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The Word on the The Unity Guy™ 

Barry Lewis Green aka The Unity Guy™.   

He is Creator of Epic Engage™ and a Master Facilitator with The Virtues Project™.   

First and foremost, Barry is an educator and his expertise is over 30 years in community, economic 
and business development.  With a Bachelor of Commerce specializing in Management, he is a certified 
Professional Manager and a business educator at college and beyond… with a powerful passion and 
purpose for strategic leadership, organizational behaviour, business ethics, human resource development 
and entrepreneurship.  He teaches on building prosperity through leadership, management and service 
born of excellence in character, capacity and creativity. He teaches in the corporate, college and 
community arenas, through his speaking.  

Barry is a motivational speaker, facilitator, trainer, coach and consultant, all in one. He is 
experienced, skilled, versed and at home in ALL five roles.  Indeed, as a speaker, he does them all at 
once. In so doing, wholehearted communities at work, school and beyond are a core passion for him. 
Barry lives his passion. Together, we are better. Strength hails not from mere numbers but the 
engagement and collaboration of wholehearted communities at work, community, school, play and 
beyond.  And Barry moves rooms with this message.  

Barry is a community builder, in the private, public and not-for-profit sectors; over 30 years doing it!  He 
really is The Unity Guy™. His brand is his wiring.  With a career in community and economic development 
that spans the federal and provincial public service, the private sector and the community sector… and as 
both a speaker and business educator… he has delivered on leadership and business management as a 
vehicle for community, economic and business development… to tens of thousands of youth and adults 
across North America.  

Barry is an ongoing student of, and expert on, character leadership and its role in building 
prosperity.  He is a Master Facilitator and keynoter for the Virtues Project™; a globally engaging 
movement for character leadership and community capacity building. He is a Certified Facilitator for 
Personality Dimensions® and its work in temperament and personality assessment, a Certified 
Tutor/Trainer through The Ruhi Institute for spiritual and community development. As he writes his next 
book in 2016, Strategem:  Understanding the 5 Tribes of Leadership, Barry is a student of the work 
around character, leadership and building epic communities of excellence, through education.  

Barry is a cartoonist, rocker, and dancer… passionate about the power of cartooning, song and dance 
to bring us together.  Barry brings his love of these art forms to his work with EPIC Engage™.  
Cartooning, singing and dancing require creativity, harmony and rhythm… and the freedom to let it go; 
key ingredients in creating epic engagement.  Bottom line is that, in a fun way, Barry delivers on finding 
the courage, creativity, harmony and rhythm to advance great work. 

With all this in mind, Barry has indeed amassed both a breadth and depth of experience in the private, 
public and not-for-profit sectors. It is broad and deep, but it really means he speaks your language.  Yes, 
Barry is a speaker. He is a motivational speaker; and more. Beyond it all, he is an author, writer, boxer, 
footballer and archer and he brings it all to his work, rich in content and a ton of fun.  His content is rich. 
His delivery is real. His passion is undeniable and infectious. No matter the diversity of perspectives, he 
brings rooms together, engaging heart and mind in equal and powerful measure, for results.  Engage 
Barry Lewis Green. He will certainly engage you. 

Beyond that, he loves the power of the word, and this book is a true labour of love.  Hope you enjoy.  



Copyrights stated… 
 
©2011, 2012, 2013, 2014, 2015.  All rights reserved.  No part of this book may be reproduced or 
utilized in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording 
or by any information storage or retrieval system, without permission. 
 
 
 Thanks for your courtesy, and interest. 
 
 Barry Lewis Green, aka The Unity Guy™ 

   

  



Dedication 
 

Legacy; anything handed down from the past, as from an ancestor or 
predecessor.  Stephen Covey and the 8th Habit speak to it.  My 
mother spoke to it; and speaks to it. 

GREEN, Marion MacDonald (nee Pugh) – Passed peacefully away 
on April 20, 2015 at the Health Sciences Complex, Marion 
MacDonald Green (nee Pugh). Predeceased by her husband 
Malcolm and daughter Ethel. Leaving to mourn with fond and 
loving memories, daughters: Patricia Peddle (Roland) and Valerie 
Toms (David); sons: Barry (best friend Nicole) and Randy (Lynn); 
grandchildren: Kimberley Rguem (Tarik), Susan Daniels (Jeffrey), 
Krista Eltaher (Ramsay), Andrew Toms (Katherine), Ian Toms 
(Jannah), Scott, Michelle and Kevin Green; ten great 
grandchildren: Sebastian and Preston Rguem, Riley and Kinsley 
Daniels, Roly and Reya Eltaher, Edward and Aaron Toms, 

Emma and Julie Toms; also many nieces, nephews and their families, her many friends and special friend 
Michelle; special niece Dr. Barbara Grandy, her forever doctor-on-call. Also those wonderful staff and 
friends at Meadow Creek Retirement Centre in Paradise and the supportive staff at St. Patrick’s Mercy 
Home. 

On Monday, April 20, 2015 at 9:57 am Newfoundland Time, my mother passed.  Whatever one’s 
individual belief, I believe she is passed on to something mysterious and wondrous.  I hold to that.  Still 
whatever one’s belief, what we can agree on is that when we leave, we do leave a legacy.  The question 
is what is that legacy?  For us, at Epic Engage™, the legacy of Marion Green goes something like this. 

At 8:01 am April 20, 2015, I wrote on Facebook: 

Went home for some sleep at 11 last night… and around 5 am was called in… mom’s heart has been 
remarkable figuratively and literally. Seems we have great genes. This morning 
she breathes her last breaths in this physical realm. As we sit with 
her, talk with her about our own relationships with her in honest and 
loving ways… I am reminded of the importance of living this life with 
grace, courage and strength. …  I promised mom this morning that, 
going forward, I will up the dosage on my life… bringing even more 
joy to my work in service, to my health and to the people whom I love. 
Epic. You have done well mom. You are, by your grace, courage, 
strength and love… my hero. In the words of “River” in Serenity… “my 
turn”. 

Over those last few weeks in April, in particular, Marion Green 
manifested courage, with humour and laughter.  She listened and hung 
on to every story shared.  Her eyes gave away a sense of wonder, awe 
and joy.  Amidst the news of pneumonia and the work involved in fighting 
it, she brought fierce love, grace and patience.  Wanting her ice cream 
and her sense of knowing “things”, she was a shining example of zealous 
but gentle truthfulness.  She demonstrated strength, kindness and 
forgiveness.  She was grace embodied.  Having lived a life of personal trial 
and triumph (in many ways, like us all), she took her last days and set an example for us all. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Stephen_Covey
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Av7Cgz4j40U


So, what is her legacy?  As I fed her one morning, only a few months ago, she looked at me and said “We 
are gonna make it.  Slowly but surely, we are gonna make it.”  As I think of this even now, and read it 
here again, tears flow.  My mother Marion MacDonald Green believed.  She believed, amidst the forces of 
both fear and love, that we are “gonna make it”.  As this company and its work moves forward, we 
dedicate and devote our work and service, our joy and effort… with these words.  We believe that “we are 
gonna make it.”  Not simply us at Epic Engage™.  We are all “gonna make it”.  Our role at Epic Engage™ 
is to join the fight so that, throughout the world, regardless of diversity (or because of it) … and through 
learning and living and loving together… with character, capacity and creativity….  

... we are all gonna make it. 

Mom lived a life of love and fear in powerful balance.  She loved fiercely and she feared considerably.  
That is what I saw and “knew” of her.  She battled depression, but she battled.  She felt, at the drop of a 
hat.  She worried, and she worked.  She struggled; but she did struggle.  She fought, and she laughed 
and cried and more.  She was human, at its best... in my eyes and heart.  She was wholehearted and 
courageous in the face of her fear.  I witnessed and experienced it all.  But, it was in those last few weeks 
in April where I and we witnessed and experienced her faith and strength and resolve and acceptance 
and love and joy.  To see her enjoy an ice cream was magical.  To see her keep us at ease was 
wondrous.  She was strength personified and she carried it to her passing. 

The morning that she passed, this idea of 21 Sons or More© came to us... a dedication and devotion to 
her and to moms from their sons.  At Epic Engage™, we engage education as a force for excellence, 
growth and change.  We are an education company.  Ultimately, we advance companies. campuses and 
communities where everyone matters; where we are all gonna make it.   I am personally so very proud to 
be the son of Marion MacDonald Green.   

Her legacy is our intent, and we hope to do her service and justice. 

We hope you engage and enjoy. 

Peace, passion and prosperity. 

 

Barry Lewis Green, aka The Unity Guy™... November 9, 2015 
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PREFACE 

 
This is a book originally born of a breakfast following the passing of my mother, mom; Marion MacDonald 
Green on April 20, 2015.  I have said before…. 
 
“Over the years, as a business management educator and a professional speaker, trainer and facilitator 
on education, leadership and unity, I have often appreciated those moments where I wandered 
(consciously or otherwise) across some nugget of wisdom in a book; some nugget that would 
fundamentally, in small and large ways sometimes simultaneously, transform how I moved forward as a 
person, a team mate, and a leader.” 
 
My mother was one heckuva nugget. 
 
We chatted that morning after mom’s passing… about the impact that mothers have as leaders, whether 
they or we, as sons, realize it or not.  The thought was to create a book that celebrated that impact, in the 
words of real men from real life with real stories.  The stories within this book are as such.  The editing 
has been minimal, to stay true to the submission of each caring and honorable son; and their mother.  It is 
their story; their perspective.  The stories come from men throughout North America and the United 
Kingdom.  The stories are told in their words, their way.  Some have opted to provided bios and pics.  
Others, the story is the story.  But all are men who have shared the impact that their mothers have had on 
their lives. 
 
This book is meant as a celebration of leadership, by mothers… valued and respected in the most of real 
of ways by men from all walks of life.  Our intent is to continue this process in future volumes, casting a 
wider and wider net across geography, culture and more.  Our pure intent is to connect the genders and 
ages by celebrating the impact.  In the future, we hope to have Daughters and Dads©; a tribute on the 
flipside.  We are even considering, Brothers and Sisters©… and SO: Significant Others©.  All in all, we 
seek to celebrate the genders and connect on how we constructively impact one another. 
 
And we start here, with 21 Sons or More.  We hope you engage and enjoy.  
 
Those who know me through my work in leadership and unity building, or simply as a friend… they know 
that I am not a fan, nor believer in, the notion that, when we make a mistake, we are “only human”.   
There is nothing “wrong” in making a mistake, for it is our opportunity to display our best, through growth.  
Our humanity is not something we lower ourselves towards.  I contend that it is a higher level of being.  It 
is when we forget our humanity that we lower ourselves, and I believe that we are born noble, however 
often we might forget that.  So, over these next few pages, days, and/or weeks, this book will be about 
leadership and some of the core qualities of practicing it in our lives.  I hope that you will enjoy the journey 
but, even more importantly, find new ways to consider leadership that is sustainable and of substance.  
 
Here, we celebrate the humanity of our mothers. 
 
Peace, passion and prosperity.  
 
 
Barry Lewis Green, aka The Unity Guy™ 

 
  



 

  



Mike Rochelle on... 

Erika Barbara Burkard-Rochelle 

My brother Chris and I are blessed to be the children of Erika and William Rochelle, for they are the 

beautiful people that God choose to be our parents.  This is my mother Erika’s story of wholeheartedness, 

joyfulness, courage, love and forgiveness. 

My mom was born into a difficult world in Offenbach, Germany, an industrial city across the Main River 

from Frankfurt.  In post WWII Germany her grandparents where rebuilding their lives for 2
nd

 time as both 

wars had claimed their homes.  Her earliest memories are hurtful ones as her mom had left her with her 

Grand Parents when moving to Denmark to begin a new family with her new husband.  To make matters 

worse, she didn’t quite fit into the German culture of rules as the father that had abandoned her, and her 

mother, had been an American GI; she literally had a different temperament from her kin and was angry 

and felt unloved and misunderstood. 

One can only imagine the angst in the Burkard home when Michael (my great-grandfather and 

namesake) and Barbara discovered that their grandchild Erika was dating Bill, an American GI, stationed 

nearby.  He was also a Rock and Roll guitar player in a band she and her girlfriends followed!  However, 

the six foot three Texan from Houston won them over with his handsome smile and obvious love for their 

granddaughter and they married in 1964. 

Erika and William visited the World’s fair in New York on the way home to Houston, had me on the last 

day of that year and my brother Chris three years later.   When they checked out of the train on their last 

stop in Houston, Texas, Mom brought her bags, her world’s possessions, her memories of home and 

entered into a completely different world, with a completely different language and a growing belly.  Mom 

often tells the story that she didn’t teach us German because she was learning English while we were 

growing up.  My grandmother Vera Rochelle and Aunt Gloria Rochelle took her under their care and loved 

her deeply.  She learned the language and home making from them and our small family grew.  From 

then till my brother and I began growing independence we had an idyllic 

childhood. 

My mom is so full of joy and outward love 

that she was often in the center of activities 

and planning in our childhood congregation.  

We had three families who we lovingly 

called the 3 R’s: the Rules, Rogers and 

Rochelle’s, whose combined 9 kids were 

inseparable.  This loving faith community 

was a thing of beauty and the source to 

this day of much positive energy. 

I didn’t learn the painful parts of her path 

until years after under graduate studies 

had completed and the pressure of 

carrying the pain and the load of 

happiness masking sorrow became 

too much for her to bear.  Fortunately, she found a place 



and caring medical staff that helped her to sort out her truth and begin healing.  This is when we found 

out that she had hidden years of physical and mental abuse.  My earliest memory of note, that I 

remember, was being driven away from my home by my grandparents with an Ambulance in front of our 

house.  I was 5 or 6, my brother was 2 or 3.  It wasn’t until after this hospitalization that I realized that that 

was when my mom lost the baby that would have been our sister.   

This amazing woman didn’t leave and take us home to Germany.  Why?  Because she wanted for her 

children, what she had been denied.  So inwardly full of Joy and Love and Determination and Courage 

was she that she endured and hid it. She made our home one of joy and courage and possibility.  I sit 

here amazed, yet again, at how much she loved and loves us.  

Mom first separated from then divorced my dad after that hospital stay and kept busy in other ways since 

Chris and I had moved on and started our own lives and families and had married wonderful women of 

our own.   

Yet something remained for her that would not go away.  She loved the man with whom she had set off 

into the vast newness of life.  After he had had his own counseling and time, years to think and ask 

forgiveness and improve in his own way, mom added to her character forgiveness.   

On Thanksgiving 2003, my father-in-law, Pablo Gonzalez, now a pastor of over 50 years, re-married them 

in our living room over Thanksgiving.  Erika’s is a story of true love and overcoming, to be certain.  A story 

that will be told from generation to generation.   

But for the wholeheartedness of spirit, her wanton joyfulness against the face of hurt and pain, and the 

steadfast courage of Erika Barbara Rochelle, my brother Chris and I would be lesser men.  My dad 

William would be a lesser man.  I dedicate this beautiful story of love and forgiveness to our children and 

their progeny; Your Grandmother is a woman who lives her faith in God in power, in love and in 

forgiveness.  For that we can all be thankful and also proud.  I love you mom! 

 

MIKE ROCHELLE 

Mike is founder, people developer and helper of joy at Mike Rochelle and Associates a Management and 
Leadership Development consultancy.  He helps clients re-energize their people (Joy) through 
individual coaching and group development programs and exercises that have: 1. Improved every 
measured metric for a Fortune 500’s YoY engagement survey as measured by Towers and Watson.  
While that is enough, this change in organizational culture enabling more quality work to be completed 
while hiring fewer new program management executives for a $160M - $200+M capital expenditure 
program.  2. Defined individual and organizational purpose, alignment and new client acquisition for an 
executive team – prospective customer retention improved from 50% to 100% retention of new 
customers, leading to substantial financial rewards for the company and its partners.  

