tried to remain stoic despite 
a right hand that wouldn’t do as it 

Singh Sr. (middle row, centre) with the rest of Team India, the gold-medal winner  
at the London Olympics in 1948. 
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was told. He took a sleeping tablet, 
but it did no good. He tossed and 
turned for hours.

His thoughts moved to his family 
back home in Ferozepur. His wife, 
Sushil, their daughter, Sushbir, and 
infant son, Kanwalbir, entered his 
mind. He remembered taking them 
to the Sri Darbar Sahib, the Golden 
Temple Amritsar, where they prayed 
to celebrate his being named captain. 

Since 1928, India or the British 
Raj had won gold in Olympic field 
hockey five times in a row. A sixth 
was in reach, but doubt plagued 
Singh Sr. How would his country 

receive the team if they lost? He 
needed to find the strength to over-
come this mental hurdle. He needed 
God by his side.

COMPOUNDING THE STRESS was 
India’s opponent in the gold medal 
match: Pakistan. The political rami-
fications of the final, to be played on 
December 6, were heavy. Images of 
Partition—the 1947 division of the 
Indian subcontinent, after the British 
departed, into Hindu-majority India 
and Muslim-majority Pakistan—hung 
over the event. Each player struggled 
to shake the terrors they had endured: 
Muslims watching the slaughter of 
friends and family by Hindus, and 
vice versa; Sikhs witnessing unspeak-
able atrocities in the name of free-
dom; Gandhi starving himself to stop 
people who’d shared villages for cen-
turies from killing one another. Hin-
dus and Sikhs forced to head east, and 
Muslims forced to the west. Singh Sr.  
remembered the lifeless bodies 
hanged in trees, the smell of cooked 
flesh and kerosene. The horror caused 
in the name of religion. 

This was about more than just a 
hockey game. 

GAME DAY. INDIA’S STAR awoke from 
another terrible sleep. He looked 
down at his swollen finger—he could 
barely make a fist. 

Suddenly he noticed a letter 
tucked into his suitcase. It was from 
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his father. Written in Urdu, it was 
typical of his dad’s letters, all busi-
ness, no nonsense: 

“Dear Balbir, 

Sat Siri Akal. (God is the only truth.) 
By now you have fulfilled every desire 
of yours in hockey. The honour that 
you have earned in this field is also 
perhaps your last. I believe you are 
the only player selected to captain 
India twice in succession in interna-
tional matches. Your game has been 
acclaimed all over the world. Another 
ambition of yours, to become deputy 
superintendent of police, has also 
been fulfilled.... I congratulate your 
wife, your dear children, your mother-
in-law, maternal uncles and your lov-
ing mother on this achievement. 

As captain of the team, you will have 
to be extremely cautious.

1. You must never be arrogant. Arro-
gance is a disease. Yes, everybody has 
the right to a certain amount of pride, 
but not arrogance. 

2. It is likely that some members of 
the team are jealous of you, but you 
must treat them with kindness....

3. On account of your brilliance, 
teams of various countries will be 
itching to pull you down. You will 
have to be very careful and guard 

against injuries. At the same time, 
you will have to out-dribble and out-
manoeuvre [opponents]. 

4. You will have to be friendly with 
everybody. 

5. You will have to keep the honour 
of the national flag…. You will have 
to play not for yourself but for your 
country. You will have to enhance 
India’s prestige.

6. You must score at the first available 
opportunity. Hockey is not a game for 

A 1947 photo of Singh Sr. dressed in his 
police uniform, months before Partition 
ripped the country apart.
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selfish players. You must never allow 
a good chance to go a-begging. 

7. You must always remain calm and 
keep your presence of mind. Need-
less excitement will only spoil your 
judgment. 

8. Alertness is the need of the hour.

9. You must always respect your well-
wishers and be of help to them. 

10. Every player must live in an 
atmosphere of mutual trust and 

friendship and play for the 
countr y.  We in Moga are 
praying that India’s hockey 
team wins another Olympic 
gold medal.

