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What People Are Saying About 
Chicken Soup for the Canadian Soul . . . 


“This book is full of heart-opening stories that truly capture the essence of what being Canadian is all about. They brought me to tears time and time again, providing me with new insights as to what it means to be Canadian. Definitely a book I want to share with my children. I loved these stories!”


Barbara Underhill 
world champion figure skater, Canadian Olympian, TV
Colour commentator, motivational speaker, mom 


“The soul is forever seeking expansion, fuller expression and positive reinforcement. This book delivers. You will enjoy every page. Pick any story and you’ll see. . . . It will make you feel better. I loved reading it.”


Bob Proctor 
speaker, trainer and author of bestselling book,
You Were Born Rich 


“How wonderful to have a book of stories like this to share with our young people as an inspiration to achieve their dreams—and live their lives as loving, compassionate beings. As you read these stories, share them with your kids, share them with your students, share them with your friends.”


Donna Leonard 
chief commissioner,
Girl Guides of Canada 


“The answer to ‘What makes a Canadian a Canadian?’ is finally clear. It’s in our stories. We now have something to pass on to our children and our children’s children and they to theirs. We can stand up and be proud of our accomplishments as Canadians. Chicken Soup for the Canadian Soul gives us a legacy.”


Deane Parkes 
writer, motivational trainer, speaker, mentor, businessman,
and creator, National Post’s HealthVenture 


“Chicken Soup for the Canadian Soul brings to life the work of Canadians in shaping our nation into one of community heroes. From East Coast to West Coast, to the Northwest Territories and Nunavut, their inspiring stories capture our unique culture, historical heritage and our love of the land. This is a must-read for every Canadian.”


Ruth Ramsden-Wood 
president, United Way of Calgary and Area 


“My heart was touched and my soul was moved as I read the stories of some of our greatest Canadian heroes in their own words. But it’s the soulful and compassionate stories of the ordinary Canadians that weave the tapestry into a whole, providing a picture to the world of who we really are as a people. Read this book and celebrate what it is to be Canadian.”


Kathy Ryndak 
psychotherapist and
cofounder, Transformational Arts College 


“I’ve always suspected it, but never knew how much talent, courage and greatness we have in Canada until I read the wonderful stories in Chicken Soup for the Canadian Soul. To finally have all these wonderful stories in one place will make this book one of our greatest literary legacies.”


Lynrod Douglas 
publisher, Black Pages Canada 


“Thank you for putting all these amazing stories together so that others can be inspired by these remarkable Canadians! All of us will be encouraged by the talent, courage and genius we have in this great land and the stories in Chicken Soup for the Canadian Soul are a perfect source! This book is destined to become a beacon in our magnificent heritage.”


Frances Wright 
president and CEO, Famous 5 Foundation
author, speaker, entrepreneur, proud Canadian 


“What makes a Canadian, Canadian? It’s our love of the land, our courtesy and kindness, our saying ‘I’m sorry’ even when it’s not our fault. It’s our love of the CBC and it’s our steadfast loyalty. It’s our stories and it’s our story. Read this book. It’ll nourish your Canadian soul.”


Martin Rutte 
speaker, trainer, president, Livelihood Inc. 


“As a geologist, I’ve had the opportunity of knowing Canada and Canadians from Newfoundland to BC, and from Southern Ontario to the High Arctic. I read with great pride these wonderful stories that paint a remarkably accurate picture of our great nation, and offer the reader a rare glimpse into the very heart of Canada and its people.”


Dr. Donald H. Gorman 
professor emeritus of geology,
University of Toronto 


“Not everyone has a talent for music or art, but we each have the gift for story. And, as the words in this book so beautifully illustrate, our stories matter. They remind us of the many ways that the beauty of this land and the diversity of its people bring us home to ourselves and help us find our own place of the heart.”


Michael Jones 
pianist, composer, recording artist, speaker and
author, Creating an Imaginative Life 


“I enjoyed reading the diverse stories about my homeland, and this outpouring of simple humanity reminds me why I remain a Canadian citizen after many years of living away from home.”


Wayne Patterson 
senior fellow, Howard University
 vice president, Liberal Party of Canada, 1980–1984 


“Chicken Soup for the Canadian Soul is an enormously inspirational book that will remind Canadians everywhere of the very best within us.”


Robin Sharma, LL.B., LL.M. 
author of the worldwide
bestseller, The Monk Who Sold His Ferrari, 
CEO, Sharma Leadership International 
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Introduction


During the nearly four years it took to compile this book, we were asked several questions repeatedly: “What will make this Chicken Soup book different from all the other Chicken Soup titles? How will you make this book a true reflection of our diverse and historic Canadian heritage?” “What exactly is Chicken Soup for the Canadian Soul anyway?” 


When we first began collecting stories, the answers to these questions were not clear. After all, the Canadian identity is multidimensional as well as multicultural. As Canadians, we find our roots in so many different places around the world. How could we create a collection of stories that represented them all? In addition, Chicken Soup for the Soul stories are traditionally nonpolitical and noncontroversial. Yet Canada, by its very existence, is a political entity, and its historic origins are steeped in controversy. Many of those controversies are part of the Canadian fabric of life to this day; they continuously challenge us to stretch and grow and to be the best people and country we can be.