Mike, who’s Gallup Strengths are 1.Connectedness, 2. Maximizer, 3. Input, 4. Ideation and 5. Belief, is a 
talent maximizer and results oriented business leader who believes in people’s ability to grow and 
guides, “nay forces,” as one transformational program attendee explained it (See LinkedIn for Public 
References), individuals, teams and organizations to define, refine and continuously improve their 
impact on their world over a 24 year period.  Whether as a consultant, boss, employee, co-worker, 
volunteer/leader Mike is a  force of nature that wants to help. Mike is a Gallup trained Talent to Strengths 
Coach, Vital Smarts trained Crucial Conversations coach, certifications under way with both organizations 
and Franklin Covey certified 7 Habits of Highly Effective facilitator.  He began facilitating Society for 
Information Management Leadership forums, founded nationally by Dick Dooley, across the country in 



1998, the year after he graduated the program.  In 2000, he co-founded the South Central RLF – he 
continues leading this program to this day.  Mike created and began providing through associates, his 
Organizational Strategic Plan for People Program as early as 2011 when executive friends asked him 
how he was leading his winning team at Microsoft.  Mike created and piloted Accenture’s Disadvantage 
Students Skills to Succeed program for Aidmatrix at Lewisville Independent School District in 2013, 
created the AITP Dallas’ Team Engagement and Development program in 2014 along with program 
planning for the AITP Dallas board.  Finally he leads the Product and Services Working Subcommittee for 
The Virtues Project Board since 2015.  Net, Net – Mike is about people and organizational 
talent/strength development from cradle to productive senior giving.  How can I help?  

Mike enjoys local Boy Scout and Girl Scout activities with his children and serves as Committee Chair for 
Lamb of God’s Troop 265.  Mike is an active outdoorsman, mountain biker, and soccer dad and resides in 
Highland Village, TX, with his growing family.    

Mike received a B.A. in Liberal Arts from Ambassador University and an M.B.A. from Azusa Pacific 
University.   

  



Alan Stevens  

June Margaret Stevens 
 

My mother June was born on the first of June 1920, in the aftermath of 
the Great War, later to become known as the First World War. Her 
parents, Fanny and Ted, were struggling to create a home in London 
UK, where a generation of young men had been lost, and life was 
tough. Nonetheless, she always talked of having a happy childhood, 
especially when looking after her younger brothers Jason and 
Christopher.  

At the time, there weren’t many careers open to women, and Mum 
ended up as a cinema usherette in the Kingston Granada, which she 
often referred to as the time of her life when she had the most fun. 
She started there as a 17-year-old in 1937, and photographs from 
the time show her as a happy member of an all-female team, in 
satin blouses and wide trousers, spending most of their working 
time in the dark. She used to tell me that some of the male film 
stars were so attractive, she didn’t mind seeing their films fifteen 
times in a single week. 

Alas, after only two short years, the Second World War began, and in the 
autumn of 1939, Mum and her friends were called to do war work in factories, where they quickly trained 
as engineers to replace the men who had been called up to fight against Germany. The war was 
devastating for London, and many of her friends were killed or badly injured during the “Blitz” - a period of 
eight months over the winter of 1940,  when England in general and London in particular was pounded by 
German bombs. Nights were often spent in air-raid shelters dug under the back garden, and fortunately 
so, since in December 1940 the house was hit by an incendiary bomb which burnt out the first floor where 
they otherwise would have been sleeping. 

As peace returned, in 1945, Mum became engaged to a young man she’d met at a dance. However, a 
few weeks later, the man who was to become my father entered her life, and she was swept off her feet. 
The engagement was broken off, and in no time my Dad had proposed to her and a wedding was held. 
She remembered that the entire street gave their flour and butter rations (food was still rationed for a 
number of years after the end of the war), to make the wedding cake. 

I was born in 1952, while Mum and Dad were still living with 
Dad’s parents while saving for a home of their own. Two years 
later, they moved to the house where Mum spent the remainder of 
her life, and a few years later, by brother Colin was born at home. I 
was five at the time, and would have preferred a dog, but we got 
used to each other over the years. 

In 1961, the moment that defined my Mum’s life, and to a large 
extent mine, took place. It was a Saturday morning in February. My 
Dad always brought us cups of tea at around eight o’clock, while we 
were all still in bed. He delivered Mum’s and then came into the 
bedroom that Colin and I shared. He looked pale, and as I asked him 
if he was OK, he dropped the tray and teacups and fell backwards, 
clutching his chest. He tried to get up, and then tumbled down the 
stairs. As my mother screamed, I realised that his heart, which had 
always been weak, had give out. The doctor told us later that he was 
dead before he reached the bottom of the stairs. 



From that day until the day she died, my Mum devoted herself to caring for me and my brother. Though 
we weren’t well-off, we never felt poor. We always got birthday and Christmas presents that we wanted. 
Though we wore second-hand clothes, we were always smart. Mum never considered remarrying. She 
always told us that Colin and I were her only priority, and she would always look after us. She delivered 
on that promise.  

She remained active into her late eighties, and always kept her spirit of fun and enjoyment. Even though 
she’d had a really tough time, and lost the love of her life so early, I never heard her complain about 
anything. I owe her more than I could ever repay.  

 

She died in 2012, a few months short of her 92nd birthday. I delivered the funeral oration - the most 
difficult speech I have ever had to make. I spoke of her joy at being a cinema usherette, her talent as a 
dancer (she and Dad won many ballroom dancing competitions), but most of all of her devotion to her two 
sons.  

I’m so glad to have this opportunity to pay tribute to the person who made me what I am today - my 
Mother June. Love you, Mum. x 

 

Alan Stevens 

I’m a speaker and author, running a reputation management business. I am also a Past President of the 
Global Speakers Federation, and a Fellow and Past President of the Professional Speaking Association 
of the UK and Ireland (PSA UKI). I am also honoured to be one of only ten UK speakers who hold their 
highest professional designation, The Professional Speaking Award of Excellence (PSAE). Co-
incidentally, I’m the only accredited professional speaker in Europe who is also a qualified public relations 
professional, being a Member of the Chartered Institute of Public Relations. 

I’ve written a bunch of books about media and speaking. My latest book, The Exceptional Speaker, co-
authored with Paul du Toit, was published in September 2013. I’ve been appearing frequently on radio 
and television since 1979. I also set up and ran Which? Online in 1996, which included online social 
networking features, years before Facebook. The Independent newspaper listed me as “one of the UK’s 
top ten media experts”., bless them. I live in London with my wife and teenage daughter, where I enjoy 
running, rock music and fine food and wine, though not all at the same time. My great-great-great 
grandmother’s aunt was Mary Shelley, writer of Frankenstein. Oh yes, and my mother and father were 
ballroom dancing champions of London, back in 1946. That’s probably enough. 

My Website is www.mediacoach.co.uk 

  

http://www.globalspeakers.net/
http://thepsa.co.uk/
http://thepsa.co.uk/
http://www.cipr.co.uk/
http://www.exceptionalspeaker.com/
file:///C:/Users/Owner/Desktop/www.mediacoach.co.uk


Dave Lane  

Mary Lane (“Teash”) 
 

It’s raining tonight. It was an unexpected change in the weather, to be honest. But it gives a sense of 

comfort, for some reason. It’s like there’s a film around the building I’m sitting in, protecting it. Making it 

cozy. Keeping the place warm and secure, allowing me to focus on what I’m meant to do. 

 

My mom is kind of like that.  

 

My earliest memory involves my 

mother. I’m a very young boy, sitting in 

a small bed (I’d probably just 

graduated from my crib), and it’s night 

time. Mom is hanging up one of my tiny 

shirts using a hanger that has a picture 

of a tiger on it. 

 

It’s an odd memory, but it’s the oldest 

one I can think of. And I like it because 

it’s safe; it’s benign and non-threatening. 

Just a memory from a kid becoming 

aware of the world, and what he’s noticing 

is that there’s someone there to take care 

of him. Someone to take care of the 

sometimes mundane things that will make 

his life comfortable. 

 

My next memory is from the same vantage point of that small boy on the bed, but this time Mom’s sitting 

next to me and Dad is getting ready for work, there, at the foot of my bed. My dad used to use the closet 

in my room for his clothes because Mom’s closet was presumably full, and my clothes took up little space. 

 

In this memory, Dad’s changing and Mom’s joking around and taps him on the bum when he’s down to 

his underwear. We all had a little laugh, and it was an incidental memory. But somehow that one sticks in 

my mind, too. 

 

Thirty years later, my parents still have those little playful moments. Mostly out of sight, but sometimes 

with me or my sister, Andrea, nearby. It’s a sign of a deep and long-lasting love that only so many of us 

are fortunate to be born of. It’s something Mom values and wanted for her children, and she chose a 

husband who would help her provide that for us. 

 

Later on in my box of memories are the many moments spent in the kitchen around Mom’s desk in the 

corner where she would plan our weeks, work out the lesson plans for her grade three students, and chat 

on the phone with her friends, sisters, and mother (Nan). 

 



It was in this space that the four of us would occasionally have a random dance party or laughing session. 

We would eventually come to call these special events “family time,” and Mom and Andrea are now 

instilling that playful approach to life in my young niece. I know it’ll be the same when I have kids of my 

own. 

 

Just a little ways over was the kitchen table, or island, where Mom and I would regularly spend hours 

chatting about whatever it was that was on my mind. I generally keep my thoughts and emotions to 

myself as I struggle to figure out what they mean, but whenever the tap was ready to flow, Mom was 

there ready to lend an ear and some advice. She still is. 

 

The lights were always warm in our house. They filled the room with light, but were never overbearing. 

Somehow that reminds me of Mom. She finds it so easy to see the humour in a situation and has a way 

of lighting up the room with a funny (usually quite detailed) story or just a pleasant smile. 

 

But it’s a beautiful light, and my memory of growing up with Mom is like that. When I think of my mom I 

picture her looking up and just smiling at me. Happy to see me, happy to have wonderful people in her 

life. 

 

And that’s what makes me who I am. The qualities I have that I value the most are those that I attribute to 

Mom here today. She taught me well without forcing anything; she instilled in me a positive and respectful 

view of the world; and she raised me to believe in myself, knowing that no matter what happens, I will 

always have my family. 

 

She’s given me a family that loves me unconditionally. She’s given me a life that is full of possibility and 

opportunity. And most of all she’s given me a sense of self-worth that can only come from an upbringing 

that has been thoughtfully and compassionately guided by an intelligent, caring, brave mother. 

 

So while tonight it’s raining and it’s dark outside, I’m feeling happy. My outlook on life is positive and 

optimistic and it’s because I had someone to show me that, despite the many struggles that life throws 

our way, there is always love. And with love this strong, even the rain can make you smile. 

 

Dave Lane 
 

Dave Lane wears several hats: he is Development Partner at the marketing firm Dc Design House, 
managing a team of web developers, designers, and social media experts; he is a Councillor-at-Large for 
the City of St. John's, chairing and sitting on several committees; he is a startup co-founder, overseeing 
marketing for Appraizee, a software product that helps people invest in commercial property; and he is a 
husband, washing dishes and driving his better half to and from work. 

 

Dave has worked in web development, marketing, and communications since 1998, and earned a joint 

degree in Computer Science and Business Commerce from Memorial University in 2005. Prior to being 

elected to Council, Dave chaired Happy City St. John's, a group of dedicated volunteers focused on 

public engagement at the municipal level. He continues this engagement work as chair of the City's 

"Engage!" task force, a City-led group of citizen representatives that developed the new St. John's public 

engagement framework in 2014. 

 

You can learn more about Dave at www.DaveLaneStJohns.ca 

http://www.davelanestjohns.ca/


David Gouthro  

Claire Agnes Gouthro (neé Taylor) 

My mother, Claire Gouthro, passed away on June 1, 2008--I am incredibly grateful for this opportunity to 

offer tribute to her. The approach I'm going to take is to share some thoughts I wrote for my young 

daughter in 2001 (she was 1 at the time) when I was flying back to Toronto. I had just received news from 

my sister that there was nothing the doctors could do for my mother. My 

sister interpreted that is as meaning death was 

imminent. Thinking this might be the last time I 

would see my mother alive, I began putting some 

of my thoughts on paper so that when my 

daughter was older she would have an 

opportunity to get to know and appreciate her 

grandmother. The following are some of the 

thoughts I wrote down to share with my 

daughter at a time when she would be able to 

appreciate them. Perhaps that time is now ... 

“I was very fortunate to have grown up having 

two wonderful parents-I only hope you will 

feel the same about Mama and me when 

you're a bit older. Mom is one of the gentlest, 

kindest souls a person could ever know. She seems to be loved by 

everyone and is one of those rare people who doesn't have a single enemy on this earth. I'm going to 

record some of the things about her I want to remember forever-

please forgive me if they're not in order. 

Mittens and toques. Mom always used to knit mittens and 

toques for me when I was growing up. We don't need those very 

much here in Vancouver! I can remember her making all kinds of 

things but I never realized how much extra work that must have 

been for her. When I need something these days I just head out to 

the store to pick it up—makes it too easy to take for granted all 

that she did for us. Your Uncle Brian, Aunt Judy and I got by quite 

comfortably when we were growing up. It certainly wasn’t because 

Dad (your Grampa) made a lot of money-because he didn't. It was 

because of all the sacrifices he and Mom made for us and the 

things Mom made to keep us warm. She was constantly knitting 

clothes for us and sewing things for herself. She'd sit, knit and sew for hours on end. I remember how 

excited she got when Dad got her a zigzag sewing machine—the possibilities for making clothes 

exploded! I remember her cutting up patterns out of thin paper so she could then trace the outline on 

material and cut it out. Sometimes she let me cut, too-quite a risky venture!  

Mom made great friends of the Loblaw's (grocery store up the street) manager, Vern Emmerling—this 

was a great relationship that eventually landed me my first paying job in high school. I remember her 

unpacking the groceries as soon as she got home from shopping.  She would proceed to tick off every 



single item against the bill to make sure the cashier made no mistakes-and would march right back up to 

the store if there was anything missing! I never realized how tight money was in those days.  

Now, let's talk about food! Mom was always a great cook and baker. There was always good, health food 

when I was growing up--and plenty of it. That was tough to provide, because I was a pretty fussy eater in 

those days. Mom would have to trick me to eat well. I didn't like eggs when I was young-still not too crazy 

about them, actually. But she tricked me into eating them by making what she called “milkshakes”.  It was 

many years later that I found they were actually egg nogs!  

When I was going to the University of Waterloo, Mom used to put together "care" packages of delicious 

chocolate chip cookies, as well as all kinds of other great treats. I was a rather popular guy in residence 

whenever I came back from Toronto loaded down with “Mrs. Gouthro’s” cookies. Her pink iced coconut 

squares were a particular delicacy—any popularity I might have enjoyed was completely attributable to 

her baking!   

One of my best pals was (and is) a guy by the name of Don Guinn who I’m sure you will meet at some 

time. I met Don through the youth group at Asbury and West United Church on Bathurst Street in Toronto. 

Don has always had a great connection with my parents, but with Mom in particular. Don used to come by 

to visit her, even when I was not home. He'd come to the house and chin himself up on the window ledge 

and peer into the kitchen from outside until Mom noticed and invited him in! Mom always made our place 

very welcoming and my friends always felt at home—I took that for granted and didn’t realize what a 

blessing that was until many years later. Even when I was in my university days, our living room couch 

and floor was often sleeping quarters to my pals. Another university friend, Brian Schmidt, took a 

particular liking to Mom. I teased him mercilessly every time he offered to wash her car - something I 

rarely did! I’m sure that much of that was because my Mom made him feel so welcome when he was far 

from his Kelowna home. I know Brian and Don will both feel a huge sense of loss when Mom passes 

away.  

Mom never had a harsh word to say about any of my friends, at least while they were my friends! There 

might've been one or two girls I brought home that she wasn't crazy about - in fact I'm sure there were. 

But she never voiced any judgments at the time-only after I'd realize the error of my ways would she offer 

any comment! Mom has always been supportive of me. I know there were some things I did that she 

disapproved of--yet she always was there to support me. Many people find it hard to judge a person’s 

actions as being negative, and yet still be able to be supportive of the person him or herself. Mom has 

never been one of those people. 

I felt very fortunate to grow up in a home with none of the common social problems many kids faced, like 

violence, drug and alcohol abuse, etc. Oh, Mom and Dad had the odd argument, but they were incredibly 

rare. In fact, the only act of violence I witnessed was when Dad had said something really annoying while 

Mom was spreading some ketsup (aka ketchup) on a piece of bread for him. In a rare flash of defiance, 

she shoved it right in his face! His shock was priceless as it was so out of character. I couldn't stop 

laughing and still have a strong memory of that day over 40 years later. 

If mom had any fault, it was that she always put everyone else's interest first. On one hand, I think that's a 

wonderful quality. On the other, I wonder if that's been a contributing factor to her illness and lack of 

willingness to ask for help for herself. I wonder if she is totally drained of the energy from giving and 

giving for so many years. 