You must go to Australia with 
an easy mind and perform 
your duty.… As soon as you 
reach Melbourne, send us your 
postal address and also mail 
your schedule of matches. 

Your loving father.” 

Singh Sr. wished he’d found 
the letter at the outset of the 
games. His father’s words felt 
like a premonition: he had 
been neither alert nor careful, 
and he had not kept his pres-
ence of mind. 

SINGH SR. VALIANTLY headed out 
onto the pitch. He could see Paki-
stani players who were once his 
friends. Now these Muslim men were  
enemies, their own families raped 
and murdered during the period of 
national strife. No one was innocent; 
everyone was to blame. 

As soon as the whistle sounded, 
number 13 was knocked around, his 
stick whacked out of his hands, his 
knees targeted; any part of his body 
in striking range was punished. 

All Singh Sr. could do was run, so 
he did. From the first moments of the P
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The three-time Olympian in March 2016.
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match, he sprinted long 
looping routes, heading 
out to the corner, back-
tracking, filling holes. 
The rest of the Indian 
team knew their captain 
wouldn’t be putting the 
ball in the net, so they 
moved the ball through 
the gaping holes he left 
for them. 

Right after the half, 
when it looked like the 
two teams were going to 
come to a nil-nil draw, 
India took advantage of 
a penalty corner and moved into the 
lead. Now all they had to do was play 
even for another 30 minutes.

THE SOUND OF THE final whistle 
was like an angel calling out. Singh 
Sr. looked up at the sky and wept. 

He had amassed 22 goals 
in the Olympics. He had 
won three gold medals for  
his country.

As he led his team out 
to the victory platform, 
the pride he’d lost dur-
ing these games returned. 
Regardless of his selfish 
play against Afghanistan, 
his team was golden and 
all would be forgiven—he 
hoped. Slowly, his stern 
demeanour cracked. Step-
ping up to the middle box, 
with the captains of Paki-

stan and Germany at his side, Singh 
Sr. smiled.

In March 2016, Hockey India pre-
sented Singh Sr. with the lifetime 
achievement award. It is named after 
Dhyan Chand. 
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HONOUR IN DEFEAT

Don’t be afraid of missed opportunities. Behind every failure is

an opportunity someone wishes they had missed.

LILY TOMLIN

They say, “You snooze, you lose,” which means I start every

morning failing multiple times in nine-minute intervals.

@BATKAREN, comedian
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The Tale as Old as Time. 
The Smash Hit Broadway Sensation.

“A spectacle to please
young and old.” – Georgia Straight 

Originally Directed by
Robert Jess Roth

Music by
Alan Menken

Book by
Linda Woolverton

Lyrics by
Howard Ashman & Tim Rice

 Originally Produced by
Disney Theatrical Productions

The Greatest Love Story Ever Told.
The Most Acclaimed Musical of All Time.

“Profoundly moving...
An incandescent piece of work.”  – New York Times

Based on a Conception by
Jerome Robbins

Book by
Arthur Laurents

Music by
Leonard Bernstein 

Lyrics by 
Stephen Sondheim 

Entire Original Production Directed
and Choreographed by

Jerome Robbins

Originally Produced on Broadway by

and Harold S. Prince

By Arrangement with

Roger L. Stevens



 13 Things  
 You Should 
Know About 
Saving 
Water 
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1 Conservation is key. There may 
be nearly 1,386,000,000 cubic ki-

lometres of water on Earth, but only 
about 3 per cent of it is drinkable. 

2 The water wasted by leaky fau-
cets adds up. In a house with 

three taps that lose only two drops 
per minute, a total of 730 litres will 
disappear down the drain each year.

3 Invest in aerators. These inexpen-
sive accessories for faucets and 

shower heads add air to the flow, 
which can reduce water consumption 
by up to 50 per cent. If your home has 

a water meter, this could mean sav-
ings. Water prices vary nationwide, 
but a homeowner in Calgary, for  
example, could save at least $42  
every year by making the switch. 