How could we assemble a collection of stories that would truly represent everything Canada is—and everyone who lives here? At some point it became apparent we simply could not. But we knew we could put together a book of wonderful, inspirational, heart-opening stories, which people would love to read and which would make us feel proud to be Canadians.


We decided we needed stories from people living in as many different places in Canada as possible. We searched from Cape Breton Island to Vancouver Island, and in every province and territory in between. We looked for stories in big cities, small towns, villages and rural communities all across this beautiful country. We sought stories from teachers and students, professional writers and professional homemakers, athletes and musicians, journalists and entertainers, First Nations Communities, historians and war veterans, the Royal Canadian Mounted Police and the Canadian Coast Guard—just about anybody we could think of. We did our best to tell our storytellers just what we were after. And then the stories started to arrive.


When we had a group of stories we liked, we ran them past a panel of Canadian readers and asked the panel for comments. They told us what they liked and what they didn’t. Eventually, a pattern began to emerge—and our spines started to tingle. We realized that what we were doing had never been done before in this country, and we were honoured to the tips of our toes to be doing it! Our love and commitment to this unique and special project grew into a passion.


What we present to you now is the result of reading over 6,000 stories during the past four years. In addition to the rich treasure of ordinary Canadians telling us their personal and heretofore unknown stories, we tried our best to include the stories of many well-known and beloved Canadians as well. Barbara Underhill and Paul Martini were delighted to share with us the story of their memorable gold medal skate at the 1984 World Championships in Ottawa. “For Better or For Worse” cartoonist Lynn Johnston submitted a wonderful story about an encounter with Wayne Gretzky. Cape Breton fiddler Natalie MacMaster shared a very touching story with us, proving she is as delightful offstage as she is on. Kurt Browning sent us a story sharing his unique perspective on skating in the Olympics. Pamela Wallin gave her insight into how patriotic Canadians really are. Toronto Star writer Leslie Scrivener tells us again the story we all carry in our hearts—the legacy of Terry Fox. We are honoured to present you with these and all the other wonderful stories we found. We hope you are as touched and proud reading these stories as we have been compiling and editing them. 


There are many stories we have not told in this book. We may not have included a story on a particular theme, person, group of people or Canadian region because we either couldn’t find a story appropriate for a Chicken Soup for the Soul collection, or we couldn’t find the writer of a story we did have.


If you have or know of a story that you feel should have been in the book but wasn’t, we invite you to submit it to us for consideration for a second edition.


That being said, we feel we have assembled a wonderful collection of stories that all Canadians can truly be proud of. And while there are many diverse stories from ordinary people exploring universal themes of love, compassion, forgiveness, family, acceptance and courage, there is one golden thread that weaves its way through this book—sometimes subtly, sometimes dramatically. That thread is the passionate love all Canadians have for this land that offers them so much, this land they call home. In the end, these stories are not about language, culture, politics, or where one’s parents or grandparents came from. These stories are about the love, pride and gratitude we all share in being Canadian. We hope these tales will in turn inspire you, touch your heart and make you smile.


From our hearts to yours, we are thrilled and proud to offer you Chicken Soup for the Canadian Soul.






1

ON BEING
CANADIAN


One thing you know about Canadian people is they’re proud to be Canadian. My kids were born in the United States. They should be proud of their country and they are, but I’m a Canadian. I was born in Canada and I’m proud of my country. That never leaves you.


Wayne Gretzky 






A Canadian’s Story


I liken Canada to a garden . . . a garden into which have been transplanted the hardiest and brightest flowers from many lands, each retaining in its new environment the best of the qualities for which it was loved and prized in its native land.


Former Prime Minister John G. Diefenbaker 


One day when I was seventeen my best friend, Shelley, invited me to her home after school to meet her grandmother. When we arrived, a slim, fragile-looking, elderly lady with white hair and many wrinkles greeted us warmly. In a thick accent she invited us to help ourselves to freshly baked chocolate chip cookies. While we ate she asked many questions about our personal lives and listened intently to our answers. We both felt her genuine interest, and in spite of her accent, we understood her clearly. Her piercing, deep-blue eyes sparkled as we talked, and her smile radiated a lifetime of inner strength and integrity. She captivated me.


She noted how fortunate we were to have such beautiful clothes, nice furniture and time to spend with our friends. When she excused herself for a moment, Shelley and I stared at each other in astonishment at her grandmother’s appreciation of all the little things that we took for granted. In a whisper, Shelley explained that her grandmother had grown up in the Ukraine, where life had been very difficult. When she returned to the room, Grandma expressed her great pleasure in seeing all her children and grandchildren able to go to school and learn. When the conversation turned to my approaching eighteenth birthday, Grandma was thrilled and exclaimed how excited I must be at the thought of voting for the first time. Frankly, I had thought of all sorts of good things I would be able to do when I was eighteen, but voting wasn’t one of them. I told her so.


A little saddened by my cynicism, Shelley’s grandmother asked in her broken English if I would like to hear the story of her journey to Canada. She said she had not shared the details with many people, including Shelley. When I agreed, she began to tell her tale.