Whether looking after one of us when we were sick, or Dad, or your cousins, it seemed there was always 

someone in need of her support and love. Even now, when she's very very sick and will never get better, 



she switches conversations to how you are doing, Anna. I so wish you could see the look of peace, love, 

joy and happiness on her face when she held you in her arms last Christmas. Or the same look she had 

this time last year when we are about to bring you home with us. I hope she has at least one more time to 

see and hold you, instead of just seeing the pictures I'll be showing her later on today. And I wish you 

could have many more opportunities to receive her love and offer yours to her. I only hope I can be as 

good a parent to you as Mom was to me. She loves you so much, Anna. And when she is eventually 

looking down on you from above, I know she'll be sending you her never-ending love and support.  

I just want to mention a couple more things. Mom has an amazing sense of humour and playfulness-you 

can blame some of what I subject you to on her. She is always willing to chuckle and I think that's one of 

the reasons people love her so much. And her values--wow. I think, actually I know, the world would be a 

much safer, much more enjoyable place to grow up in if more people were to live the values of your 

Grandma-love, caring, support, hard-working, laughing a lot, not taking life too seriously, being a good 

friend, loving wife, and mother. The world (and me in particular) will really miss Mom. I hope I’m able to 

pass on some of those values to you, my love.” 

So that’s what I wrote in 2001. I had the gift of seven more wonderful years with my Mom. She wasn’t in 

the greatest of health, but was always in the best of spirits.  If there are any gifts I bring to my family, my 

friends, my clients and the world, they are hers passed through me. 

 _____________________________________________________________________________ 

David Gouthro 

David is husband to Alf, father to Anna and in his spare time, a seasoned (but not too spicy!) facilitator 
with over 30 years experience. He’s a sought after consultant who is best known for his creative 
presentations, playful demeanor, and relentless focus on delivering value to his clients, colleagues and 
community. 
   
The main focus of his current business involves working with individuals and groups who have no one 
else to point to as excuses for their own inaction. This has led him to spend the majority of his time 
helping executive teams and Boards make the tough decisions required to grow their businesses in a 
complex and unpredictable economic environment. 
  
However, his deepest personal passion is to help people discover the courage he believes they all 

possess—and then inspire them to act on it. 

WEB: www.theconsultingedge.com   LinkedIn Profile: http://www.linkedin.com/profile/view?id=78821   

http://www.theconsultingedge.com/


Alton Newell  

Mary Newell 
 
I'd like to start off by saying that I love my mother with all my heart and that I'm so lucky to have her in my 
life. She's the woman that brought me into this world, loved and cared for me and raised me with limitless 
love and encouragement. My Mom has always been a beacon of moral fortitude and strength to myself 
and all those around her. In the good times and the bad, she has always had the strength and 
perseverance to do what she believed was right. She is a woman of great character with the virtues of 
Empathy, Courage and Love shining the brightest. My Mother's love and guidance over the years has 
helped me to become the man that I am today. 
 
As children, my brother Jonathan and I would sometimes get ourselves into trouble, and my mother was 
always there to put us back on the right path. If we said something hurtful to someone else, yes she 
would tell us we had done something wrong, but she would go that extra mile to show us how those 
words could really hurt someone and how to go about making amends. The virtue of empathy is the 
ability to put ourselves in another’s place in order to understand their experiences. My mother’s ability to 
truly connect with others is definitely one of her strengths. My brother and I learned so much from her in 
this regard, that it fundamentally changed the way we look at the world. I did not realize it at the time but I 
was modeling many of my behaviors and actions after my mother. One thing that I learned 
early on in my career as an educator / youth worker is 
that children are constantly watching 
everything you do. I have chosen to live my 
life in the service of others, helping to educate 
and build on the character of today's youth. A 
passion that I believe that I received from my 
mother. Telling a child about specific “do’s” and 
“don’ts” is one thing, but really connecting with 
them on a deeper level whilst explaining how 
their actions impact others is on a whole other 
level; that is where Mastery truly begins. 
 

My friends and I recently watched the movie 
"Inside Out," a film about a young girl named 
Riley, who was sent on an emotional roller coaster 
when her family moved to a new city. In her 
subconscious, each emotion had its own character, 
and their interactions guided how she behaved. A 
major theme in the movie was the creation of "Core Memories" and the 
impact they had on Riley. There was a scene where Riley was playing hockey with her parents and 
accidentally scored. That happy moment lead to the creation of a "Core Memory," which resulted in her 
continued love for the sport as she grew up. That one happy moment shared with family led to hockey 
becoming a part of who she was as a person. Everyone has these "Core Memories," whether we realize it 
or not. I know for a fact that a great deal of mine were created by my mother.  
 

I remember one summer morning waking up in our little trailer and seeing that my Mom was dressed and 
getting ready to go out. My brother, two at the time, was sound asleep along with my father who was 
exhausted from a late night of singing country music around a campfire. I asked her where she was going 
and she whispered back that she was going fishing and asked if I wanted to go with her. I was never the 
kid that had trouble sleeping in, honestly I loved it, but I'm certainly glad that I pulled myself from bed that 
morning. We went to a spot nearby called "Dawes" and started walking around the pond slowly while 
flicking out. I was really young at the time and Mom undoubtedly filled in some of the blanks for me later, 
but I've always remembered watching her that day and being so in awe of her. She was so patient, not 



just while fishing but with me as well. As any parent would know, trying to quietly fish as the sun rises with 
a 5 year old is not exactly an easy feat! 
 

I associate many of the lessons she taught me later in life, with her actions and demeanor that day; 
"Good things come to those that wait" and "patience is a virtue" are two that undoubtedly come to mind. I 
think about this day quite often. We ended up catching a number of fish that day, admittedly I only caught 
the one that she had previously hooked and helped me reel in. I consider this day a “core memory,” and 
continue to love fishing to this day. For the rest of my life, however, that fish will forever remain the most 
important fish in the whole world to me. 
 

This is the way it always has been with my Mother, she has always gone the extra mile in order to make 
us happy. When my brother and I were kids, one of our favorite places to go was down the "Rocky Road" 
to what would eventually become our cabin. We initially started out in the area using tents, followed by 
trailers, until eventually, with the help of family and friends, we were able to build ourselves a cabin, a 
place of non-stop fun and adventure. We would get up each morning and Mom would cook us a big feed 
of toutons, bacon and eggs.  After that we would head outside and, depending on the weather, we would 
go for a hike together. It was so much fun exploring new areas and learning new things. 
 
One time in particular we went out into the woods for a hike and came across “The Flume,” a giant black 
pipe that transported water from various locations in the area. It was about eight foot tall and occasionally 
had small leaks of water spraying out of it. We really wanted to climb on top and walk across it to get to 
the nearby pond. From my mother’s perspective, it must have seem liked a mountain, but she gathered 
up her courage and climbed to the top and helped us up one at a time. We walked close together making 
sure to avoid the spray of water to reach the pond. We went swimming, had a cookup and it turned out to 
be an amazing adventure because of the courage my mother had shown us that day.  It was so much fun, 
and it became a sort of rite of passage for any friends that we brought camping with us after that.  
 

I think over time we begin to assume that our loved ones know how we feel, even if we stop telling them. 
My mother tells me she loves me every day; she is truly an amazing woman. She has taught me that the 
simplest of acts can make all the difference in someone's heart. I love and respect my mother for all of the 
hard work and care she has put into helping raising my brother and me. The lessons and memories she 
continues to build with us are treasures that I will never let go of. I am continuously thankful everyday for 
every memory shared with her. From the smell of bacon cooking in our trailer while I slept on the top 
bunk, to the countless hours fishing for the next “big” one. For all the times we spent at my nan’s house 
watching “the price is right” slurping tea, and especially for the unexpected mud wars I would have with 
my brother Jonathan and my father (who did his best to force us to retreat with his own mud slinging), 
while my mother fully embraced the silliness and chaos of it all. I am thankful for everything. I consider 
myself both honored and blessed to have such a wonderful woman in my life. 
 

Alton Gordon Newell 

I am a facilitator / educator that is constantly trying to find new and interesting ways 

to both learn and teach others. I graduated with a Bachelor of Education: 

Intermediate/Secondary in 2011 with a strong background in Information Technology. 

For the past five years I have been a substitute teacher with the NLESD and the Digital 

Literacy Instructor with the Boys and Girls Clubs of St. John's.  Most recently I've been both honoured and 

delighted to become a part of the Epic Engage team where we plan on changing the world together. I 

enjoy spending time in the outdoors, whether its camping or going fishing. I also enjoy playing video 

games, theory crafting about Zombies and spending time with my friends and family.  In both my personal 

and professional lives I adhere and aspire to the virtues of Assertiveness, Courage and Steadfastness.  

  



David Norris  

Norma June Norris 

My mom, Norma June Norris, nee Anthony from North River Conception Bay was and is one of a kind. 

She is the most loving person I know and I know a lot of people.  When I was 19 years old and was tired 

of working on my feet day in and day out for $4.38 per hour, it was mom that 

told me that I could be whatever I wanted to be. She told 

me that I was special! She told me so often that I actually 

started to believe her. I had a rather turbulent childhood 

emotionally. I was the tall skinny kid in school. I had a 

good friend or two but deep inside I knew I was not as 

cool as some of the other boys.  

 

It was mom who listened   to my hurt. It was mom who 

sat with me and heard every word. Every sob. It was 

mom that thankfully knew how to eventually pull me 

out of my self-made prison hole and tell me who I 

really was, a Spirit with Ability and Power. It was 

mom who hugged me time and time again always 

looking for my good, despite my annoyingly loud 

rock and roll music. It was mom that told me that my 

opinion of my circumstances were more important 

than my circumstances, that my circumstances 

too, 'came to pass'.  

 

In my late teen years, low self esteem lead to other problems which lead to other 

things and eventually alcohol and drugs. Low self esteem grew into depression and extreme anxiety until 

(mom does not know this story and you better not tell her) one dark and lonely day I sat in our family 

room in our house in the Goulds with what I felt was nothing to live for. I sobbed uncontrollably, out loud, 

alone I thought. I knew that my dad’s.12 gauge shotgun was in the next room and that there was ammo 

there too. I was in heavy dark depressed thought when................ mom pulled in the driveway. 

 

Saved again to live another day because of a woman that this time unknowingly maybe, saved her son 

from sudden destruction.  Well mom's love and understanding persisted and finally she convinced me that 

I was loved beyond measure and not only was life worth living but that if I didn't answer my own calling, 

no one else could. "Only YOU can live those dreams of yours David! Because they are YOUR dreams 

only and YOU are the special one that is Called to live them."  

 

Well mom. Now you know. If it wasn't for you I would likely not be here. :))   I love you more than ever 

Norma June, and I forgive you for not buying me that red 10 speed at Canadian Tire when I was 12. Man 

did I ever want that bike. 



  

David Norris 
 

53 years old,  (largely because of my mom.)  

I reside with wife, Donna of 28 years and 

son, Josh and daughter, Kelly in Southlands 

(Behind Mt. Pearl.) Realtor with Re/Max in St. 

John's, Newfoundland and Labrador.  

 
  



Gerard Walsh  

Gertrude Casey 

"I go to store", was her statement, the diverse broad I grew up 
with. And when I enquired as to why "I go to store?"mom 
would say" I need a zipper. " Mom was full of French Shore 
expressions. Gertrude Casey was one of four children from the 
community of Conche, an isolated fishing community found on 
the French Shore of the northern peninsula Newfoundland 
Labrador. 

My mother was known as Gert, Gerty or Trudy to her friends. She 
stayed close to her outport friends throughout her life. 

Tragedy was frequently part of outport life. Conche was no 
exception. At the age of five her father died leaving her mother to 
fend for herself and her four children. Unfortunately, further 
tragedy was to follow with the passing of her mother the following 
year. Both parents perished from consumption ( tuberculosis). The 
impoverished community of Conche was unable to care for the four 
orphaned Casey children. 

So my mother and her three brothers ( Charlie, Clar and Wilf) were separated from each other. The sons 
were sent to Mount Cashel in St. John's and mom was sent to the Grenfell Mission orphanage in St. 
Anthony where she stayed for five years. Here my mother was well cared for by the many American and 
British volunteers who graciously gave their time to help the poor of Newfoundland Labrador. Mom 
always recalled the wonderful work of Dr. Wilfred Grenfell. When Dr. Grenfell returned home to St. 
Anthony after his numerous voyages along the coast of Newfoundland and Labrador he always gathered 
my mother and her friends to tell them of his experiences. My mother was very fond of Dr. Grenfell's work 
but she always said he was like a father to her. He was always warm and kind. When mom returned to 
Conche under the care of Father Walsh, Dr. Grenfell gave her 25 cents to help her on her way. 
 
Mom remained in Conche working as the housekeeper for Father Walsh for another five years. Life as a 
housekeeper was very difficult she told me later in life. She wasn't fond of scrapping dried backy off the 
kitchen floor let alone cleaning the spittoon. Father Walsh once caught Mom listening to songs on his 
radio one evening as she wasn't permitted to go to the community dance. For that, Mom wasn't allowed 
out for a month. However, Father Walsh would remain a family friend to our family his entire life. 
 
My mother did complete her school studies in Conche and never forgot her Math or French conjugations. 
Hard to believe a one room school house that relied on slate as a notebook and a wet cloth to clean the 
page, instilled such success. 
 
As a young child I would lie in bed and my Mom would tell me stories of outport life. I never tired of one 
story she told called the Fox in the Hen House. One evening several years ago mom exclaimed that as 
children, she and her friends made ice cream every now and then. I listened to the amazing story of how 
they would convince one of the fishermen to row out into the bay and drag to shore some Labrador ice 
from a nearby iceberg. One child would fetch a pail, another would milk a cow, while another would get 
some rock salt and sugar and the final child sneak a butter churn. All The children took turns stirring the 
fresh milk as it slowly crystallized in the butter churn. After a half hour or so they had iceberg ice cream. I 
was amazed by this accomplishment. 
 
My mother told me she was the fastest runner in Conche and she wouldn't let any boy catch her. Well my 



father, James P. Walsh did eventually catch her and they were married in the late 1950's. 
 
Throughout my mother’s life I was always impressed with her kindness and her willingness to give to 
those less fortunate. The young boys of Mount Cashel always got a warm welcome in my mother’s home 
 
I have had the very fortunate opportunity to visit both Conche and the Grenfell Mission. I sat on the grass 
in front of the Mission where my mom sat as a child. Memories of my mom’s past overwhelmed me but 
I'm very fortunate to have grown up with a woman who was so connected to our historical past. But now if 
you'll forgive me, it's my turn, I go to store! 
 
 

Gerard Walsh 

Gerard Walsh is a historian and educator currently teaching in Mount Pearl, NL. Gerard has just finished 
editing a Holocaust survivors story called I Am A Victor, the Life Story of Mortacai Ronan. In addition to 
writing Gerard has lead both students and teachers on study trips to the battlefields of France following 
the Trail of The Caribou-the Newfoundland Regiment. Recently Gerard has returned from a research 
study tour of Israel involving members of the Kinessit. 
 
Gerard can be contacted via e mail- g.walsh@nl.rogers.com 
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Trent Langdon  

Eva Doreen Langdon (Parsons) 

Eva Parsons was born in Dover, Bonavista Bay, and was the youngest of six children. At the age of 16, 

she travelled to the west coast of the province to start her teaching career. Before long, she found herself 

in Norris Arm South, Notre Dame Bay, teaching in a Kindergarten classroom. Eva eventually met a 

strapping young gentleman from Norris Arm by the name of Cyril Langdon. They courted, married and 

had their firstborn (me) in the fall of 1973. They later had a second child in 1986, my brother Chris. 

Subsequently, I was an only child 

until 13 years of age. 

Being an only child, I was 

fortunate to spend ample time with 

my parents. Mom continued her 

professional career up until the 

time I was born; I frequently 

wonder about the number of 

students she would have impacted 

within the education system if she 

had carried on in this journey. But, 

as a home-maker, she continued 

to make huge contributions to 

family and community through 

various other means.   

Mom’s volunteer work has been 

extensive in a formal and informal capacity. I recall frequent late night 

food preparation for a grieving family, baking loaves of bread to drop off 

to seniors and sick individuals in the community, countless phone calls 

offering support to a family in need, or responding during a time of crisis 

when the clergy was unavailable. She has always been willing to be 

that empathic listener and continues to reach out today. 

Both Mom and Dad created a great sense of family and safety during 

my childhood. As a school counsellor, I regularly experience the unmet 

developmental needs of children as it pertains to attachment. I have 

many special memories of going home for lunch during the school day 

for a hot meal, spending late nights at home with Mom while Dad 

worked the late shift, and Mom standing in the window (even now at 42) 

waiting for me, in spite of the time of day or night. I realize that these traits characterize many mothers in 

Newfoundland & Labrador but its significance cannot be underestimated. 