4You don’t have to go overboard 
when trying to conserve, says  

Jacob Tompkins, managing director 
of water-efficiency organization  
Waterwise. If you enjoy a relaxing 
bath each night, try opting for a 
shower every second day. One bath 
requires approximately 75 litres of 
water; a five-minute shower uses less 
than half that amount. ➸

BY DANIEL VIOLA 
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5 Low flow is the way to go. These 
toilets quickly pay for them-

selves: a family of four can save 
more than 80,000 litres from being 
flushed each year.

6 Be a smarter gardener. Tompkins 
recommends installing barrels to 

capture rainwater and refraining 
from hydrating your lawn with a 
hose. Brown grass doesn’t mean 
dead grass, so wait for precipitation 
and don’t turn on the sprinkler. 

7 A single cup of coffee requires  
approximately 140 litres of water 

 to cultivate and produce. Java lovers 
needn’t quit cold turkey but should 
be mindful about the amount they 
consume each day. “Don’t stop 
drinking coffee, but don’t throw it 
away,” Tompkins says. “That waste-
fulness is where the problem lies.”

8According to Elizabeth Hen-
driks, vice-president of freshwa-

ter at WWF-Canada, meatless 
Mondays are a great way to reduce 
your water footprint. One kilogram 
of industrially produced beef needs 
15,500 litres of water to make it from 
the farm to the dinner table. 

9 Greek yogourt may be yummy, 
but it isn’t always green. “In 

Greece, where you have goats wan-
dering over an arid environment, 
Greek yogourt can be a good way of  

turning water into scarce protein,” 
Tompkins says. But mass-produced 
Greek-style yogourt comes from 
armies of cows in dairy factories, 
each of which uses up about 10 mil-
lion litres in its lifetime.

10 It takes 2,700 litres of water to 
make a single cotton T-shirt. 

So how does one stay fashionable 
while remaining mindful of their foot-
print? The answer, Hendriks says, is 
simple: reduce, reuse, recycle. Instead 
of buying five cheap tees that will sit 
in your closet, buy one or two high-
quality ones you’ll wear regularly. 
And when you’re through with last 
year’s style, don’t forget to donate.

11 It’s worth it to spring for a 
dishwasher. An Energy Star–

certified appliance can use almost 
19,000 fewer litres over a year com-
pared to hand washing. 

12 Launder wisely. Doing a few 
full loads of clothes is more  

efficient than cleaning many small 
loads and can save the average fam-
ily 2,000 litres of water each month. 

13 Bottled drinks are even more 
wasteful than you think: it 

takes 1.39 litres to make a single 
one-litre bottle of H2O. A litre of 
soda is no better, requiring a little 
over two litres to produce. So ditch 
the plastic and stick to the tap. 
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ALL MIXED UP 
Jonathan Nichols  
got a lot more than 
a Seattle, Wash., 
area code when he picked 
an easy-to-memorize cellphone 
number in 2012. In the following 
weeks, the public-interest lawyer be-
gan receiving suggestive selfies from 
strange women and offers to test 
drive Ferraris. After a flurry of birth-
day greetings seven months later, the 
puzzled 30-something pieced to-
gether that his digits had previously 
belonged to the rapper Sir Mix-A-
Lot. After the incident was reported 
in a local paper, Nichols found he’d 
earned a nickname—courtroom col-
leagues now call him “Mix Jr.” 

CRUEL INTENTIONS 
Gone are the innocent days of being 
asked whether your refrigerator is 
running. In February, a prank caller 
convinced staffers at a Jack in the 
Box in Tucson, Ariz., to smash all  
of the restaurant’s windows. Posing 
as a fire-suppression company, the 
unnamed joker claimed that gas 
pressure within the building was  P
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rising and that 
shattering the 
glass was the only 
way to prevent an 
explosion. The 
hoax has since 
spread, with 

copycats targeting fast-food outlets 
across the United States. Seems like 
a good time to invest in caller ID. 