“Grandpa, myself and our six children lived in extremely modest conditions in the Ukraine. Everyone in the family who was old enough had to work. Our two eldest children were eight and ten. They did odd jobs for people who paid them with food rather than money.


“The other four children were too young to work, so they helped me with the household chores. The government did not want the people to be independent and think for themselves, and to ensure this, they prevented us from attending any religious services and forced us to worship the government. They also banned reading and writing, closed all the schools and destroyed all the books that disagreed with their oppressive philosophy. Anyone caught not complying with the new, closed-minded edict was put in prison. In spite of these severe consequences, those who knew how to read and write secretly taught those who did not. Many people managed to hide some of their beloved classic books before they could be destroyed.


“Many villagers dreamed of immigrating to Canada where they believed people were allowed to make choices and work hard to make a life for themselves. Although we were prevented from leaving with threats of imprisonment, many people attempted to flee because we were starving in the homeland. Grandpa and I and our six children were among those who made plans to escape.


“Our village was twenty miles from the border. We would have to walk and sneak past the border guards. On the other side of the border, we would be met by people to whom we paid our life’s savings to help us travel across the land to the ocean, and across the ocean to Canada.


“Crossing the border was extremely dangerous—the guards were ordered to shoot anyone caught trying to pass illegally. For this part of the journey, we were on our own.


“Late at night, taking only what we could carry, we left our home and quietly stole out of the village. Because three of our children were still quite small, it took us five days to reach the border. When we arrived, we hid in the trees on the edge of a mile-wide open area that ran along it. We planned to wait until dark before trying to cross.


“As the sun began to set, my husband and I carried the three smallest children while our other three joined hands. We could see the border and began to run across that mile-wide open area towards freedom. Just as we reached the borderline a bright spotlight flashed on and caught in its glare the two older boys running with their younger brother, who was literally suspended in midair between them. A loud voice boomed over a bullhorn— ‘Halt! Immediately!’—but my sons paid no attention and continued to run.


“Gunshots rang out and continued even after we had crossed into the neutral country on the other side. The light still followed us and suddenly found me as I ran carrying the baby. When our eldest son, John, saw this, he let go of his two brothers and yelled for them to run. Then John began to draw the guards’ attention by jumping, yelling and waving his hands. The bright light settled on him as the rest of us finally reached the protective barrier of the trees on the other side of the border. As we turned back to look, several shots rang out. John, my ten-year-old son, fell to the ground and lay still.


“Thankfully, the guards left my son there, because he lay outside their jurisdiction. Your grandpa crawled out and dragged John back to where we were huddled in the trees. My child had been hit by one of the bullets, and he died there in my arms. We wept in agony, but our hearts were filled with pride for his heroism. If not for John’s selfless actions, the baby and I would have certainly been shot. He gave his life that night so the rest of us might live.


“After we buried John, with heavy hearts we continued on and eventually found our way to Canada, and so to freedom.”


When Shelley’s grandmother finished her story, I had tears in my eyes.


“Since arriving in Canada I have enjoyed my freedom immensely,” she continued. “I take great pleasure in every single choice I have made—including the time I took an evening job scrubbing floors so that Shelley’s father could go to university.”


As she clutched at her heart, the dear lady then expressed great pride in her second oldest son, who was eight during the family’s flight to freedom. Out of gratitude for their new life in Canada, and because of the horror of seeing his brother shot down so long ago, he had enlisted in the Canadian army to defend his new country with his life.


Grandma confided that she valued her right to vote as very dear to her heart and had never missed her chance to have “her say.” She told me then that she viewed voting as not only a right and a privilege, but also a responsibility. By voting, she believed she could ensure that Canada would be run by good people and never by the kind of people who would shoot and kill someone making a choice.


My life changed profoundly that day, as I looked through the window that this special woman had opened into a different world. I made my own commitment on the spot to seize every opportunity I was ever given to vote. And I began to understand, in some small way, the passion that motivates our Canadian soldiers, who volunteer to defend our country.


When Grandma finished her story, Shelley, who had become very quiet, softly asked, “Who was the baby you were carrying when you ran across the border, Grandma?”


As Grandma caressed her cheek, she replied, “The baby was your father, my dear.”


Pat Fowler 
Sherwood Park, Alberta 






We Stand on Guard for Thee


Pollsters say Canadians are depressed right now. They say we’re discouraged. Don’t be. Think of all the good things we have. Think of how lucky we are. To be Canadian.


Gary Lautens, November 1990 


Some time ago during my vacation, I had the pleasure of travelling to Europe to tour the various regions of France. Our tour group was comprised of forty-five travellers from a variety of countries. My three friends and myself made up the Canadian contingent on the bus.


As the days and weeks passed, we had the chance to get to know each other better. In some ways, the new friendships that grew became as valuable and as memorable as the trip itself.


On the second to last day of the tour, we were making our way to Calais and the ferryboat that would take us back across the English Channel, on to London and finally to the airport. Throughout the trip, as we rode along in the coach, our wonderful French guide provided a colourful and interesting commentary to give us a better understanding of what we were seeing out the window.


About two hours out of Paris, driving through the peaceful French countryside, our guide came on the microphone. His richly accented voice was serious and sombre.