Religion and spirituality have played an important role in my life to date and I attribute this primarily to 

Mom. My recent work with Virtues Project International has provided an opportunity to delve deeper into 

the study of the virtues and subsequently build ways to infuse these teachings into daily practice. The 

virtue of Faithfulness best describes Mom: 

http://cdn3.whatchristianswanttoknow.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/09/Billy-Graham-Christian-Mothers_6.jpg


“Faithfulness is being loyal to our beliefs, remaining firm and 

steadfast regardless of what happens. When our faith is tested, we 

stay strong, and learn from the experience. We do our work with 

meticulous care and excellence, faithful to its true intent. With the 

people we love, we are abiding and trustworthy. They know we will 

not abandon them or violate the sacred trust between us. 

Faithfulness through the changes and tests of time is a sign of 

lasting love. Faithful friendship is one of life’s greatest treasures.” 

I had the experience of growing up in the Salvation Army Church 

seeing the doctrine firsthand that underlies the thrift shops, kettle 

campaigns, soup kitchens, and reaching out to your fellow man. The 

slogan of the Salvation Army is as follows:  ‘Heart to God, Hand to 

Man’. I fully admit that there were many Sundays that I would have rather been out playing street hockey 

or sleeping in however, I now very much appreciate the character and values-based framework that it has 

provided for me. I have always known that Mom’s prayers have helped me in some capacity during the 

tough times.  She, though strongly believing in the teachings of the bible, exudes a common sense and 

liberalism that has proven highly beneficial to her family and community.  

I see no better way to conclude this tribute to my Mom than by sharing a few quotes by Catherine Booth, 

a co-founder of The Salvation Army. They very much sum up my mother’s outlook on local and global 

affairs and have driven my professional and personal life. 

“If we are to better the future, we must disturb the present.” 

“Show mercy. No soul ever was made poor by loving too much,                                                         or 

injured for forgiving too often.” 

Mom, I am truly grateful for this solid foundation you have provided and your unconditional caring and 

love. It is a model of care that you continue to offer to my children (your grandchildren) and I hope to 

replicate with them.   

Trent Langdon  

Trent Langdon M.Ed, Canadian Certified Counsellor is all about legacy and building yours by rewriting 
your ‘game plan’ or rejuvenating your organization’s foundations.  Trent is a strong believer that success 
and contentment is achievable through actions of integrity and character; for an individual or an 
organization. With more than 20 years of experience as a CHANGE AGENT for children, adolescents, 
families, schools, communities, and professionals, Trent can walk with you toward Personal Development 
and Discovery, Organizational Review and Renewal, and A Career / Life Plan for Teens.  
www.epicengage.com 

 

  

http://www.epicengage.com/


Joel Sweeney  

Mary Alice (Dowling) MacPhee  

She went by Alice all her life. Mom was born in Florence, Cape Breton Island, Nova Scotia in 1927. She 
married in 1950 and settled in my father’s home of Cape Forchu near Yarmouth, Nova Scotia. She was 
23. They had 4 children within the next 5 years, 2 boys and 2 girls. In 1957 my father died in a fishing 
accident. My mother was seven months pregnant at the time. After the funeral my mother made the 
difficult decision to move her family back to Cape Breton to be close to her family. She had no source of 
income and while my father’s family was very supportive and desiring of helping out she decided to move 
back to her home. In November of 1957 my brother Michael was born. Shortly after he was diagnosed 
with Polio and died at the age of 9 months. Shortly after that my mother re-married. Two years later my 
third sister was born. Mom now had 5 children under the age of 9.  

As a child I didn’t grasp the full magnitude of what my mother went through. She had lost her husband, 

had 4 children under the age of six (I was the oldest) and was pregnant with her fifth child. Michael died a 

week short of the first anniversary of my father’s death. She remarried and had her sixth child within 2 

years. All of this happened in a little less than 3 years. I reflect back on it now and I am amazed at her 

ability to keep it all together. I truly appreciate how strong and determined she was.  

We were a poor family. Mom was the glue that held us together. Being the oldest I was 

constantly challenged, by her, to watch over my 

younger siblings. She instilled some great 

virtues into all of us. She taught us respect. 

Respect for ourselves and respect for others. 

“Respect for your elders” was a common piece of 

advice. We were constantly reminded to “mind our 

manners” and to say “please and thank you”. She 

often cautioned us to “not talk back when you are 

being spoken to”. She was a small woman, less 

than 5 feet tall, but she was a force to be reckoned 

with. When she spoke we listened.  

She taught us the importance of being honest and 

truthful. She was quick to punish if she caught us in 

a lie.  We were rich in many ways. We were loved. 

We had lots of time for play and my siblings and I were very close and remained close over the years. We 

didn’t have much growing up, but Mom instilled in us a strong sense of self and pride. She taught us 

“Cleanliness is next to Godliness”. 

Mom had a healthy appreciation of nature. She loved the rain and enjoyed thunder and lightning. She 

taught us not to be afraid of thunder and lightning by playing a little game with us, from time to time. She 

would get us to figure out how close the lightning was by counting the number of seconds between the 

lightning flash and the thunder. Today, I love listening to the rain and if it is warm standing in it. I used to 

run a lot and some of my most enjoyable runs were in the warm, heavy rain. I continue to remain 

fascinated by thunder and lightning.   

Mom was a strong woman. She battled a lot of challenges in her life. She lost 2 husbands, a son and a 

daughter. In her latter years she lost her parents and two brothers. She also battled cancer twice. Around 



1990 she was diagnosed with throat cancer. She had been a fairly heavy smoker most of her life. The 

Doctor told her she would have to give up smoking. She quit that very day and never smoked again. This 

was an indicator of her inner strength. She responded favourably to her radiation treatments and came 

through the ordeal.  

In 2004 she was diagnosed with non-Hodgkin’s lymphoma. She was given 3 months to live. The Doctor 

recommended chemotherapy. Initially Mom did not want to go through with it. Her biggest concern was 

that she would lose her hair. We managed to convince her to give it a try. Again she responded 

favourably and she didn’t lose her hair.  

After her second husband died, she lived alone up until her second bout with cancer. Ironically she then 

moved from Cape Breton to a nursing home in Yarmouth, not an easy thing for an “Island Girl”. She had 

come full circle. At the time all three of Mom’s daughters, their husbands and her granddaughter were 

living in Yarmouth. Mom settled into her new home very well. She had many visits from her daughters, 

son-in-laws and granddaughter. I also got to visit 3-4 times a year. I actually saw Mom more in the last 5 

years of her life than I did in the previous 10. She had many outside visits with family and friends. 

Mom had a variety of interests. In the early years she liked listening to the Grand ole Opry on radio 

WWVA (Wheeling West Virginia).  One of her prized possessions was an autographed photo of George 

Jones.  For several years she communicated regularly with a number of pen pals. I was always 

impressed with her penmanship. It was beautiful. It reflected her belief that if something was worth doing 

it was worth doing well.  

Mom enjoyed her golden years. She loved cats. She couldn’t have a live one so she had a collection of 

toy stuffed ones. She had photos and quilts. She liked and collected anything associated with cats. She 

liked watching TV, but especially enjoyed watching baseball. She rarely missed a game. She derived a 

great deal of pleasure from simple things. She loved food, in particular Chinese food. She also loved 

MacDonald’s milk shakes. She could make a milk shake last forever.   Mom was very proud of her 

children. When we got older we embarked on our own lives. Only one of us, my brother, remained in 

Cape Breton. One of her greatest joys was having all of us together. That didn’t happen often over the 

years, but we managed to get a few in.  

She died in June 2010, just shortly before her 83
rd

 birthday. She lived her life with acceptance. Her 

strength and her faith carried her through some very rough times. Through it all she never lost her sense 

of humour. Mom had a lot of expressions. One of the ones I remember well is: ‘You have a face only a 

mother could love and a father would die laughing at.  Mom had a unique way of saying goodnight. 

‘Goodnight, I love you, Goodbye’ and she would say it every night. I never thought of this much when I 

was younger, but as I got older I wondered about the goodbye part. She lost her husband, a son and her 

father all within a 5-year period. Perhaps that was the reason for ‘goodbye’.  

Mom left us with a lot of warm memories and the ability to enjoy simple pleasures.   

Good night Mom. I love you. Goodbye.  

JOEL SWEENEY 

Joel Sweeney is passionate about oral communications. He helps individuals and organizations become 

more effective by maximizing their communication potential. He does this through speaking, training, 

coaching, facilitating and writing. His latest book is The Speaker’s Tool Box – Perfecting the Craft of 

Speaking. The book provides a unique perspective on an age-old challenge. www.joelsweeney.com  

http://www.joelsweeney.com/


Howie Young  

Ida Maud Wells 

Ida Maud Wells of Bonavista, Newfoundland 

Registered Nurse  

Mother of 4 boys and two girls  

Married Frederick Ross Young, St. John’s Business man, Chartered Accountant  

Mom was a Registered Nurse and medical whiz who rarely had to call the doctor for help.  

She took on medical issues without hesitation.   With 

such a large family, we got 

head lice on more than one 

occasion.  She would 

shampoo our hair and with a 

fine-tooth comb she would 

remove them.  A very common 

thing back then... I can still see 

her take a nit, as we called them, 

put it on the back of her hand and 

with her thumb nail you would 

hear a crack. One dead nit!  I got 

scabies swimming in Rennies 

River one year.  Mom bought 

Benzyl Benzoate Emulsion and 

cleared that up. We had Whooping 

Cough, Vicks Vapour Rub, Benylin 

Cough Mixture and Hot Toddies and 

that got better.  She would remove 

loose teeth painlessly with a firm 

quick jerk. For Jaw teeth or bigger 

ones she persuaded the doctor and 

dentist to give us chloroform on the 

kitchen table in our house.  She used butterfly closures before they were invented 

to close wounds with strips of adhesive. She handled mumps, measles and chicken pox with ease. No 

Doctors.  My lesson from her was no fear, just do it. 

Mom’s heart was filled with love, caring, affection and attention to all. She had a great belief in our 

abilities to do things.   Our house was "The Gathering Place" for all our friends.  Picture Mom doing up 8 

pairs of skates in our kitchen to go skating and play hockey on the "Marsh"… six kids are not hers.   

Imagine four (4) refugees from Hungary in our living room after being attacked by Russia.  Ten days of 

madness.  Mom did all the work feeding, cleaning and accommodating.  Dad at the helm, Mom doing all 

the work.  



Imagine World War 11 Canadian, British, American troops in the City, befriended by Dad.  Mom’s motto 

was always Service above Self.  

On the home front, I remember someone coming to our home to lunch at age 8 with a condom in mouth 

stretching back and forth, a balloon picked up on street he thought.   I can still smell the Listerine and tar 

soap.   Even though we were all home, only Mom and myself knew.  

Dad was a task-master and what he said 

you had to do. .Mom often intervened to 

level the playing field. He would try to make 

you eat what you didn't like "Eat! Stay at the 

table till it is gone!”  If it were not for Mom I 

would still be there. 

Giggle fits at the table was a no/no.  He would 

get angry but how do you stop? Mom would 

say "Ross aren't you glad the kids are happy?  

What do you want?”  She would diffuse the 

situation. 

There are thousands of stories about my 

mother.  These are a few. She was a lady whose 

leadership skills, love, compassion, caring and 

understanding put her light years ahead of most 

people Fortunately some of these skills have 

been passed on to her family.  She passed on 

quietly as she lived her life for 93 years. 

In closing, one of the finest things... Mom taught me how to cook... poached eggs on toast, porridge, 

boiled eggs well timed.  When mom was ill, I would cook the family meal at 1... pork chops, liver and 

onions....thanks mom.  It still works for me today.  I love you mom. 

 

Howie Young 

Howie Young ran the Dale Carnegie Course® in Newfoundland and Labrador for some 37 years.  Today, 

he fishes and continues to serve as an advisor on matters of business and communications. 

 

 

  



Derrick Sturge  

Margaret Sturge 

My mother was born and raised in the centre core of 

St. John’s NL, into a large family.  Her family owned 

and operated a small grocery store while she was 

growing up.  In addition to helping out in the store, my 

mother also played a role in helping to care for her 

younger brothers and sisters. My mother and father 

met while both were worked at local retailer London, 

New York & Paris……..Mom working on the retail floor 

and Dad a graphic designer in the sign shop.  My mother 

worked full-time until I was born, but then stayed at home 

after I was born.  My mother and father were married for 

40 years when my father passed away in 1998. My 

mother passed away five years later in 2003.   

Having the presence of a mother throughout the day while 

I was growing up was very important. I grew up in an era 

before school buses and can remember my mother taking 

the bus every day across town to pick me up from school in the early years.  On occasion we would go 

downtown afterwards, making stops at Woolworths, Simpson-Sears, London New York & Paris and other 

downtown retailers in the day.  I also recall my mother taking the bus every other week when we had 

skating at St. Bon’s Forum to ensure my skates were on properly and tightened.  I recall many mothers 

doing the same thing.   

My mother placed a heavy emphasis on education and ensured that I put an appropriate focus on 

education.  Nightly homework was a ritual and my mother always played a key role in supporting and 

encouraging my studies.  The support of my mother was a very important factor in my success in school.  

As a child growing up the influence of my mother was significant, but the support and care of the mother’s 

of close friends on our street was also important…..regardless of which of the houses we were in on any 

particular day we were surrounded my “mother’s” who were highly focused on ensuring our safety and 

care.   

Throughout my school years my mother was always very encouraging and giving me the confidence to be 

successful.  Being an only child I received a considerable amount of attention.   

As a young women growing up in a large family in the 1940’s my mother did not have the opportunity to 

attend post secondary education.  However, she made sure that I was focused on post-secondary 

education, continuing to mentor, encourage and take a great interest in my post-secondary studies.  

When in her 50’s my mother went back to university taking accounting courses and going back to work in 

accounting positions……certainly not an easy thing to do when you have been out formal education for 

over 30 years and out of the work force for 25 years.  My mother continued to take a strong interest in my 

education and career, always wanting to know what I was doing……..right up to her death in 2003.   



The high expectations set by my mother were a critical factor in my life success.  Having someone who 

showed constant interest and support is so important.  Like many young people, growing up I changed 

my career aspirations many times…….veterinarian, pilot, architect and ultimately settling on a career as a 

Chartered Accountant.  I had no idea what an accountant did, but it was my mother that encouraged me 

to consider this option. I guess in retrospect it was a mother’s intuition that knew my strengths and 

calculated that this might be a career path I might be successful at.  Turns out she was right and steered 

me on a good path. 

I recall my father telling me that he lost his mother to illness at a relatively early age (his early 20’s) and 

that he never really got over the loss of his mother.  There is something unique about the relationship 

between a son and his mother.  I had fantastic support and love from both my parents, but I always knew 

that my mother had a greater appreciation and understanding of my needs, interests, aspirations and 

insecurities.  Twelve years after my mother’s death there are still days that I would love the opportunity to 

bring her up to date on things happening in my life, wishing she had the opportunity to meet my wife and 

son.  I guess this is the strength of the bond between a mother and son.  The influence of your mother in 

establishing values, setting you on the right path, and giving you the confidence to succeed never ends. 

When you have had a mother that has provided such great care and guidance it is sometimes easy to 

take it for granted that all mothers do this. Unfortunately, not everyone growing up has the benefit of such 

guidance from a mother that truly cares. 

Now that I have my own son I can see the mother-son relationship through a different lens and can better 

appreciate the important role a mother plays in setting a son on the right path and care for his every need. 

Everyone can relate to occasions where their mother may have appeared over protective.  However, as 

time passes and you have your own family you can see what appeared to be overprotective behaviour by 

your mother from a different perspective.  Mother’s are built to care and provide 

support…….and they do it exceptionally well. 

Derrick F. Sturge 

Born in St. John’s, NL in August 1960.  Raised in St. John’s, attending 
school at St. Bonaventures, Bishop Abraham, and Prince of Wales 
Collegiate.  Attended Memorial University, graduating with Bachelor of 
Commerce degree. Subsequently graduated from University of Durham 
(U.K.) with an MBA.  Hold the designations Certified Professional Accountant 
(CPA) and Chartered Accountant (CA).  Have worked in NL for my entire 
career in senior executive positions in the energy, mining, and oil & gas 
services industries.  For the past ten years I have held the position Vice-
President, Finance & CFO with Nalcor Energy.  I am married to Jennifer Sturge 
and have one son Carter. 