BROKEN TELEPHONE 
Michael Saba and Christina Lee 
want to clear the air: they didn’t 
steal your cell. In the past year, more 
than a dozen concerned parties 
searching for lost or stolen devices 
have been mistakenly led to the 
couple’s house in Atlanta, Ga., by 
phone-tracking apps. The reason 
why isn’t entirely clear. Part of the 
cause may be that Saba and Lee are 
the only Internet users in their  
immediate area, and the imprecise 
GPS employed by phone-finding 
apps sends searchers to the only 
spot of Internet activity: their home. 
So far, no one’s got a solution. As 
Lee put it, “There’s no troubleshoot-
ing guide for this problem.”
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10 Bathroom 
Cleaning Tricks 

Rust stains, mildew and  
scum, begone!
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8 Expensive 
Mistakes That 
Devalue Your Car

RD CLASS IC

All on the Line
When a college student slipped and 

smashed his head during a dangerous 
wilderness climb, his chances of survival 

were low. To save him, his girlfriend would 
have to go to extreme measures.
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Challenge yourself by solving these puzzles and mind stretchers,  
then check your answers on page 140.
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MYSTERY NUMBER (Moderately difficult)
The numbers in this table follow a rule. What’s the missing number?

7 2 1 3 4 6 1

2 12 8 6 2 4 ?

GEOMAZE 

(Easy)
Without going 
over a line, 
trace a path 
from the  
arrow to  
the flag.
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HAVES AND HAVE-NOTS  

(Moderately difficult)
There are four bananas and nobody 
has—or has ever had—more than one.

 ■ Aloysius and Brigitte either both have 
a banana or neither of them has one.

 ■ If Clovis has a banana, then Darnella 
has one.

 ■ Eugenia, Friedrich and Georginetta 
have two bananas among them.

 ■ If Horatius doesn’t have a banana, 
then neither does Aloysius.

 ■ Put together, Brigitte, Clovis and Dar-
nella have an odd number of bananas.

 ■ Friedrich gave a banana to Eugenia.
 ■ Georginetta has just as many bananas 

as Horatius.

So, who’s got bananas?

GET AN ANGLE (Moderately difficult)
Under each pair of figures, there is a number that tells us something about 
them. What should the missing number be?

?540 900 720

MAKE-A-SHAPE (Difficult)
Could these pieces be  
rearranged, like a jigsaw 
puzzle, to make the  
pentagon below?

R E A D E R ’ S  D I G E S T   
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ANSWERS:  1. India. 2. The Gold Rush. 3. A bear. 4. Esperanto. 5. Helsinki, Finland.  

6. Star Wars’ R2-D2 (or BB-8). 7. H. G. Wells. 8. “Let there be light.” 9. Japan. 10. Africa. 

11. The potato. 12. Egypt. 13. Asia. 14. Irish Gaelic. 15. Saint Peter.

1. Which country is home to half  
of the world’s wild tigers?

2. In which silent movie does Charlie  
Chaplin play a lonely gold prospec-
tor, eat a shoe and make two dinner 
rolls dance?

3. Winnie may be a “Pooh,” but he’s
also what kind of animal?

4. If you wear a green  
star, you may be indicat-
ing that you can speak 
which language?

5. What is the northernmost 
city to have hosted the Sum-
mer Olympic Games?

6. What droid from a 
galaxy far, far away can 
play holographic movies 
and help fly X-wing fighters?

7. What British author’s  
great-grandson helmed 
the 2002 movie version 
of his 1895 science- 
fiction classic, The  
Time Machine?

8. “Fiat lux” is a Latin translation  
of what illuminating Biblical phrase 
from Genesis 1:3?

9. Which country celebrates its  
New Year with a pounded rice  
cake called mochi?

10. On which continent would you
find the most United Nations 

member states?

11. Now a staple across  
Europe, which starchy 
vegetable didn’t exist there 

before the 16th century?

12. What country fought
Israel in all four of that  
nation’s wars before  
signing the 1978 Camp 
David Accords?

13. On which continent 
is Lebanon located?

14. “Sláinte” is a toast
in what language, 
whose speakers  
are known for their 
pub culture?