“We are presently passing through the World War I battlefields just south of Vimy Ridge. If you look to your right, just across the field there, you will see the war memorial that the people of France erected to the Canadian soldiers who fought so bravely here. Even today, some of the residents from the surrounding towns place flowers on the memorial regularly. Some lived through the fighting and have never forgotten the soldiers who took up their cause. And so, my dear Canadian friends at the back of the bus, I would like to say thank you from the people here in Vimy for the unselfish acts of your Canadian soldiers.”


Across the grassy field, the stone monument stood erect and proud against the French sky. A Canadian flag rippled softly in the calm breeze. The passengers, each deep in their own thoughts, stared silently out the windows. Lost in the moment, I could visualize the sights and sounds of war. Suddenly, an unexpected wave of emotion swept over me. I felt immense sadness for those men who never returned home to Canadian soil, but at the same time, my heart swelled with an enormous sense of pride. Tears filled my eyes. I was embarrassed by my uncontrolled reaction. As I turned around, I realized that each of my friends had experienced the same feelings—their eyes were also wet with tears. We smiled knowingly at each other, not speaking a word.


I had travelled all this way to appreciate what it means to be Canadian.


Penny Fedorczenko 
Oshawa, Ontario 






The Loonie That Turned to Gold


“Should we tell him about the Loonie?” Trent Evans asked Dan Craig. Dan was head of the Green Team, the icemakers responsible for all the hockey rinks at the Salt Lake City Winter Olympics.


“You know I can’t officially know anything about that Loonie,” replied Dan. He turned to me with a huge smile and unzipped his green Salt Lake parka to proudly display his Roots Team Canada T-shirt. As he turned and left, the twinkle in his eye was unmistakable. “I have to check on the temperature of the ice,” he announced, evading my questioning eyes. Now I’m no investigative reporter, but something was clearly up.


I was working at the 2002 Winter Olympics in Salt Lake City, as a TV features reporter for CBC Sports. My assignment was to profile Olympians by actually trying their sport for a day—the kind of opportunity television people dream of. It allowed me to spend time with Canada’s best and brightest as they prepared for their events. From skating with Catriona Le May Doan to playing goal with the women’s hockey team, from rocketing headfirst downhill at breakneck speed (hopefully not literally) with the Skeleton Team to being a brakeman with the bobsled team, I was amazed as I played with Canada’s best. But there’s more to an Olympic performance than the athletes. There are so many exceptional people who make things work behind the scenes, and I got to meet a few of them as well.


Back when Wayne Gretzky and the Edmonton Oilers were winning all those Stanley Cups, they were known as the fastest team with the fastest ice. The crew making that ice was run by Dan Craig. Dan rose up the ranks to eventually oversee ice-making operations for the entire NHL. Taking over for him in Edmonton was the rising star of ice-makers, Trent Evans. Just like the athletes who work and train for years hoping to qualify for the Olympics, Dan, Trent and their team had become the icemakers to call if you needed the best. Here in Salt Lake, because of their green jackets, they were known as the “Green Team,” and this would be their Olympics.


It was my day with the Green Team. We had started our “typical day in the life of an ice-maker” early that morning. With fifty-five games and even more practices in four different arenas, all needing perfect ice, the Green Team regularly put in sixteen-hour days during these games. It was hard work, but they had a lot of fun, too. While they were teaching me to drive a Zamboni, I was so busy watching all the dials and levers and gauges I forgot about the driving. Fortunately, one of them was holding a sign at the end boards that read “TURN.” After I parked the Zamboni, the guys gathered around to demonstrate how to tell if we’d done a good job. “Eat some of the snow out of the Zamboni,” they told me. “It should taste clean and melt in your mouth.” I dutifully obeyed, searching for the right taste and texture. When I saw them all laughing so hard they had to hold each other up, I realized I’d been had.


After a busy morning, we had to put the finishing touches on the E Centre, the gold medal hockey arena. We arrived at the rink just as rehearsals for the gold medal presentation ceremony were finishing. To our chagrin, the organizers were practicing as if the USA had won the gold. Maybe that’s what prompted Trent to tell me about the Loonie. We were standing behind the Zamboni, as the strains of the “Star-Spangled Banner” died out, when he began.


The first thing ice-makers do before making any ice, Trent told me, is to mark out the surface of the rink, starting at the centre. That marker becomes the face-off circle, and everything else is measured from there. Usually they just painted a dot, but there was no paint handy, so Trent reached into his pocket, came up with a dime, and put it down to mark the exact centre. Then they began the flood. But it was actually the next day when Trent had his real flash of inspiration.


It was a slightly beat-up 1987 Loonie, but it was all Trent had left in his pocket. He put it down on top of the dime and finished flooding the ice. As he drove the Zamboni late into the night, putting layer upon layer of ice over it, he hoped the Loonie would bring good luck to the Canadian hockey teams. He also knew that if anyone were to find out, he would not only have to remove it, he would probably be on thin ice with the Olympic organizing committee.


A couple of days later the rink was nearly done when Trent’s worst fears were realized. The Loonie had been spotted by one of the Americans on the crew, who promptly reported it. Trent was ordered to change the marker. His good-luck talisman was finished.