  



Earle McCurdy  

Elizabeth Blois McCurdy (nee Jefferson)   

“Betty” 

Mothers matter. A lot. I was lucky enough to grow up with an 

all-star mother.  

Ours was a typical 1950s household - a working Dad, a stay-at-

home Mum, four kids in about six years, then another nearly a 

decade later. 

For someone who delighted in her later years in telling us her 

childhood doctor had said she "wouldn't make old bones", our 

mother had a long, accomplished and eventful life, one that would 

take her from coast to coast as she lived for 20 years or more in 

each of four different Canadian provinces. 

Not long after Mum finished high school, she met Dad. The attraction 

was instant. Theirs was a storybook romance that last until Dad's death more than 65 years later. These 

were the war years, World War II to be specific. They became engaged within a year, and moved up the 

wedding date to December 8, 1943 when Dad found out he was being posted overseas for active duty in 

the Royal Canadian Air Force. After just 18 days of married life - his posting started on Boxing Day - Mum 

and Dad were separated for nearly two years. All they had to sustain their relationship was mail and fond 

memories; that was obviously enough. Their ecstatic reunion on the Halifax pier in October 1945 was 

captured for posterity in a classic postwar photograph that appeared on the front page of the local 

newspaper. 

Mum wanted to go to university, but the times as well as the finances were against her. Money was 

scarce in her family, and in those days, education for women and girls was not a priority. 

Losing the opportunity to complete her education haunted Mum for the rest of her life. Any time she got 

the chance to take a single university course, she walked away with top marks, and would have loved the 

chance to settle down to serious study. 

Instead she had a brilliant career as a mother. She had five children - four within a span of seven years, 

then my surprise kid sister a decade later.  

Dad's work as an educator and his continuing studies took him away from home, so it was up to Mum to 

keep the household on an even keel, something she did with style. 

As small children growing up on Pennywell Road in St. John's, my two sisters, two brothers and I knew 

that if anything went wrong, Mum would fix it. 



She also instilled in me a clear sense of right and wrong, and a 

love of reading. For years in my grade school years, she 

and I would set out to the Gosling Memorial library every 

Monday night to pick out books to bring home. When time 

permitted, she enjoyed painting, mostly landscapes, as her 

father had done. 

Two catastrophic events hit Mum's world with hurricane 

force. Her middle child, my brother David, died in a car 

accident at the age of 21. She said a day never passed that 

she didn't think of him, and almost her last physical act, 

despite her severe limitations in her later years, was to point to 

him in a family photo. 

Then, in 1984 Dad had a massive, debilitating stroke which he 

barely survived. His determination to fight back and make the 

best of it was matched only by Mum's. She spent endless hours 

coaching him through tedious, repetitive exercises to help with 

his recovery. He struggled with every step and every sentence 

for the next 23 years, and she shared the burden. It was an 

indication of the success of their joint efforts that for many years after his stroke he 

was able to take the bus to the rehab hospital to do volunteer work with other stroke victims. "I was like 

you at one point," he would tell them, "but today I was able to take the bus to come visit you." 

Mum had already started to deteriorate significantly with Alzheimers when in 2007, she had a small but 

serious stroke of her own that destroyed her capacity to speak coherently. 

We lived on opposite ends of the country by then, and despite the loss of her speech, I was fascinated 

when I sat next to her at Dad's funeral to find that she could still belt out the old, familiar hymns with 

gusto. 

This thumbnail sketch doesn't come close to doing justice to the rich and varied life my mother lived. 

While these first few lines seem to be all about her, they're about me too, because my life was so shaped 

by the strength of her character, as well as Dad's. 

We lived far apart for the last 40 years of Mum's life, but got together whenever circumstances and our 

finances permitted. Unfortunately, in my last few visits when she was living in a respite home in Victoria, 

B.C., there was no obvious indication that she even knew who I was. While her speech was 

incomprehensible, she still had the same soothing voice that helped me recover from the scattered 

scraped knee in my youth. That voice would take me back to Pennywell Road every time. 

Mum died at the age of 90, her bright, inquisitive mind long robbed of much of its capacity. But her legacy 

lives on in her four surviving children, nine grandchildren and three great grand children. 

While she is no longer with us, I cherish three oil paintings of hers which hang on the wall in my home - a 

daily reminder of a wonderful life well lived. 

 

 



Earle McCurdy 

Earle McCurdy served as President of FFAW from 1993 until 2014, including the difficult years following 

the northern cod moratorium. His principled leadership during those difficult times and his ability to build 

consensus has earned him great respect throughout Newfoundland and Labrador.  He is a graduate of 

Memorial and he has been active in a variety of industry, labour and community organizations, including 

the Newfoundland and Labrador Federation of Labour, St. Clare's Mercy Hospital Board of Governors, 

Atlantic Provinces Economic Council, Canadian Council of Professional Fish Harvesters, the National 

Executive Board of Unifor, as well as many others.  Earle is a lifelong New Democrat and has spent his 

entire life working for fairness for working people. In March 2015, Earle took on a new role and was 

elected Leader of the New Democratic Party.   

earle.mccurdy@nl.ndp.ca  

709-739-6387  

www.nl.ndp.ca 
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Peter Colbourne  

Betty Colbourne (affectionately known as Smootch) 

 

Yup, that’s me with my Mom. She is pretty awesome. We have always been close. She is a constant 

point-of-reference for me, supporting me in everything I do. She had a rough time with me. I was over ten 

pounds and she was 98 pounds before she gained about 70 pounds during the pregnancy. I was a 

forceps delivery and Mom hemorrhaged. We both pulled through. Mom was one of the many 

Newfoundlanders that found themselves in The San in the 1950’s. The San or Sanitarium was a hospital 

for patients suffering from tuberculosis which was epidemic at the time. That cost her a lung and a bit but 

she made it through after 2 years. One tough lady.  

Mom worked at our family business for many years, managing the 

books and helping Dad grow the business. She could play the 

adding machine like a concert pianist. In those days, she would 

sew or knit virtually every night. She made a lot of her own 

clothes. Sometimes I would help and she taught me a lot. Now 

that I think about it, I realize I did learn a lot. Sure I know how to 

knit and pearl and how to layout a pattern and cut fabric (skills 

that I never really needed or used) but she also taught me 

some key skills: patience, practice, commitment, and to be 

passionate in everything I do. Like her, and my Dad, I love 

working with my hands. 

When I was 11, we learned that I was epileptic. Not the best news 

in the world for kid with his hair on fire. Mom was more than a little over-protective but she let me be me 

and I know that there were more than a few times that she bit her tongue. I learned a lot about faith from 

Mom. Not the kind of faith that most people immediately think of but real faith, faith that an epileptic 

teenager will have enough sense to make it home at the end of the day. That’s real faith, and it made us 

closer. Right around that time Mom became “Smootch”. Always lots of hugs and kisses. I guess it was 

because there was a tangible sense of fragility. As a parent, I know what that feels like now. It’s there 

even when everything is rolling along just fine. Things can change very fast.  

Mom left us in 1983 at the young age of 47 due to a viral disease that destroyed her liver and kidneys 

probably due to a blood transfusion she received after I was born, many years earlier. I was at her 

bedside for most of the 5 weeks she was in hospital. I took the phone call that night.  

I said that Mom is amazing because for me she is, not was. 32 years have passed but she is still a major 

influence in my life and she still inspires me to be better than I am and to seek out my better angels. Many 

miracles have happened since then and I’m pretty sure one of my angels is called Smootch. 

Peter Colbourne  

Peter Colbourne graduated with a Bachelor of Science degree in Biochemistry from Memorial University 

and is currently the managing director of ConcentRx, a specialty sales and marketing organization based 

in Montreal, Quebec focusing on services to the biopharmaceutical industry.  



Donovan Taplin  

Tammie Taplin  

In 1966 the iron ore mines of Bell Island closed their doors 
after 71 years of operation. This was our Cod Moratorium. 
Following decades of prosperity that now embolden Bell 
Island’s role as a historic and cultural destination, the 
community was left in the shadow of its defunct industry.  

At the nadir of the writing of Bell Island’s economic tapestry, 
my mother was of the first generation of people born in the community’s post-mining period. The 
thirteenth child in a family of fourteen children, it goes without saying that my mother’s childhood, spent in 
the 1970’s on an island in rural Newfoundland, was, like the waters of Conception Bay surrounding Bell 
Island, capricious and often turbulent. These formative years serve as the touchstone of my mother’s 
enduring values of empathy, resiliency, and storytelling.  

These values manifested in a family tradition of volunteerism, respect for the individual and community, 
and a belief in collective power to overcome the odds. Her grandfather was among the founding 
volunteers behind the Bell Island Hospital, and her father one of the first to launch support groups in the 
community for those struggling with addictions. Her own mother personified selflessness, grit, and brazen 
optimism, in all that she did to support her fourteen children and more than thirty grandchildren and great-
grandchildren.  

In 2001, when I was just seven years old, my mother afforded me with my first volunteer experience. She 
was working as an Office Clerk at the Community Food Bank. My mother encouraged me to join their 
volunteer team, preparing packages of grocery items. I spent hours packaging bundles of teabags into 
larger plastic bags. To this day a strong aroma of tea transports me to my first volunteer experience. This 
was the same year the Royal Canadian Mint commissioned a commemorative coin in honour of the 
United Nations’ International Year of the Volunteer. I recall inquiring with my mother about the unique 
dime I had been seeing. “They’re for volunteers” she had said “Volunteering will get you anywhere 
Donovan, always volunteer”. This was a call to action I took very seriously.  

In the years that followed, I spent the vast majority of my time in leadership volunteer roles in the school 
and larger community. These contributions culminated on May 31

st
 2010. I had applied to participate in an 

educational youth expedition to the Arctic with Quebec-based organization Students on Ice. This 
expedition cost in excess of $10, 000. Only 100 students from around the world would be selected to 
participate, and some of these students would receive funding for their expedition. May 31

st
 was results 

day. The email describing my fate waited in my inbox. I discovered I had been selected to participate in 
the expedition but without full funding. I had all but concluded my participation was impossible due to the 
financial burden of covering the expedition’s exorbitant cost. My mother radiated only determination and 
pride.  

Within six months, in partnership with local businesspeople, charities, government officials, and the 
generosity of countless Bell Island residents, my mother had helped lead the procurement of over twenty-
thousand dollars. A sum that enabled my participation in two transformative expeditions to the ends of the 
Earth in the Arctic and Antarctic. I spent New Years of 2011 on an island in Antarctica with hundreds of 
thousands of penguins.  

It was my mother who pulled a rabbit out of the hat in all her efforts on the small and large scale. It was 
my mother who knocked on the doors of Bell Islanders selling chocolate bars and tickets on gift baskets. 
It was my mother who partnered with local businesses and businesspeople to organize fundraisers and 
benefit events so I would not be omitted from a world-class opportunity. Less than a year later, she gladly 
rolled-up her sleeves again when I wished to travel to Rio de Janeiro Brazil to the United Nations Earth 



Summit. We were successful here too. My capacity to contribute was jettisoned 
into realms of service and leadership I could not fathom.  My trajectory had been 
fundamentally altered. The generosity I was exposed to during these years 
imbued me with a commitment to pay forward the kindness I was received from 
my family, my community, and innumerable strangers. During these years my 
volunteer contributions widened in my community, province, and country.  

As my high school career came to a close, the days of post-secondary life 
loomed. Similarly, the financial burden of a university education appeared too 

cumbersome and insurmountable. My mother could not fundraise this time. The 
scholarship applications began. With bated breath I waited for the results of my submissions to both of 
Canada’s largest merit-based scholarships valued at over $150, 000. When I would argue my odds were 
not great, and felt my efforts were futile in competition with the country’s upper echelon of high school 
overachievers, my mother and father would calmly say “You’re going to win both of them”.  

In the midst of regional and national finalist competitions, I sat in a panel interview for one of these life-
changing scholarships. A litany of my volunteer contributions having been reviewed and discussed, one 
of the interviewers asked me a hypothetical question: “If you could have lunch with one person, dead or 
alive, who would it be?” Wanting to impress my adjudicators, I thought to respond with William 
Shakespeare, Nelson Mandela, or perhaps the Dalai Lama. Immediately struck with my answer, I began 
to cry in the middle of the interview. The panel was struck by my emotional outburst. Deep breath. Time to 
collect yourself.  

“If I could have lunch with one person dead or alive”, I began, “It would be with my grandmother who 
passed away when I was 15 years old”. There it was, my response to one of the most important questions 
ever posed to me. Had I blown my chance? My grandmother, the mother of fourteen rowdy youngsters, 
the lady who had fostered the empathy and resilience I admired in my own mother, was the person I most 
desired to have lunch with.  

My parents proved me wrong. I was fortunate to be offered both of the national scholarships I applied for. 
This great honour came as a direct result of the authenticity, pride, and deep appreciation, for the lessons 
and experiences only made possible through the work of my mother, father, family, and community. It has 
been my mother’s mission to hold me accountable for my self-doubts, to advocate for never declaring 
one’s own case hopeless, and in working to encourage and actively enable opportunities for her children 
that were not accessible to her. Though the deck was in many ways stacked against my mother, it was 
through her values, and the support of her mother and family, she was able to shuffle the deck in favour 
of her own children. I am perpetually thankful in the face of my audacious pursuits, throughout all of my 
daring goals, my mother and father have always gladly said “Deal us in”.  

Donovan Taplin 

Donovan Taplin is a student and storyteller. In 2013, CBC Gen Why Magazine profiled Donovan as one 

of “12 Young Leaders Changing Canada”. He was a delegate at the United Nations Conference for 

Sustainable Development, a winner of Newfoundland and Labrador’s Provincial “URock Award”, and is 

the province’s youngest Municipal Councillor, having been elected to the Wabana Town Council on Bell 

Island at the age of 19. He has since been appointed to the Premier’s Youth Advisory Committee and has 

been a keynote speaker to thousands of young Canadians at conferences, high schools, and special 

events. Donovan is currently studying for a Bachelor of Arts Degree at Memorial University with a Double 

Major in Communication Studies and Folklore, and a Certificate in Public Policy.  

  



Allen Phillips  

Rita Margaret (DUFOUR) Phillips 1921 – 1976 

I cannot say that Mother was the best mother in the world; I will leave that title to Mother’s Day Facebook 

fanatics. However, I will say that for the time and circumstances that I grew up in, 50’s, 60’s, and the very 

few years that she was a part of my life she left an indelible imprint on me that has lasted the 40 years 

that I have been without her. 

Mother’s compassion knew very few boundaries and her self-

sacrifice to the benefit of her family was perhaps not unusual, 

however the extension of it to my friends and their families was 

extraordinary. Many a weekend evening was spent with her 

sacrifice of time and limited resources to feed and to discuss our 

teenage angst and she taught us about courage, strength and 

self discipline.  To this day I seldom run into my friends, of that 

time... that they do not remember her for these times and what it 

meant to them. 

What I remember most was her boundless creativity and ability.  

Being a large boy buying clothing for me in our small town was 

not an option.  At the time I was a bit self conscience about 

having all of my clothing made by my mother until my best friend 

asked me who my tailor was.  I was perplexed by the question 

and felt a tinge of anxiety when I asked him why he was asking. 

His response was that his father was looking for a bespoke suit 

and wondered who my tailor was.  I had no idea what bespoke 

meant at the time and was flabbergasted when he explained.  

My mother made some much needed cash from that particular 

friend’s father. 

Mother was also often asked to use her zeal for creativity to create wedding cakes, birthday cakes, 

Christmas cooking, fresh baked bread and much tailoring and adjustments.  As she was also French, she 

was in huge demand from my friends with grade 10 - 12 French homework. 

Mother had a very different faith than anyone else that I knew.  It seemed to me that a number of my 

friends and their parents went through the motions of Christianity going to church on Sundays and special 

events and then living their lives without much that would label them as Christian.  My Mother’s 

experience was much different.  She grew up under the strict eye of a mother that had studied to be a 

Nun and had fallen in love with my Grandfather and left the calling to marry instead. 

My Grandmother’s household was strictly religious and, the typical small town Catholic Northern New 

Brunswick village, was run by the local priest as it was in all of Quebec at the time as well. The priest was 

the local law and ran his church and parishioners with a steel fist.  This left my mother with a significant 

disdain for the church and its archaic rules.  Her belief in God was as strong as her disdain for the church. 

Mother paid her dues, not to the church, but rather to her family and the people that came in and out of 

our lives. She was decisive in her response to problems handling each situation with a simplicity that was 



sometimes baffling.  She was devoted to her children and grand children with compassion and 

unconditional love. She was also the only person in the community that openly welcomed our gay friends 

into our home with complete acceptance and without judgement. 