BY PAUL PAQUET

15. Who is a patron
saint of locksmiths,

perhaps because he is
thought to hold the

keys to heaven?
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694875312

127963584

835124679

746382195

289651743

351749826

468597231

973216458

512438967

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 137)

GEOMAZE

MYSTERY NUMBER
14. The sequence on the 

bottom row is made by 

multiplying each number  

in the top row by two, then 

arranging those products  

in reverse order from right 

to left.

HAVES AND HAVE-NOTS
Darnella, Eugenia,  

Georginetta and Horatius 

have bananas.

MAKE-A-SHAPE

Yes.

   

GET AN ANGLE
540. To find each number, 

add up the degrees in the 

interior angles of the two 

shapes above it. (The  

angles in triangles always 

add up to 180 degrees; 

those in quadrilaterals— 

including squares—total 

360 degrees, and those in 

pentagons total 540.)

4 5 1

1 9 6 5

3 2 9

7 9

8 9 5 7 4

5 6

4 9 3

3 1 6 8

1 4 9
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1. oaf— 
A: pretender to  
the throne.  
B: elf ’s child.  
C: troll.

2. wyvern— 
A: winged, two-footed 
beast with a barbed tail.  
B: demon with  
hypnotic powers.  
C: witch.

3. accolade— 
A: bravery in battle.  
B: gesture conferring 
knighthood.  
C: royal seal.

4. Melusine— 
A: wood-nymph queen.  
B: wicked stepmother.  
C: maiden with a  
serpent’s tail.

5. caitiff— 
A: cowardly wretch.  
B: sorcerer.  
C: fairy godmother. 

6. bugbear— 
A: mischievous pixie.  
B: goblin that devours 
ill-behaved children.  
C: human raised  
by animals.

7. valkyrie— 
A: Viking ship.  
B: beast that is half  
human, half raven.  
C: maiden who  
escorts slain heroes  
to the afterlife.

8. kobold— 
A: cave of treasures.  
B: sprite who dwells 
underground.  
C: rapier metal. 

9. eremite— 
A: beggar.  
B: crusader.  
C: recluse.

10. rampart—
A: defensive wall.  
B: woodland clearing.  
C: central altar in a 
Druid circle.

11. banshee— 
A: female spirit  
whose wail is a  
harbinger of death.  
B: angry mermaid  
who has been lured 
from the sea.  
C: singing wraith.

12. varlet— 
A: knight’s attendant.  
B: fencing master.  
C: decorative shield.

13. bard— 
A: longbow archer.  
B: composer or reciter 
of heroic verse.  
C: master craftsman.

14. philtre— 
A: curse.  
B: secret passageway.  
C: love potion.

15. auspice— 
A: wizard’s lair.  
B: favourable omen.  
C: moral.

Fairy tales and legends resonate with the beguiling language of wizardry 
and wonder. How much of their lore have you absorbed?

BY ANITA LAHEY
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1. oaf—[B] elf ’s child; as, The milk-
maid swore her baby had been  
exchanged for an oaf.

2. wyvern—[A] winged, two-footed 
beast with a barbed tail; as, Whether 
or not the wyvern is a type of dragon 
depends on whom you ask.  

3. accolade—[B] gesture conferring 
knighthood; as, The accolade could 
take the form of a sword tap on the 
candidate’s shoulders, an embrace 
or even a blow to the ear.

4. Melusine—[C] maiden with a 
serpent’s tail; as, Now the face of 
Starbucks, Melusine is found in tales 
dating back almost 1,000 years.

5. caitiff—[A] cowardly wretch; as, 
King Arthur swore revenge upon the 
caitiff  who sent him on a fool’s quest.

6. bugbear—[B] goblin that devours 
ill-behaved children; as, Once upon 
a time, parents used bugbear tales to 
foster obedience.

7. valkyrie—[C] maiden who escorts 
slain heroes to the afterlife; as, Norse 
folklore has it that the northern lights 
are the shimmering of the valkyries’ 
shields and armour.

8. kobold—[B] sprite who dwells 
underground; as, Hans and his fellow 
miners suspected the impurities they 
found in the silver were the work of 
troublesome kobolds.

9. eremite—[C] recluse; as, The  
eremite retreated to his remote cave; 
even the monastery was too popu-
lated for this hermit. 