As Trent began to dig out the coin, he was upset, knowing the Canadian hockey teams could use all the good luck they could get. The women’s team had lost eight games in a row to the powerhouse Americans in pre-Olympic tournaments. The men’s team hadn’t won the gold medal since 1952. In that moment, Trent made a decision that seemed small at the time, but would change his life forever. He left the coin where it was and covered it up with a splotch of yellow paint.


“Now,” explained Trent, “came the really hard part, keeping it a secret.” All the Green Team knew because, well, they were in on it. The two Canadian hockey teams knew as well. “And now,” he said looking at me intently, “so do you.”


The games were about to start, and the Green Team agreed to let the CBC tell Canada about the Loonie under the ice, as long as we waited until just before the final game. So, as the games got rolling, as Jamie Salé and David Pelletier skated a gold medal performance and were awarded silver, then later gold, as Catriona dominated on the longtrack in speed skating, the Loonie story sat locked in a producer’s desk at the CBC. But every day was agonizing for Canada’s icemakers as more and more attention was directed towards centre ice at the hockey arena.


The women’s hockey tournament really got going with country after country being eliminated until the final confrontation— Canada versus the United States. The Loonie remained buried under the ice, but the secret was slowly beginning to surface. After playing shorthanded for most of the game, the Canadian underdogs won 3–2. In the exuberance of the moment, members of the Canadian Women’s Gold Medal team fell to their knees and kissed centre ice to thank the lucky Loonie.


Trent panicked, thinking for sure the jig was up. There were still three days to go before the men’s final. But somehow, the secret held. The entire country watched as the Canadian Men’s Team faltered, recovered, then won a place in the finals. Once again, it would be Team Canada against the undefeated Americans.


Was the Loonie really a good luck charm? One thing was clear, the miracles never ceased. The gold medal game was incredible! Wave after wave of the world’s best hockey players skated over centre ice in end-to-end, fast-paced hockey, just as it should be. While the world watched, Team Canada skated to a decisive 5–2 victory in front of a screaming crowd and a jubilant Wayne Gretzky. Later, captain Mario Lemieux, wrapped in a Canadian flag, called the triumphant team to centre ice for a picture that would go down in history.


While the team was celebrating in the locker room, Trent Evans ran onto the ice and dug out his coins. The dime he slipped into his pocket. The lucky Loonie he presented to the members of Team Canada 2002. Later that day, Gretzky held it up at a post-win news conference, proclaiming it to the world as a symbol of Canadian victory.


The last time I saw Trent was on the front page of the newspaper. He was touching that 1987 Loonie one more time. But this time it was in its new home at the Hockey Hall of Fame in Toronto. The Loonie rests in a case and is prominently displayed between pictures of the two gold medal teams. There is a hole in the glass so visitors who are touched by the Loonie can reach through and touch it themselves. Trent looked so proud and more than a little surprised. I’m sure he had no idea his good luck charm would end up in the Hall of Fame. I also remember thinking how amazing it was that one person’s inspired moment could become a national symbol signifying the Olympic spirit.


It became the Loonie that turned to gold!


Peter Jordan 
CBC, Winnipeg, Manitoba 
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The Unity Rally—
Canada’s Woodstock


All those Canadians [who went to the rallies] can look at their children and say to them the next time the Canadian flag flies, they own a piece of it. They made a difference.


Jean Charest 


It was October 1995, right before the Québec Referendum, and the future of our country hung in the balance. Like millions of Canadians, I sat at home watching TV to see what would happen. The news had more suspense than the 1972 Canada–Russia hockey series. We’re up, we’re down, were up, we’re down—we’re a country, we’re not. Québecers had been invited to vote either “Oui” to separate from Canada, or “Non.” Then, as the “Non” side began to lead, I began to cheer—just as if Canada had scored. Like many Canadians when the polls started showing Québec might actually go this time, I found myself scared that my country was about to disappear and frustrated because there was absolutely nothing I could do to stop it.


Then my friend Donna called to tell me that a big Unity Rally would be held on Friday, October 27, in Montreal, and Canada’s airlines were offering a seat sale so anyone could go. Five minutes later, without any sort of plan, I dropped everything and booked a flight to Montreal. Thousands of other Canadians spontaneously did the same. Like them, I suspect, I had a million good reasons not to fly to Montreal that day. But I also suspected that all of those reasons would have sounded pretty hollow the following Tuesday if the people of Québec had voted “Oui” and I had stayed home.


When I told people I was going on the “save the country express,” I expected to be teased. After all, it’s pretty hokey to fly 3,000 miles just to wave a flag and sing the national anthem. But to my surprise, even my most cynical friends thanked me and said they wished they were going. My dad asked me to hug a Québecer for him.


In the departure lounge at the Vancouver Airport, I wondered how many of us were heading to Montreal in a heartfelt attempt to show the people of la belle province, that despite what they may have heard, we really did care about what they decided.


Standing in line, I found a man I knew from work right behind me. “Why are you going to Montreal?” I asked.


“To say no,” said Chris, who was bringing his son and daughter along to do the same.


Once onboard, the woman next to me told me she and her husband had been watching TV wishing they could go, but couldn’t afford the airfare. Then some politician came on and said the rally was a stupid idea, and who cares what English Canadians have to say. A minute later she was on the phone to a travel agent. The woman explained she was a Franco-Ontarian, and even though she and her husband were broke, they agreed that when they were ninety, she’d be able to tell her grandchildren that she did her best to help keep Canada together.