Mother found great joy in sharing, laughing, cooking, oil paints, knitting and all things that she did.  She 

was ever mindful of the needs of those around her and had the courage of her convictions in the face of 

those that would have seen her fail.  Even as cancer destroyed her she maintained her dignity and 

strength to the bitter end. 

I took me years to realize all that my Mother did for me and I would suggest that those of you fortunate 

enough to still have a living mother just stop and imagine what it would be like if she were dead.  Think of 

all that would be lost to you, then go in and say “Thanks Mom, I love you”.  I wish that I could.   

My Mother sacrificed much for me and that sacrifice is my inheritance. 

Allen Phillips, BBA 

Dynamic, animated and amiable with a quick wit, Allen Phillips holds a Bachelor of Business 
Administration Degree from the University of New Brunswick and a Canadian Securities Council 
Certificate. He has over 35 years of business experience as an owner and made his first public 
presentation at the age of 13.  He is the owner/founder of the Atlantic Speakers Bureau.  Allen has 
published over 40 articles in various publications on topics such as Attitude, Customer Service, Stress 
and Supervision. He has also written and published a Bar Tenders Recipes Manual based on Canadian 
Standard drink recipes. Allen has served on Boards of Trade, Kiwanis, Chambers of Commerce, a 
regional Hospital Board and various volunteer boards. 

  



Stephen Burry 

Priscilla Ann Libbey 

... affectionately known as Diller, Pris, P, and most importantly to 

me… Mom.  

Sometimes I hear her laugh or envision her huge smile when I do 

something I would want her to see or notice. She always had an aura 

about her, a bright glimmer of light sometimes in a darker world. Looking 

back on my time with my mother I realized that what she was doing was preparing me for the world. She 

always instilled in me a sense of being a leader and being humble and understanding to other people 

even when they may do or say things you do not agree with. Even though she would get upset or angry at 

a situation, she would stress that I don’t. As I got older, my mother became my advisor, a confidant. I 

would come up with the craziest ideas that no one would think would work, but my mother would get 

excited with me and encourage me to do things differently, unconventionally, outside of the box. Of 

course I always had strong interests in politics, and as much as my mother loved to talk, politics was a no 

go topic. But in a surprisingly apparent way, she taught me a lot about politics. She taught me how to 

listen, to pick my battles and above all else to take the time to hear the whole story, and make a 

judgement with all the facts. She taught me to stay humble, through good times and bad times and 

remember who I am. One of my fondest memories of her, one of many actually, was back when I was in 

grade 3. At the time I had a nightmare of a home room teacher who would slap meter sticks on tables and 

consistently berate anyone with a valid objection to pretty much anything. So during one of these 

particularly difficult classes to get through, I found myself kicked out of the room by this teacher, scolded, 

and dragged to the principal’s office for whatever reason she felt was obedient at that time. So the 

principal calls my Mom to come pick me up, as I had been suspended for the day. I thought for sure I was 

in a ton of trouble. My mother shows up to talk to the principal and pick me up, the whole time with a stern 

punishing look on her face. We get outside the school in the parking lot and I recall a huge grin on her 

face and she laughs. We spend the rest of the day hanging out and enjoying our company together. It 

was a memorable day for me and one I will cherish.  

My mother was always a believer in a good education; she felt that if at the very least I was educated I 

would have that as an advantage in this world. Of course, me being a young teenager, I wanted to be a 

professional hockey player.  

Of course my mother would warn me not to get hurt and say I should also have a degree in case that 

didn’t work out… of course it didn’t. By my late teens I wanted to be a rock star, of course she would 

support whatever I wanted to do, again reiterating if my musical aspirations didn’t work out I could always 

fall back on an education. High school graduation time, my mother sits me down and says that going to 

university or college was my choice however if I choose to not attend college I had to move out! So I 

looked through the College of the North Atlantic calendar and picked Human Resource Management, 

because well… I thought at the time, I like people so that fits.  

Throughout my education and my professional career she was always there, guiding me and giving me 

advice. Sometimes I didn’t like what I heard, but I always listened. After graduating, I moved west for 

opportunity and to build my career. Often times we would go long stretches without talking and 

sometimes these stretches were longer than either one of us would have liked. Every once and awhile I 



would get an email or a text with the subject line simply “mom” or “where are you” or something like that, 

at which I knew it was time to call my mother. What I wouldn’t give to get a message from her now.  

Of course we did not always see things the same way; in fact we had our issues over the years, and had 

long periods of time not talking. My mother was always a very passionate person and sometimes that 

passion would spill over into conflict, either it was over me running up a student credit card and asking 

her if she could pay for it, to running away from home as a child and sleeping in my friends care with my 

girlfriend. It certainly was not always sunshine and rainbows. My mother was never one to be shy about 

how she felt and she surely communicated that to me good or bad! She would never take defeat as an 

answer and made sure I learned the power of hard work to get the things I wanted in life. That being said, 

neither one of us were perfect. We had our struggles and fights and arguments, but we also had an 

understanding that we loved each other unconditional no matter what.  

I remember the call like it was yesterday, where my mother explained to me she had lung cancer. She 

had moved to Florida several years previously, and only had the opportunity to see each other a few 

times since then. It was a moment in time I realized that she wouldn’t be around forever. From that point 

to her passing, we grew a lot closer. We talked about everything from spirituality and our relationship. We 

cleared up indifferences and grew together as a family. Some of the conversations I 

had with my mother during this time I can honestly say were some of the best 

communication I had ever had with her my whole life and I cherish those long talks 

on the phone. Those conversations in the last 4 months of her life formed a lot of 

my spiritual beliefs and convictions personally.  

I attribute a lot of who I am today to my mother, she taught me some hard lessons I 

don’t think I would have learned anywhere else. She prepared me for the world, and 

taught me that this world can be a pretty amazing place and you have to work hard 

to get yourself to where you want to be. I always got the feeling she wanted more of 

me; she saw something in me that I strongly believe she developed. She is truly the 

only person who can or ever will really understand who I am as a person. And for that 

I thank her for everything she taught me and the time we had together, good and bad. I want to end with 

something I wrote in her memory for her memorial in 2010.  

“Mother: the teacher of compassion, love and fearlessness. If it were not for the mother, one would not 

exist. Mother you give me the power and strength to move forward… gotta keep swimmin'.  

Stephen Burry  

Stephen is an aspiring politician and organizer within the Libertarian Party of Canada and a leader within 

libertarian movement in Canada. Stephen is a political activist and writer and is most recently known as a 

federal candidate for the 41st Canadian Federal Election. Stephen is a community political organizer and 

blogger. In addition; Stephen is also a project manager within the oil and gas industry in Alberta and is 

becoming a strong advocate for small business development. Stephen is educated in Business 

management (Human Resource Management) from the College of the North Atlantic, as well as an 

education in Business Administration and Political Science from the Memorial University of 

Newfoundland. Stephen is currently working his way to a PMP Project Management Professional 

designation.  

  



Chris Bowman  

Pam Steeves Bowman 

My mom, Pam Bowman, is a source of inspiration. 

I know I would not be who I am today if it weren’t for my mother.  In spite of the fact that, like most youth, I 

intended to do anything but what my mom did, I have ended up following in my mother’s footsteps as a 

musician, an educator, and by working in a church.  Mom is resourceful, and seemingly undaunted at 

facing new challenges through a gradual process of reinvention.  As the years have gone by, her choice 

of career has evolved a number of times, each building on the skills she refined earlier.  She is incredibly 

talented at a great many things, both with regard to work life and the many hobbies she has taken up over 

the years.  She is a natural artist and curious, life-long learner, with hobbies over the years ranging from 

various forms of music-making to camping, stained glass to weaving, basket-making to watercolour.  And, 

remarkably, she is really good at everything she puts her mind to, and is quick to find the fun and the 

possibility in every new situation, hobby, or project.   

Mom is a people-person.  She has this amazing gift whereby she is able to strike up a conversation with 

everyone she meets, and invariably finds common ground, usually in a six-degrees-of-separation kind of 

manner.  More often than not she discovers someone they both know – this can happen no matter where 

she is in the world!  She swears that this is due to her Maritime roots, but I’m convinced there is more to it 

than that.  Mom has a genuine interest in people, and is always going the extra step to ask the right 

question, and to learn names and faces.  It is quite incredible to witness, and you would think she knows, 

or knows of, everyone!  Many are envious of her ability to connect with people 

quickly and in a meaningful way. 

Never in my life have I lived a day thinking I 

didn’t have the full support of my mom.  In 

times of celebration, she is my biggest fan, 

who never misses an opportunity to cheer 

me on.  As someone who has spent a 

considerable portion of my life performing 

music in front of an audience, I know I 

can count on my mom to be there if it is 

remotely possible, even at considerable 

time and expense.  I remember when I 

was conducting a choir for the first time 

at university, and she flew down to 

surprise me by being in the 

audience… at least, that is how it was supposed to 

turn out.  In reality, we ran into each other on the street earlier that afternoon!  I can’t say I expected her 

to be there, but it really wasn’t that much of a shock – she had always been there when I was on stage, 

after all!  Another time, she flew again from Ontario to New Brunswick when a wrist injury prevented me 

from typing term papers, and over the span of a few days I dictated and she typed several papers.  What 

an incredible display of dedication, which once again I didn’t appreciate fully at the time.  Perhaps I just 

took for granted the fact that Mom is always there for me.  She continues to be there for me to this day. 



She is my rock and my friend, and I know beyond a shadow of a doubt that she is always there for me.  I 

hope I can be as committed to my family as she is to me. 

My mom is incredibly strong!  I mean this in many senses of the word.  She is physically strong, as 

evidenced most clearly by her athletic prowess, where she displays a warrior’s spirit and is seemingly 

more fit now than she has ever been.  She is emotionally strong, having lived through several times of 

great adversity over the years through home, work, and health situations.  This strength has manifested 

itself in plain sight as she has taken a great challenge - a struggle with breast cancer - and turned it into a 

huge positive. Over the years she has paddled for and now coaches a breast cancer survivor’s 

dragonboat team, is often called upon to speak to the media, make public appearances and speeches, 

and chair or sit on advisory boards in support of cancer research.  When my father was diagnosed with 

cancer years later, she dropped everything to be strong for him when he was unable to do so himself.  

She also embodies strength in her loyalty, her convictions, her fearlessness in speaking her mind, and 

her character. 

My mom is also 

- a great bargain shopper and negotiator 

- a fantastic listener and confidant 

- a fashionista 

- an enthusiast of eclectic food and drink 

- a fiercely dedicated friend 

- a talented stump, line, and flash mob dancer 

- a loving and generous grandmother 

- a top-notch editor (I shudder at the thought that she won’t be proof-reading this because I’m sure she 

will see something that would have made it much better!) 

Oh, and did I mention… though I’ve gone back and forth on this one over the years, let me definitively say 

that my mom is cool!  The mere fact that several of my friends send her Christmas cards, have sought her 

out on Facebook, and refer to her as Pambo might have tipped me off years ago.  So, let the record show 

once and for all, in spite of what I might have joked about in the past, or any number of eye rolls past or 

yet to come, Pam Bowman is cool. 

Chris Bowman 

Christopher Bowman is a multi-faceted musician and educator.  He is full-time Minister of Music at First 
United Church in Truro, Nova Scotia, and Artistic Director of the Cantabile Society, where he conducts 
the Cantabile Singers and co-conducts the Cantabile Boys’ Choir. He also sings with the acclaimed 
Canadian Chamber Choir, and is an instructor of piano and voice. Chris has developed a passion for 
hymn writing (with Valerie Kingsbury) and choral composition. As a baritone soloist, his debut CD “Over 
Hill and Valley” (with pianist David Chafe) won Music NS and Music NL awards, and was nominated for 
an East Coast Music Award.  Chris loves working with singers of all ages and stages, and has conducted 
community, church, school, and university choirs in Atlantic Canada and Ontario.  He lives with his wife 
Laura and their daughters Erica and Meredith in Valley, Nova Scotia. 
  



Jerry Flynn  

Paulette Flynn  

The story of mom...  Well here I am, with a wonderful opportunity to 

speak a few words on behalf of my loving mother Paulette Flynn.  Mom 

was born a French Canadian from a small community in the province of 

Quebec.   

Probably two of the most valuable virtues I have ever experienced through 

my mother, were strength and courage.  At the age of 15/16 she learned 

she was pregnant, left high school, moved to a new province with my dad, 

leaving her family and friends behind to start a new life in Placentia Newfoundland.  Bravery also speaks 

to the woman my mother was, as I can’t imagine how she must have felt or the thoughts that crossed her 

mind living in a different town and having to adjust to this new culture and lifestyle.  Mom raised 5 children 

pretty much on her own as my dad worked on the boats and was gone for weeks and months at a time 

spending more time away then he did at home.  With no family around for help and support she was both 

mother and father to us at times. Mom balanced life with grace and perseverance as she cared for and 

gave us the best life she could.  Sharing her love and devotion with us each and every day.   

I believe that because of mom’s own personal trials and tribulations her resilience has shone brightly in 

each one of my siblings and me.   Because of this great virtue it has helped us all to be successful in our 

lives and families.  Mom taught us that no matter what happens to you in life you hold your head high and 

push forward.  Being the first born and also being the last sibling to move from home, my relationship with 

mom grew stronger and wiser as time went on. When I look back at those days I realize that we took care 

of each other really when you think about it, although I didn’t live there with her I would drop down every 

day on my lunchbreak and after work to chat and enjoy a meal and a coffee together.  The word was 

never said but I know she loved and looked forward to me coming as much as I enjoyed being there.   I 

can still see her now at the end of the kitchen table puffing away on her cigare  

Unfortunately mom experienced health concerns throughout her life, such as diabetes and ultimately a 

major stroke, which required her to move to St. John’s for assisted medical care.   Mom always had a 

smile on her face to welcome you in the room.  A fond memory of mom is when she would play her air 

guitar and say “I’m slapping da bass” lol.   

My mother was a very devoted woman who put her family first in spite of her own personal hardships and 

health issues.  Another fond memory I have of mom is one we captured in this photo here, it was the last 

St. Patrick’s day we shared together.  My siblings and I made a trip out home to pick mom up and take 

her out for the festivities at the local pub; we enjoyed food, music, dance and good times.  Little did we 

know it would be the last St. Patrick’s day we would celebrate together.   At the young age of 58 we 

tragically lost mom to a major health issue.  This had a devastating effect on our family, at the same time 

it brought us closer together.  We know she  

Jerry Flynn Paradise NL, Canada 

I am currently employed with the city of St. John’s, as a driver for Metrobus.   My passions include my 

family, my two Labrador retrievers, and being the goalie for the Mt Pearl hockey league.   



Mark Black  

Monique McTiernan Black 

Having a child may be the greatest and hardest thing we ever do. As a father, I remember how excited 

and intimidated I felt when I found out that my daughter was going to be born. Fortunately for my wife and 

I, our daughter Emma was born healthy and happy. She was a great baby and made our lives as new 

parents pretty easy.  

The same cannot be said for the experience my Mom had with me. 

Bill and Monique Black had been married just 10 months. They were only 23 years old when their first son 

came into the world. It was 1978, a time when medical science was nowhere near where it is today. 

Throughout the pregnancy, every indication was that the baby would healthy. As Bill and Monique went to 

the hospital on May 8th, 1978, there was no way they could know what they were about to face. 

The baby was born on May 9th, and within minutes it was clear that something was very wrong. Quickly 

the baby’s skin turned from pink to blue. He wasn’t getting oxygen. Doctors whisked him out of Monique’s 

arms and down the hall to run tests. 

Hours later the decision was made to medivac that baby, me,  to the IWK children’s hospital in Halifax, 

NS 3 hrs away for open-heart surgery. Monique was told that she would not be able to travel with her son 

for at least a few days. She had to watch from the hospital window as her newborn son was put on a 

helicopter and flown away for emergency surgery. 

Can you imagine the stress and worry of that young mom? Monique was just 23. This was her first child. 

Can you imagine? I can’t.  

Maybe it was growing up in a house with eight other kids, or her young training with the nuns, but my 

mom has always been tough. She has a rare combination of a selfless, giving heart, with mental and 

emotional toughness. No matter what life throws at her, she’s able to handle it. 

So when life threw her the curveball of a sick baby, it comes as no surprise to me that she found a way 

not just to cope, but to use the situation for something good. As a parent myself, the thing that impresses 

me most about my mom, and my dad, was how they chose to parent my brothers and me.   