10. rampart—[A] defensive wall; as, 
Approaching the castle, Sir Fendrel 
saw his lady waving to him from the 
eastern rampart.

11. banshee—[A] female spirit 
whose wail is a harbinger of death; 
as, Morgan trembled when the  
banshee’s lament rose from the mist-
covered hills.

12. varlet—[A] knight’s attendant; 
as, Sir Gawain was in need of a new 
varlet after Lancelot poached his 
skilful servant.

13. bard—[B] composer or reciter of 
heroic verse; as, The bard was  
rewarded for his song about the 
deeds of the queen’s ancestors.

14. philtre—[C] love potion; as, No 
philtre was required to spark passion 
between Buttercup and the Dread 
Pirate Roberts.

15. auspice—[B] favourable omen; 
as, The villagers saw the lilies blan-
keting the river and interpreted 
them as an auspice from the fairies.

Answers

VOCABULARY RATINGS
7–10: fair
11–12: good
13–15: excellent

R E A D E R ’ S  D I G E S T   

142 | 07/08 • 2016 | rd.ca





BEING REAL 
IS NOT A 
STRATEGY. 

SOPHIE GRÉGOIRE-TRUDEAU

PLAYING IN THE NHL IN 

THE ’80S WAS LIKE 

WATERSKIING BEHIND  

A 10-HORSEPOWER 

ENGINE. HALF THE TIME, 

YOU’RE JUST HOLDING 

ON FOR DEAR LIFE.

DOUG GILMOUR

Everybody always told 
me that I had Maurice 
Richard eyes when I 
competed; that the 
intensity that was on 
my face was scary.

COLLEEN JONES

THERE ARE NO PASSENGERS ON SPACESHIP EARTH. 
WE ARE ALL CREW.  MARSHALL MCLUHAN

PHOTOS: (ENRIGHT) CBC MEDIA CENTRE; (GRÉGOIRE-TRUDEAU) ART BABYCH/SHUTTERSTOCK; 
(GILMOUR) © VUJCIC. QUOTES: (ENRIGHT) CBC RADIO (APRIL 3, 2016); (HOGGARD) THE GLOBE AND 
MAIL  (MAR. 9, 2015); (McLUHAN) WIKIQUOTE (OCT. 15, 2015); (JONES) MACLEAN’S  (NOV. 11 ,  2015); 
(GRÉGOIRE-TRUDEAU) CHATELAINE  (MAR. 1 ,  2016); (GILMOUR) THE PLAYER’S TRIBUNE  (MAR. 9, 
2016); (McCULLOCH) TWITTER (JAN. 30, 2016).

When I make a to-do list,  
I always put on some easy 

ones to feel good about my-
self, e.g., 1) start to-do list 

2) feel good about self.
BRUCE MCCULLOCH

When you first 
achieve success, 
there’s a tempta-
tion to say, “This 

is my show, this is 
how we’re going 

to do things.” 
Don’t be that guy.

JACOB HOGGARD

A baseball game 
can shift our atten-
tion and freeze it for 
a moment in a way 

that no other  
sport can.

MICHAEL ENRIGHT 

BY CHRISTINA PALASSIO

Quotes



†Based on automotive awards for minivans 1984 through 2014. *Based on the latest available competitive information and the WardsAuto Small Van segment (passenger vans only). Based
on 2016 model year vehicles only. Excludes other vehicles designed and manufactured by FCA US LLC. *As good as 13.7 L/100 km (21 MPG) city and 9.4 L/100 km (30 MPG) highway rating.
Based on 2016 EnerGuide fuel consumption ratings. Government of Canada test methods used. Your actual fuel consumption will vary based on driving habits and other factors. Use for
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Guess it’s a pickup too.
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1.  Odourless, natural formula 
 quickly absorbs into the skin.

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

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

Based on traditional medicine and made with natural ingredients, 
Lakota is natural pain relief that works. For reviews and testimonials 
visit Lakotaherbs.com

Weed out arthritis pain and get back to your roots.