Then there was the schoolteacher from Bonneville, a small town in Alberta. He was carrying a big flag signed by every single kid in Bonneville.


A flight attendant told me about half the 170 passengers on this regular business flight to Toronto were headed to the Unity Rally. This was not one of the special Unity charters; there were no organized groups on board. No one I met had spoken to anyone except maybe their significant other before deciding to do their bit to help save their country.


Once in Montreal I spotted Much Music vee-jay Terry David Mulligan, who was covering the event for Much Music. At that moment, I realized this was Canada’s Woodstock. I half expected the organizers to broadcast warnings that “there’s some bad maple syrup out there!” 


The Woodstock image was confirmed when I saw a vendor selling souvenir T-shirts depicting a happy face with long hair, dark glasses, a bandanna covered with peace symbols, and the slogan: “Keep Canada Together.”


The next morning, Donna and I headed out early to Place du Canada to beat the crowds. The rally was to start at noon, but when we arrived at 10:30 the streets were already packed. Still, we managed to get a great spot right next to the speaker’s platform. At 11:05 I heard the first of the numerous spontaneous renditions of “O Canada” that would sweep the crowd that day. Each was endowed with the same depth of feeling as when we sang it back in the original ’72 Canada Cup series against the Russians.


At about 11:15, a tiny old woman started forcing her way to the front of the crowd. She quickly attached herself to my left arm to keep from falling over, and held on tightly for most of the next two hours. She was from Richelieu, a half-hour outside Montreal, and I later learned her name was Marie-Josephte. She tugged on my arm occasionally to point out local celebrities like Jean Charest’s kids, and a local Montreal M.P.


As she filled me in on local colour, a man on the other side of the railing began tossing flags to the crowd—real, full-sized flags. The next thing I knew I had this Québec flag in my hands. Not sure what to do with it, I slung it over my shoulder and suddenly there I was, wearing a Vancouver Canucks jersey (which I’d worn to show where I was from) with a fleur de lis cape. My transformation to Captain Canuck was complete when Donna stuck a paper Canadian flag in my ponytail holder. Then Marie-Josephte pulled on my arm and handed me a small Québec flag, indicating I should put it in my hair too.


Under normal circumstance I would have felt ridiculous— but there was nothing about this event even remotely related to “normal.” I was surrounded by people of all ages who had drawn maple leafs and fleurs de lis on their faces, plastered their skin with “Non” stickers and dressed themselves in various combinations of Canadian flags. Meanwhile, the biggest flag I had ever seen was moving through the Rally like a living creature. In this crowd—I was positively inconspicuous.


When Jean Charest began speaking, Marie-Josephte started tugging frantically on my arm again. When I turned, she pushed my other arm toward a man in a snazzy business suit. As I said, “Hi, I’m from Vancouver,” I realized I was shaking hands with Frank McKenna.


“I’m out from New Brunswick,” he said. “Glad to have you here.” Marie-Josephte tugged again, then beamed and shouted: “You came all the way from Vancouver. Now you will be on TV with the premier of New Brunswick!”


I tried to be cynical and witty or at least hip and ironic about my feelings as I looked out at the mass of people, but the truth is, like Woodstock, it really was a love-in. We came for the people of Québec to tell them we care, but we also came for ourselves, because for one brief moment it felt like we might be able to make a difference.


As the crowd began dispersing, Marie-Josephte pushed a slip of paper into my hand. It had her address on it. She thanked me for coming and told me to write her. Then she grasped my hand and we hugged each other.


After she left, Donna and I walked away in our Canucks jerseys—or at least tried to. Every few minutes we were stopped by someone asking if we were really from Vancouver, and then after a moment in which they appeared to get lumps in their throats, they’d thank us for making the effort, thank us for helping. Then we’d wish them well on Monday—Referendum Day. “You came from Vancouver,” they’d say—some with English accents, some with French, “Thank you so much.”


I was told later that the TV newscasts focused on the speeches—but the truth is—no one cared about the speeches. As powerful as their words may have been, they weren’t as poignant as the man holding the municipal flag of the city of Yellowknife, the woman with the cardboard sign that read “Edmonton, Alberta loves Québec,” or all the people from across the country who, like myself, had never waved a flag in their lives and were now proudly holding a fleur de lis and a maple leaf to show their support for a united Canada.


The only statement that really mattered was that people had come from all over Canada to participate in something no one could have imagined, a powerful and spontaneous outpouring of genuine Canadian patriotism. No one who was there will ever forget it. The biggest cheer came when a speaker announced the crowd was estimated at 150,000. I strongly suspect if the politicians hadn’t interrupted, we would have just sung “O Canada” all afternoon.


Mark Leiren-Young 
Vancouver, British Columbia 






To Russia with Love


Canadians are very proud of their country. I know I am. . . . One thing we have is the game of hockey. That’s ours. And I always try to remember that.


Wayne Gretzky 


As Canadians entered the new millennium, many discussions pointed to the 1972 Canada–Russia series as being a defining moment in our recent history. For those who love the game of hockey and believe it to be a key component of our cultural identity, that historic series represents our nation’s finest hour. Over the past thirty years, there have been several reunions to celebrate the accomplishments of Team Canada ’72. On each of these occasions the team and everyone else involved have been reminded just how much that series means to all Canadians.