I think most parents faced with the prospect of a raising a sick child would have understandably tried to 

keep that child in a protective bubble. They would have shielded him from any chance to get hurt 

physically or emotionally, but my mom was strong enough to choose a different path. 

She chose to treat her child like any other. I was never “the son with the heart problem”, I was just, Mark. I 

can only imagine how hard it must have been to watch that tiny, fragile child exploring the world. How 

hard it must have been to let him experience the normal things any child does when the instinct must 

have been to protect. But my mom knew that protecting me too much wasn’t what was best for me. She 

wanted to equip me to deal with life, and so she let me live. 

While some mothers would have stopped their child from playing sports with concerns about his heart – 

my mom challenged the doctors to let me participate for as long as I could. 



Some mothers would have jumped to their child’s defense, or railed at his teachers and school 

administrators when she heard stories of him being bullied for his small stature – My mom knew that the 

only way to build a strong, independent, child was to let him face the real world. 

It can’t have been easy, but my mom is the most selfless person I know. Period. She has always been 

willing to do what was necessary for the best for her family, instead of what was easiest.  

For years she worked hard to shop several grocery stores to get the best deals, skimping and scrounging 

to make sure her big family had whatever they needed. On two teacher salaries, Mom and Dad always 

made sure that their four boys had everything they needed. They sacrificed their time, and their money to 

give us the best. We all played sports – one summer we all played both soccer and baseball. I think they 

spent all of their free time shuttling us to practices and games. 

My first few years of life were just the beginning of what I and my three brothers have put her through and 

yet she never gave up on any of us. Whenever any of us needed anything, she was there.  

At 23, I was told that I needed a heart and double-lung transplant to survive. To receive the transplant, I 

would have to move 1500 kms away to Toronto. Without hesitation my parents made the decision that 

one of them would be with me at all times. My mom sacrificed her career, her relationship with my dad, 

everything, to give me the best chance to survive, and thanks to her and my dad, I’ve not only survived, 

I’ve thrived. 

Today I’m a parent, and I realize that the best gift that mom has given us as her children, is that she 

provided us as the model of what being a great parent is all about. If my wife and I can do half the job my 

parents did, our kids will be just fine. 

Mark Black 

Mark is a Professional Inspirational Speaker and Author who uses his powerful 

personal story to inspire people to shed their self-imposed limitations 

to realize their potential.  Mark works with multi-national corporations, 

associations and educational institutions across North America to 

inspire their people to be their best. To learn more about what Mark can 

do for you, go to: www.MarkBlackSpeaks.com .  Mark is also the author 

of an inspiring self-help book, Live Life from the Heart: 52 Weeks to a 

Life of Passion and Purpose. The book is available on his website: 

www.MarkBlackSpeaks.com 

 

   



Mike Wahl  

Sharon Wahl 

The Rose of Sharon, By Mike Wahl 

The name Sharon stems from the legendary plain in Palestine known for its beauty and unending fields of 

wild flowers. The rose, the most beautiful of all these flowers was said to be the most perfect on this plain, 

giving breath to the term the Rose of Sharon.  

I debate that they named the rose after my mother. 

Sharon Wahl was born…. Known affectionately as “Gumdrop” by her father, to this day she holds the land 

speed record for toboggan riding down Hansen Street in Fredericton and the sit-up record at UNB. She 

was graduated University at 17 and was teaching her peers at the high school at the age of 18. After 

forever capturing my father’s heart, she raised two children as he worked in Northern Canada, drafting 

house plans after we fell asleep. She tends to run with things, and before long she sold more houses than 

any other real estate agent in Ontario. Not stopping there she created the ability to sell houses on this 

new invention called the internet and after developing the technology that mobile photo uploading and 

geo-tagging works on (for real estate - I wish she invented Instagram) she decided to help other 

companies develop cool stuff at the National Research Council. 

One day my dad got sick and it happened fast. My mother then learned how to do everything he ever did 

while also learning how to be a doctor and a nurse. She played counselor to her two children while she 

fended off the most broken of hearts. Life hadn’t finish taken their shots at her though because it is 

stubborn and she is strong. Her mother, my grandmother and the amazing lady who raised her, got sick. 

Not by the kind of sickness that takes your body but the worst one that takes your mind. My mom kept her 

home until the end, taking care of her mom like any child should but many wouldn’t. She came out of it all, 

watching over the bedside of both of her parents and her husband during their last moments.  

Why would I share all of that in a testament to my mom. Well, it’s because my mother has taught me 

everything I needed to know to actually live life and how to handle its peaks with appreciation and its 

valleys with strength and grace. 

Sharon has seen the world and changed the lives of countless people all by quietly doing what she has 

always felt was right. Despite the most insurmountable challenges and impossible of leaps of faith, the 

woman who has now become both of my parents has also become my best friend, confidante, biggest 

supporter and inspiration in my career and in life.  

In her spare time she can change the oil a car, speak other languages, ski despite a torn MCL, light half 

the country purple in remembrance of her husband (my father) and have the energy help all sorts of 

entrepreneurs set up their business throughout the world as a mentor. 

Tom Swyers once said “Being a parent is like being a catcher. You gotta handle whatever is thrown your 

way.” If that is the case, my mother is an all-star with a golden glove and the ability to hit it out of the park. 

She’s also the kind of lady who could pitch, field and run to the base to catch the ball before it gets there 

all while commentating and taking tickets at the door. To put it in terms I have learned in my time here in 

Newfoundland, she is deadly.  



They say the key to success in life is to have good parents and I have had the best. Now, somehow my 

mom has over-achieved once again and become the best “parent” there is. Keep setting the bar high 

mom, I’ll keep you in sight and take some notes. To the bravest women I know, you are the stuff of 

legends and the most perfect rose of all the beautiful flowers. 

 

Mike Wahl 

Mike Wahl is Managing Director and owner of 

Definitions who’s wellness and safety programs are 

utilized by major organizations for industrial 

populations internationally which directly improve 

safety performance and improve worker health. He 

is a PhD candidate in the faculty of medicine at 

Memorial University in the field of epidemiology 

where he sits as a board advisor for the School of 

Human Performance and Safety in Extreme 

Environments. Mike holds a masters degree in 

applied exercise physiology from MUN and a 

bachelor’s degree in kinesiology science from 

UNB as well as various other professional 

certifications. Professionally, Mike was 

recently named the Newfoundland oil and gas 

industry “Rising Star”, was named as a 

finalist for the Ernst and Young Entrepreneur 

of the Year in Atlantic Canada, and listed in 

the Oil and Gas Magazine’s Up and Coming.  

  



Darcy Ward  

Bertha Ward 

“Bertha’s Love is a Blessing” 

Before I start, let me set the scene.  

One dark damp October night, exactly 38 years to 

the day as I write this, a very anxious couple is 

rushing in the back of an ambulance towards the 

Grace Hospital in St. John’s, Newfoundland. 

Nature is taking hold as both know their worlds are 

about to change… but their young minds cannot 

fathom exactly how much. 

Then at 6:38 am it finally happened, from the 

darkness into the light… I was born… the only child 

that Bertha and Leonard would ever have… and only 

one month overdue (the last time I was ever late for 

anything right Mom? ;) 

Yes today is my birthday and today is even more impactful because for the first time I can begin to relate 

to that couple in the ambulance. You see, my wife is currently pregnant with our own “world-changer” due 

in April!  

As the seasons of life change for me, like they had for my parents way back when, I get a much higher 

perspective on life… and begin to grasp the same unconditional love from their side… discovering a new 

found appreciation for all they have given to me. 

I often find myself thinking back to you Mom… and all that you have selflessly given to make me into the 

man I am today.  

I know we didn’t have “much”… and I didn’t always get what I wanted… but you always gave me 

everything I needed… 

• You put up with my picky eating habits and still found a way to get me fed.  

• You picked me up when I got picked on. 

• You picked me up again when I fell off my bike over and over… and shared in my excitement when I 

finally rode away from you without training wheels for the first time! 

• You always loved me… even through those pimply teenage years… when I always ‘knew best’ and 

the hormones drifted us apart. 



• You even kept a brave face and shared in my excitement yet again when I moved away to 

University… and I can only imagine how lonely that drive home was… as your world changed, once 

again, 18 years later.  

I can never repay you for all that you have given and sacrificed for me… especially your time… your 

LIFE… but that’s the beauty of motherly love… it’s the purest form of unconditional love… and you do not 

want to be repaid. I know that the overwhelming pride I see in your eyes is all the repayment you need.  

But that’s not enough… I want to give you more!  I want you to know I wouldn’t be who I am today without 

your love and patience through all the good and the bad… all the sleepless nights… the thousand kissed 

“boo-boos”… the million unholy diapers… the gut-busting games of “Oh no! I just ate another fingernail” 

as you cut them…  and even the things I cannot remember or will never know.   

I DO know that the best of me… my LIGHT that I get to share with the world… is the same light that 

shines in you… the same “badness” that puts smiles on people’s faces as we find joy wherever we can.  

And as I have grown, you have grown with me. You and dad have shown me how lasting love grows 

deeper… regardless of what life has to throw at you… allowing me to put my partner first, as our love 

multiplies.  I am proud of the person you are and ALL that you have overcome… even walking on FIRE 

with me! :). You always said I can do anything that I put my mind to! 

You are an amazing soul with a big heart who has shown me time and time again how those two things 

are all I really need. I love you more now than ever, and as much as I’m trying here, words cannot 

express just how grateful and blessed I am to have you in my life… so instead… I’m going to steal a 

verse from the Irish/Newfoundland song “A Mother’s Love is a Blessing”: 

And as the years grow onward, 

I'll settle down in life, 

And I'll choose a nice young colleen, 

And take her for my wife. 

And as the kids grow older, 

They'll play around my knee 

And I'll teach them the very same lesson 

That my mother taught to me 

Your light will continue to shine bright in me… and will be passed on to your new grand baby very soon. 

Love you always “Mudder", 

Darcy. 



P.S. To share the love with a few other souls who continue to deeply impact me on this spiritual journey:  

• Dad, you will always be my mentor and best friend… I’m forever thankful for all that you have done 

to provide for us and to teach me the value of hard work, dedication and standing up for what 

matters;  

• Megan, the mother of my children… the key to my heart… I count my blessings every day that you 

are in my life and had the patience to wait for me to emotionally mature;  

• Myra, my other mother like no other, there’s very little I enjoy more than to bring a smile to your face 

and joy into your heart; Thank you for raising Megan to be the woman she is and being there for us; 

• Jim, thanks for teaching me how to live life to the fullest with great heart and passion… and of 

course for helping raise such an exceptional daughter that I now get take care of and honour;  

• Syd the kid, thanks for teaching me how to be a better teacher, a better person, and how to own my 

uniqueness like you - keep dancing to the beat of your own drum; and  

• Teigan, my sister from a different mister, what’s up? What, were you expecting me to say something 

nice? (…love tormenting you like a brother should! ;)   

Love you all (plus MANY more)… and I am very grateful to be able to call you family on this fast 

ambulance ride through life. 

 

Darcy Ward 

About me? I always struggle with writing these bios because writing 
about yourself in the third person is just weird :) and how can you put 
yourself into just one paragraph?  

Most people say it’s what they do that best describes them but that’s not 
really who we ARE. I have a degree in Computer Engineering but I’m not a 
Computer Engineer. I have a Masters degree in Business… but I haven’t 
mastered business (yet ;). I AM an entrepreneur though… mainly because I 
define success as being able to do what I want, when I want, with whoever I 
want ;) 

How about we look at this from the point of view of love? I am a devoted husband, father, son, friend, 
coach, and all around tall idea guy with a dry sense of humour.  

Happy? :) 

  



Bob Hooey  

Lilian Marjorie Hooey 

Thanks Mom! 
 
I watched as my mom sat hunched in the second pew with my sister and brother-in-law. I was struck with 
how pale and small she looked. I was overwhelmed with love, overlaid with my own grief and pain, as I 
saw her sitting there in quiet shock, tears streaming down her character-lined face.  
 
As I stood to speak in tribute to my father who had passed away earlier that week, I was overcome with 
the emotion of the day. How would she cope without him; how would I cope without him? How could we 
help her now that he was gone? How would we fill the black hole left when he was taken from us? 
 
“It has been said, that an angel once traveled to earth to see what treasures lay there below.  The 
angel saw a flower radiant in the sunshine on a fair spring’s day, and took that to show the 
creator.  As the angel traveled further, a smile on a young innocent child reflected in the morning 
sun. The angel captured it and took that along. Further, the angel saw a mother’s heart and saw 
that it was a thing of beauty and took that along to show God. Upon returning to heaven, the angel 
saw that the flower had wilted, the child’s smile had faded, but the mother’s heart was still strong 
and vibrant as it beat out its message – I love you! It alone had withstood the passage from earth 
to heaven.” 
 
My mother loved, encouraged, and believed in my sister, my brother-in-law, and me. Dad loved her with 
passion and dedication. She returned that love for more than 54 years, and continued to love him until 
they were re-united in heaven. Dad left us on Feb 8

th
, 1999 and Mom followed him on August 10

th
 that 

year. I had the honor of holding her in my arms and my sister held her hand as she passed. We said our 
goodbyes along with friends and family a few days later. We had tea and cookies at the home she shared 
with Dad and we asked people to take home in her memory the tea cup and saucer they had used from 
her collection. 
 
Following that day honoring Dad, I worked to re-affirm my love for my mom, and shared stories we had 
lived as a family. Stories, which upon reflection, formed-in-part the foundations for my life. Stories and 
lessons, which definitely formed a foundation for some of the successes I have enjoyed. I am humbled 
and pleased that both my mom and dad lived long enough to see some of the hard work and struggle pay 
off. I had the privilege of taking time away from my work and travel to be with her during her last months 
on earth. Just talking, laughing, and hugging her as she grieved. Filling in on the shopping and other 
areas Dad had done, and waiting as she patiently read my writing to offer correction and encouragement.  
 

Lillian Marjorie Hooey:  April 1
st

, 1917-August 10
th

, 1999 
 
I decided to make sure that she understood just how much she had meant to me over the years. 
Therefore, I began compiling some of the lessons I had learned from her, so she would have additional 
evidence to reinforce my words. I wanted to remind her of all the value she had created in my life and the 
lives of our family.  
 
My mom was a wonderful woman!  She was always there for me; challenging me to be my best, 
stretching past my comfort zone, comforting me when I missed the mark and either physically or 
psychologically. She was an educated woman who earned two degrees and had a very long, productive 
career as a teacher. She carved out her own place and character despite being the baby in a family of 
seven. She was a loving and supporting wife to her husband who demonstrated his love for her on a 
regular basis. She was a loving and sometimes disciplining mother (ok, in my case lots of discipline) to 
her two adopted kids, my sister Patti-Robin and me.  



 
She was an active person in her community when her health was good and encouraged me to follow in 
her footsteps to serve and contribute where I could. She was a woman of faith who prayed for and 
supported missionaries around the globe and was confident in her future once her time on earth was 
finished. She was the one woman I could count on to love me and to correct me when I needed it, and I 
did!  
 
I hope that even in the case of seemingly difficult or negative situations, you've been able to see the 
lesson and begin to appreciate the contribution - though not a deliberate one - of that 'special' woman in 
your life. I did! I firmly believe, and am more motivated to share this belief with the death of both my folks, 
that we need to acknowledge the contributions of those special people in our lives. Make sure they know 
how we feel about them now, while they can enjoy the warmth of that appreciation. 
 
We have many special women in our lives. Our mothers, wives, aunts, sisters, daughters, cousins, 
grandmothers, our fellow workers and colleagues, and so many that pass through our lives every day.  I 
am amazed at how little it takes to make someone feel special, to make them feel appreciated for a job 
that all too often, may go un-noticed.  Tell them today, if they are still with you. Pick up the phone, send 
an email, Skype them, or get in your car and drive over for a surprise visit. Make sure you let them know 
just how special they are in your life! If they are not with you anymore, make the effort to tell their story to 
the family members who remain.  
 
A grateful son. 
 
 

Bob ‘Idea Man’ Hooey 

About Bob ‘Idea Man’ Hooey, Accredited 
Speaker 

Bob ‘Idea Man’ Hooey is an inspirational, confident 
seminar leader and corporate trainer, teaching real-life, 
results-based principles personally mined from 29 years 
of rich experience. Bob's humorous, conversational, and 
sometimes-provocative keynote style continues to 
inspire and challenge his audiences. He has taken his 
ideas around the globe and tens of thousands of 
professionals have successfully seen his Ideas At Work 
in their lives and careers. He is the prolific author of over 
30 leadership, business, and career success publications 
including best sellers, Legacy of Leadership and 
Speaking for Success. He is the 2011 Spirit of CAPS 
recipient, the highest award given in the Canadian 
speaking industry. He is the 48

th
 person in Toastmasters 

International history to earn their coveted professional level 
Accredited Speaker Designation.    
  Pictured here speaking in Paris 

Bob ‘Idea Man’ Hooey 
www.ideaman.net 
www.bobhooey.training  

  

http://www.ideaman.net/
http://www.bobhooey.training/


Gerald Fowler  

Gertrude Fowler A.K.A Gert 

My mother: 

The glue that keeps family’s together.  My mom was not an 

educated woman, she never went to school.  She came from 

a large family, five sisters and five brothers.  She had to stay 

home from school and take care of her siblings, while her 

mother worked to feed the family.  No education followed her through her life.  When she got married to 

my father Leo, she still had a rough time. My father was hospitalized early in their marriage, due to TB.  

He was in the sanitarium for the longest time. With a new baby, (me) she had to work at a fish plant to 

keep things together. As time passed she had two more boys... Leo born 4 years after me and Mike born 

18 years later.   

My mother was a kind woman but stern.  She watched over me and Leo with a watchful eye to keep us 

out of trouble.  I find I have some of the same routines from day to day in daily life as she did. I remember 

her sending my brother and I to church every Sunday and making us go to confession every month.  

What makes this so strange is that my father was Catholic and my mom was Protestant United Church.  

For someone who is not of the catholic faith she always wore a medal and a crucifix.  I watched as she 

pressed my uniform, I watched attentively and so learned how to do it myself.  Still to this day I still press 

my own clothes.  I remember so many times I left to go to Cadets... I would always find two Rothmans 

cigarettes in my top pocket.  My father would freak out if he knew.  I will always 

remember how she would hide it from dad.  At a time when there 

was no TV only a radio, it was still a good life.  Sitting around the 

table listening to the radio show was a routine for us every night.  

Some of the radio shows were Superman, The Shadow and Boxing.   

My mom was a big boxing fan; we would listen to the fights together.  

Later in life when we had a TV, I remember going to her house 

watching it together.  I learned how to bake from mom; she would let 

me help her by letting me get my hands into.  Every Christmas she 

would make many Christmas cakes for each brother and a sister.  

Each time she baked I was there to watch and to this day I do a lot of baking, and owe it all to her.  We 

had a good relationship... all through life we had our little differences but always worked it out. My mother 

died in 1993, and I still miss her so much to this day.  She was the greatest mother anyone could have 

had She was goodhearted loving and religious.  She went to church just about every Sunday.  I learned 

respect for others through my mom’s actions and beliefs.  I feel very blessed my mother lived her life the 

way she did, I try to live my life by the same values and beliefs.   To all mothers in this world, you are a 

special breed of people! I love you mom. 

Gerald Fowler 

Gerald lives his days in Cappahayden, NL.  While retired, he spends his time building model boats and 

making woodwork.  Family is where his heart is. 



Jordan Meadus 

Nicole Yvonne Fowler, (Mudder) 

Mom: 

When I hear that word many things come to my mind.  My mom has been such a big part of who I am. I 

have learned so much from her.  

 When I was a young boy my mom was a 

gambling addict.  It was hard 

watching someone I love so much be 

so distant in so many ways. I 

remember growing up thinking things 

were never going to get any better that 

what they are right now.  Until one day 

she decided she needed help, and she 

went away for 3 weeks to start the 

journey of recovery. The memory that 

stands out the most from that time was 

being upset because mom wasn’t there for my 10th birthday, but 

I knew she was away getting help.  My mother always took care of me no matter what.  Things didn’t get 

easier for my mom after my parents got divorced she spent many nights on her friend’s couch while we 

stayed with dad.  Little did I know she was trying to find a new home for us.  I remember the day mom 

came to pick me and my brother up to go to our new house. I was filled with so much love and happiness.   

Mom was away this time trying to start a new life for us!  Our new house was with Newfoundland and 

Labrador housing, a unit on McKay Street; it was a house we called home for Five years.  In these five 

years our family grew stronger and healthier. Around that time I started to develop anxiety and OCD.  It 

was difficult for my mom to understand why I had to take 3 mouthfuls of water or walk in a circle while on 

the phone. But she understood and got me the help I needed.  Just like my mom defeated the gambling 

demon I needed to defeat the anxiety demon.  She guided me every step of the way.  We took turns living 

at both mom and dad’s house.  Mom had been clean for a while now and things were looking up. She 

was working her ass off at a restaurant to take care of us.  .  

Through many challenges with my own health and mom living with depression we found how to keep our 

family together stronger.  It was respect, understanding and compassion.  We learned these valuable 

lessons the hard way, and they will stay with me forever.    



My mom dropped out of high school when she young,  restaurant work was all she knew. But mom 

wanted more than that for us.  So she went back to school .   Mom has the most motivation of anybody I 

know.  When she graduated from school I was so proud of her. I said mom look at how far you have 

come. She said “I’m not done yet!” 

So she went back to post-secondary determined to make a better life for us.   

And that she did. She went to school to study child and youth care with addictions. On top of all she was 

doing, working at the restaurant going to school, and being a great mother she was also volunteering on 

the side. She always wanted to give back to the people.  When she graduated and received her diploma I 

was so proud of mom it brought tears to my eyes.  I’ve seen my mother go from rock bottom to a college 

graduate.   

I couldn’t have been more proud.  My anxiety was going strong until after I graduated from school.  I was 

determined to live my life without medication for my anxiety; with the support of my family I was able to 

minimize the medication.   Mom showed great patience and understanding with me .  I remember I would 

ask my mom over and over again if I took my pills as frustrated as she was with me asking so many times 

a day, she always comforted me.  Mom lives with depression , some days are good for her and some 

days are not, but we understand and try to help in any way she needs.  I Know this helps her  , just like it 

helps us to know what is going on with her .  

Now as I have graduated high school and I am 19 years old getting ready to begin my own personal 

history.  I am so grateful to have had the life I did.  Mom taught me to never give up, keep going no matter 

what.  I learned that things are not always going to work out the way you want them too. I also learned 

from her that it’s okay if you fail or lose your direction...  the important thing is that you find it again and 

never give up. If your will to keep going is strong enough you will reach your goal.  She did many times 

and still to this day continues to push through the bad days to get to her goal.   

Mom , thank you for your love and understanding over the years.  I am so proud of you and how you 

turned your life around for you and also for Ethan and myself.   

With love , your son always , Jordan! 

Jordan Meadus 

Jordan is 19 years old and works with UPS.  He is starting carpentry school in 2016.  His passions are 

golf and teaching himself and others guitar. 



Peter Halley 

Margaret Loretta Halley ( August 15, 1921-October 13, 2013) 

 
My mother was born in Waldron's cove close to Fortune Harbour Notre Dame Bay.  Many people know 
my mother as Margaret French from Tors Cove but there is a back story that only people who were close 
to her knew.  Her birth  parents  were Jack Lyver and Mae Davis. Mom was their third child. When she 
was only a few months old her father died suddenly and his wife decided that she would leave Fortune 
harbour to join some of her family who had moved to New York. She travelled to St. John's with her three 
young children and their belongings to prepare for her departure. 
 
She went to Tors Cove to say good bye to her sister in law, Angela Lyver who was married to Laurence 
(Larr) French.  As the story goes, When they were boarding the train, my mother’s sister Mary was having  
tantrum and amongst  all the confusion and raw emotions someone suggest leaving the baby and it was 
at that moment that my mother was handed to Angela French.  The plan was that a family friend who was 
leaving to travel to New York a few months later would take my mother to reunite with her family. 
Harry Blackler did indeed come to get my mother to take her to New York almost a year later and as the 
story goes he was driven away by Angela and Larr French, claiming that she was now their child. 
So, my mother was raised as Margaret French in Tors Cove and she  lived a completely different life form 
her brother and sister in New York. 
 
Her mother remarried a few years later and had 2 more children.  Through the years my mother did have 
a relationship with her mother through letters but it was only when she was 25 years old when she 
travelled to New York with her first child, my eldest brother John, that she did meet her family.  This trip 
was a huge one in my mother’s life. Not only did she travel all the way to New 

York with an infant but she was getting to meet her 
family for the first time. 
 
I remember asking mom many times to tell us the story 
of that trip and her first meeting with her family. 
Sometimes she would say that she couldn't and other 
times she would slowly allow herself to "get in the 
zone". She would start very quietly almost reliving the 
situation. I felt as if I was being brought to another 
time and place. 
 
She remembered every detail including the clothes 
she packed for both she and John, to the people 
who sat with her on the flight, that had four stops 
on the way to New York.  It was this story and 
others that made me realize what an amazing, 
honest story teller she was.  
 
Mom graduated from Littledale School in St. 
John's and from there went to St. Clare's to study 
nursing.  She was a member of the first 
graduating class of nursing in 1942 and was 
asked to deliver the valedictory to her class 
mates.  She always told us that she was 
chosen as  valedictorian   because the sisters 
were sure that she was going to be a nun. 
 
Mom married my father, John Halley in 1945 
and together had eight children. I guess the 



nuns were a little off on that prediction.  Mom was a loving mother, wife, grandmother and great 
grandmother.  She maintained a wonderful relationship with all of her children and Grandchildren.  I've 
learned so much from her in my life time. 
 
In my career as singer, actor and writer I always used her as a sounding board.  I would ask her for 
character names as well as stories that I would use in many scripts through our work at Spirit of 
Newfoundland.  The character Ruby Brace who had a boarding house on Brazil square was a character 
that she introduced me to.  We used my mother’s unique use of speech and turn of phrase with this and 
many other characters in our shows. Sometimes mom would think that we were making fun of the way 
that we talked and I would always assure her that initiation was the highest form of flattery.  Many times I 
would read a script to her and she would very promptly and honestly tell me when anything was offensive. 
I  always trusted her sensibility with this. 
 
She was always a good judge of character and was also a person who was not impressed with any type 
of vulgarity or nastiness.  I was once asked in an interview of 20 questions for the Evening Telegram who 
my heroes were.  I remember giving it a great deal of thought and realized that my Parents were actually 
my heroes. 
 
As children we were given everything that we needed. We were raised with honesty and integrity and 
learned that a good sense of humour and generosity were things  that were important to a happy life. 
After my father passed away in 1992, my mother was alone. She learned that maintaining relationships 
with her good friends was essential. 
 
I always respected that my parents had such wonderful lifelong friendships that stood the test of time. 
I have the same situation in my life and I'm very thankful for that.  Mom always said that she would never 
burden any of her children by living with them.  She did have many invitations but politely and graciously 
turned them down. She sold her home and moved 3 more times. 
 
She lived in two different apartments and again while there she taught me another life lesson. The lesson 
of being open to new things. She made very good friends with the people around her. In fact one of the 
ladies living in her building, Josephine Kirkland became her very dear friend. They were both in their mid 
eighties when they met but it was as if they had been friends forever. After mom moved from that building 
they maintained their friendship with visits and regular nightly phone calls. 
 
At the age of 88 Mom had a fall and fractured her hip and needed a different level of care. Realizing that 
she was unable to function without a wheel chair, she decided to move to St Patrick’s mercy home. 
While for us this at first was a depressing notion, it became something we were so thankful for. 
The care she required was provided and she was able to make this new living arrangement her home. 
We would visit every day and decorate her room for every season. 
 
Again mom was teaching us the virtue of acceptance while making the best of her situation.  She was out 
every day for a drive or to visit family and friends.  We made sure that she was never neglected or left 
alone. I really admired how she was still able to maintain her friendships and still making new friends. 
I remember talking to her on the phone one night and at the end of our conversation she didn't 
successfully hang up the phone.  I was still able to hear what was happening. She spoke to her 
roommate, Mrs. Williams who was a little deaf. She was raising her voice to tell her to have a good night’s 
sleep and also to say that she loved her. I can still hear her say, "good night darling, I love you". Mrs 
Williams replied with the same. I remember thinking how happy I was that the phone didn't hang up. It 
was so nice to hear. 
 
At the end of her life mom was still the care giver with compassion for those around her. My mother was 
and is my hero. She was a beautiful person who was always so welcoming to all who came to her home. 
Even in death she was the eternal teacher.  She spent six days in hospital after a sudden heart attack. 
She was given great care by the hospital staff and we never left her side. We slept at the hospital to make 
sure she knew that we were there for her like she was always there for us. Her children and grandchildren 



sleeping all over the hospital room. The nurses thought we were crazy but they also thought it was sweet 
and that it reflected and what a nice lady my mother was. 
 
I remember her face and her smile when she would wake in her weakened state and see us all sleeping 
around her.  She slipped away knowing that her life was well lived and that she was surrounded by family 
members who loved her so much that it hurt.  To all the mothers out there who give so much of 
themselves, thank you.  I think of my mother every day. I remember her voice, her kindness and her 
sweetness and I try to live like her. I'm still learning! 
 
 

Peter Halley 
 
Peter is a professional singer, actor, director, writer and entertainer. He is a 
graduate of both memorial and mount Saint Vincent universities. He is the 
artistic director and co-owner of nationally award winning spirit of 
Newfoundland productions, a position that he has held for the past 18 years. 
He has written, directed and been featured in over fifty of the company's sixty 
productions to date. For the past 2 decades Peter has been actively involved 
in theatre, television, radio and film. He has been the voice of the Janeway 
Telethon from introducing the televised program to recording all the stories of 
the Miracle Children. As well, he was one of the hosts of the live televised 
program. 
 
Peter has been a guest soloist with the Newfoundland symphony orchestra many times including soloist 
for handles messiah and several tribute shows including the Beatles, Abba, The mamas and papas and 
Harry Belafonte.  Peter has toured Canada with the spirit of Newfoundland and has performed for  
Premiers, Prime Ministers  as well as entertaining for President George Bush for a week visit to Labrador. 
He has performed lead roles in many opera and musical theatre productions. Most recently he performed 
the roles of King Arthur in  Spamalot and the role of  M. Thenardier in Les Miserables both produced by 
Atlantic light theatres productions.  
 
Peter works as clinician and adjudicator for many workshops and music festivals and  also operates his 
own private vocal studio. His students have enjoyed wonderful success through the Kiwanis music 
festival, the provincial festival and also at the national level.  He was recently presented with Queen 
Elizabeth's diamond jubilee medal for his artistic contributions to the provinces for Newfoundland and 
Labrador.  As artistic director of the spirit of Newfoundland productions which is going into its 20th year, 
Peter is responsible for casting, script writing and development, directing and performing in many of these 
productions. 
 
His company has been the recipient of many prestigious awards including the Tyrone Guthrie award from 
the Stratford festival. The city of St. John's has selected spirit of Newfoundland as the event of the year in 
1998 and again in 2013.  The Hospitality Newfoundland and Labrador cultural tourism award was given to 
the spirit of Newfoundland in 2002.  Next year spirit the spirit of Newfoundland celebrates its 20th year in 
business.  To commemorate this anniversary they are planning a tour as well as a 2 night concert 
featuring the over 80 performers who have worked with spirit of Newfoundland over the last 20 years. 
  



YOUR TURN 
Care to take a turn?  Ponder the impact of your mother.  Consider her qualities of character.  Here are 
101 Virtues you can use as a resource in your pondering.  Feel free to use or not.  If you do, feel free to 
send us your story for the next volume of 21 Sons or More©. 

 
 

 
 
 
 
  
 

   



About The Unity Guy™ 
 
Barry Lewis Green 
 

 
 
 
 
 
Barry works with youth and adults, organizations, campuses, companies and 

communities seeking to foster cultures of tangible, 
taste-able unity, purpose and joy.  He is all about 

character leadership and community capacity 
building.  Ultimately, he is about character, 

capacity and creativity… and their role in 
building strong cultures of excellence, 

growth and change.  He is a Virtues 
Project™ Master Facilitator, 
Personality Dimensions™ 
Facilitator, business educator and 
writer, and connects work on 
spirit, mission, execution, 
success and happiness to help 
create sustainable, empowering, 
united cultures of joy and 
purpose at work, school, home 
and community.  A rocker, 
dancer, archer, football fanatic 
and cartoonist, he has 
audiences singing, dancing, 
aiming, tackling and drawing 
upon their strengths.  A tornado, 

breeze, and gentle wind all in one, 
Barry champions a practical and 

powerful message to the public, 
private and not-for-profit sectors... 

engaging audiences, with a bounty of 
humour, passion and integrity.  
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