In December 1999, at the precise time when Canadians were reflecting on the highlights of the passing century, members of Team Canada received an invitation from their Russian counterparts to compete in a reunion series hosted by Team Russia. And they agreed!


Returning to Russia from the 1972 team would be Yvan Cournoyer, Brad Park, Marcel Dionne, Gilbert Perreault and my father, Frank Mahovlich. Joining this group were other Hall of Famers who played on later editions of Canada’s best, such as Bobby Hull, Guy Lafleur and Steve Shutt. The Canadian side was also instructed to bring three sons of players who could play for their team—and Team Russia would do the same.


Over the course of my life, I have frequently been asked what it is like to be the son of a well-known Canadian hockey player. Ordinarily, aside from having to answer just that question, I believe my life has differed little from the lives of my peers. However, the day I received the invitation to play for Team Canada in a Summit Series Reunion was a definite exception. Like Guy Lafleur’s son Martin and Gilbert Perreault’s son Marc, I was absolutely thrilled and jumped at the chance! From this wonderful experience I offer a couple of reflections from a time when I was keenly aware of my surroundings and enormously proud to be Canadian.


During the eight days we spent in Russia, we were scheduled to play four hockey games. But in addition to that, our Russian hosts made sure we had a full itinerary of functions that exposed us to a diverse sampling of Russian history and culture. Whether we were walking through the Pushkin Museum or one of Moscow’s cemeteries that honours their heroes, it was apparent how proud the Russians were to be sharing their history and their lives with us. Amazingly, they were doing so with a group of people who had once been their bitter rivals.


What made this all so relevant from the Canadian perspective is that two vastly different cultures were celebrating a friendship that was born from a game—Canada’s game. Although many of the players from both sides had lost more than a stride or two, in each of the four matches the crowd showed their appreciation for both teams with applause for every play. And while Russia in December is a cold place to be, the people were warm and generous. We all found ourselves grateful to be on the receiving end of such kindness.


The actual series became surprisingly competitive as it progressed. Game One in Elektrostal was an 11–6 blowout in our favour. This inspired the Russians to come out flying with a revised lineup for Game Two in a town called Voskresensk. At the end of the third period the score was tied 3–3. With the best players we could throw on the ice, Marcel Dionne and Guy Lafleur were all over the Russian goal. Then, in the dying seconds, the puck came to my dad. Every player on our bench was on his feet screaming, trying to will the puck into the net. The tension was unbearable. I must have jumped five feet in the air when Dad let go of a wrist shot and scored the winning goal!


We had quite the celebration that night; both sides relished the fact that it was a hard fought, close game.


For Game Three the two teams travelled overnight in a charming, old-fashioned train to St. Petersburg. At the conclusion of what we thought would remain a 3–3 tie, securing a series victory for Team Canada, one of the Russian veterans, Vladimir Petrov, skated to our bench. With a friendly smile he suggested, “Why don’t we have a shoot-out, but just for fun?” Put on the spot, yet happy to oblige the fans and our gracious hosts, our coaches Bobby Hull and Yvan Cournoyer complied with the request and selected our shooters. To the frenzied delight of the boisterous crowd, the home team scored twice to our nil. The cheering fans poured over the boards to hug and congratulate their team.


In the following day’s newspaper the sports page headline read, “Russia Beats Canada in Summit Series Rematch.” At breakfast, several jokes flew around about how our coaching staff was duped into letting the Russians back into the series. With a Game Four victory, Russia could conceivably declare the series a draw! While it was nice to witness the joy of the Russian people in St. Petersburg, losing the fourth and final game in Moscow was unthinkable. 


That’s when I got to see what put these guys at the top of their profession so many years before. The get-down-to-business attitude of Team Canada heading into that final game was a real eye-opener. After spending what had been an emotional week in Russia with their old friends, the Canadians put all pleasantries aside. Neither age nor retirement had diminished the competitive fire of these men. Very little conversation went around the room, save for a few to-the-point words of encouragement.


Indeed, each and every player brought his A game to the rink. When the third-period buzzer sounded in Moscow’s historic Luzhniki Ice Palace, this time there was no need for a shoot-out. Team Canada had skated to a decisive 5–2 victory over Team Russia. Throughout the series I played on a line with the other two Canadian sons, Martin Lafleur and Marc Perreault. Never wanting to let the team down, our line contributed two of the five goals in the final game. We were all proud to earn our keep—and the other players let us know that we had. That was an amazing feeling! And although it’s not exactly Paul Henderson’s story, it was a bright day in Moscow that I’ll never forget!


Canada and hockey, we love them both—and we always will.


Ted Mahovlich 
Toronto, Ontario 






Waiting in Line


God bless you all. This is your victory! It is the victory of the cause of freedom in every land.


Winston S. Churchill 


As I approached the Peace Tower at the Parliament Buildings in Ottawa, I saw it: a line of orderly, polite, patient Canadians—waiting. Without a word, I joined the line and many more followed me. The young man in front of me carried a backpack large enough to carry four weeks’ worth of food and clothes. He looked like a student, and I imagined he had come a long way to stand in this line. An old soldier, wearing a uniform covered in medals, bypassed the long line. With the assistance of a family member, he went straight to the front without incident. As he passed I could only smile at him.


The woman behind me, who had just arrived from work, approached the RCMP officer on duty. She returned to tell the rest of us, “It will be about twenty minutes. I suppose I can wait twenty minutes for him,” she said with a smile. “He did give his life for us.” Several of us murmured in agreement.


The Ottawa papers had been full of the story. A Canadian soldier—who had left Canada on a World War I troop ship—had died in France in 1917, and his name had been lost forever. Four years ago the Royal Canadian Legion embarked on a mission to bring him home, and a few days ago, his remains had been exhumed and then carried to the Vimy War Memorial in France by a French honour guard. In the emotional ceremony that followed he was turned over to a Canadian honour guard. Then this soldier with no name was flown home to Canada in a maple casket covered in a Canadian flag.


The next day his remains were to be laid to rest at the Canadian War Memorial. But today he lay in state in his flag-draped casket on Parliament Hill, to be honoured by all Canadians as a hero. The 27,500 Canadian mothers who lost their sons to war during the twentieth century, and never knew where their bodies lay, would now have a place to come.


As we waited in line, the flag on Parliament Hill flew at haft-mast and the Peace Tower bells tolled the quarter hour—a dirge for Canada’s war dead that sent chills up and down my spine.


I was so proud to be a Canadian that day as I paid my respects. The number of people there astonished me. For me it was a very personal pilgrimage, but it was personal for thousands of others as well. As I stood in line I wondered, Could this passionate display of quiet respect happen anywhere else?


When I reached the doors of the building, I climbed the steps. The last time I had climbed those steps I was a wide-eyed child taking my first tour of the Parliament Buildings. But all tours were cancelled on this special day. Instead, I was greeted by a very young cadet who gave me a pamphlet that told the story of the Unknown Soldier and his long journey back home. As we entered the Hall of Honour and drew close, suddenly all conversation in the line stopped. We stood in silent awe and reverence.


Six soldiers in full-dress uniform from all the divisions of the Canadian military protected his remains. Keeping a twenty-four-hour-a-day vigil, these soldiers—men and women, young and old—stood surrounding the coffin with heads bowed in respect for their fallen comrade. Clergy members from all religions, including the First Nations communities, participated in the vigil. Flowers and wreaths from Prime Minister Chrétien and Governor General Adrienne Clarkson, along with many others, cascaded over the casket. Other visitors had left poppies behind. The image was overwhelming.


A veteran signalled the student in front of me to proceed to pay his respects to the Unknown Soldier. As he walked forward, I suddenly realized that I was at a funeral and unprepared. I didn’t have a poppy or even some tissue! As I waited, my anxiety built and I wondered, What do I do? What do I say? How long should I stand there? These questions rushed through my head. The nod came from the veteran and I moved forward unsteadily.


My anxieties disappeared as I moved close to the casket. What I did was unimportant; my presence was paramount. Suddenly I became aware of all the energy in the room. It wasn’t just sorrow or remorse, it was pride! The energy washed over me like a wave. In that moment, I knew I was not alone paying my respects, my whole family was there behind me. My great-grandfather, who fought in both World Wars, stood beside me and saluted. My grandfather, who was killed in World War II, held my hand. Although I probably only spent a moment there in front of that coffin, in many ways it was a lifetime. As I left, I signed the registry for all of us. Over the three days he lay in state, 10,000 Canadians waited in line to pay their respects to the Unknown Soldier.


The next day, during an emotional, hour-long ceremony, the Unknown Soldier was lowered into his final resting place at the Canadian War Memorial. An honour guard of the Royal Canadian Regiment fired three volleys as the coffin disappeared into the new Tomb for the Unknown Soldier. In silence, the audience watched as a silver cup containing soil from the Unknown Soldier’s former grave site in France was emptied over the coffin. A parade of veterans representing Royal Canadian Legions across the country followed, scattering soil from every province and territory onto the coffin. Nine buglers played the “Last Post” and Ottawa held two minutes of silence. Then, four CF-18 fighters thundered past overhead, and by the time “O Canada” was sung, most of the audience was in tears.


When I got home, I called my grandma in Uxbridge and recounted every little detail of my time waiting in line for the Unknown Soldier. I needed a hug from her. And even though we were far apart we shared a virtual hug over the telephone lines.


On that day, I learned how very proud I am to be a Canadian.


Katherine Cornell 
Markham, Ontario 






Meeting the Prime Minister


In all his legendary freedom of style and thought, in the midst of storms and upheavals, he remained faithful to what he held most dear; his family, his friends, his country, and his faith.


The Reverend Jean-Guy Duboc
At the State Funeral of Pierre Elliot Trudeau 


It was May 1975. I had spent the year travelling through Central and South America. It was now the last leg of my trip, and I was in Georgetown, Guyana. I was almost broke, somewhat battle-scarred by an exciting but turbulent journey, and weakened by the ravages of a tropical disease I’d picked up in Ecuador six months before. Wanting to check for mail from home, I went to the Canadian High Commission in Georgetown.
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