
  
                                                              Meditation For Mar. 5, 3021 
 
If you have been reading some of the meditations I have submitted in the past, you might have gained the 
impression that I changed jobs a lot, and, you would be absolutely right.  I’ve always had this desire to try 
different things that interested me, so my career path mostly covered four totally different areas; 
banking/accounting, various aspects of police work, taxi driving, and the marine industry, with a couple 
of shorter terms jobs in between. 
 
God has put a lot of wonderful, interesting people on this earth, and in the course of working in diverse 
jobs and observing the people around me, I became a student of human nature, and I had a field day when 
I was driving a taxi and when I was involved in police work, because in those two occupations, you 
encounter the entire human spectrum, rich, poor, good, bad, and everything in between.  God put 
everyone on earth for a purpose, and we are all different, so one thing you learn quickly, is that you can’t 
always judge a person on a first glance, or base a judgement on their social class, and while occasionally 
someone might cause you to grind your teeth, you try to make a conscious effort to cut them some slack. 
Isn’t that what Jesus would do? Jesus was a study in tolerance and accepted everyone at face value.  
 
When diesel power took over from steam, and CN’s Locomotive Repair Shops in Stratford closed in the 
mid-50’s, my dad, who had been a machinist, turned down the offer of a position in Montreal or Moncton, 
NB. He didn’t feel he was ready to retire, so he bought into a taxi business. I had been working/training 
as a surveyor with a couple of engineering firms, but returned home and put a taxi of my own into the 
business, which was growing rapidly. Stratford is a theatre town, and that was part of our business. People 
get all starry-eyed when they encounter famous actors, and the entertainment magazines make their 
fortune playing on this, but underneath all that glitz, fame, or infamy, is someone who is still very human, 
and many are very open, with no false façades. Chris Plummer, who recently passed away, is one that 
immediately comes to mind. This quiet, polite, future Captain von Trapp in “Sound of Music,” rode with 
us often, and was really a very enjoyable person. He had two cars, but preferred a cab, and enjoyed being 
away from the crowd and spending a relaxing afternoon with friends at a swimming pool that a local 
doctor had put at their disposal.   Maggy Smith of Downtown Abbey and Harry Potter fame, could have 
been your housekeeper; she dressed plainly, was pleasant, but not a big conversationalist. Bruno Gerussi 
and Kate Reid, were two more Canadian actors who were genuinely a lot of fun. Underneath that heavy 



overcoat, and wearing gloves on a hot, steamy July day, pianist Glenn Gould was still a pleasant 
conversationalist. I guess my favourite rider was Vincent Massey when he was Governor-General. He 
could have been the nice old guy who lived next door. During the two summer periods he was in town, 
he hired me for his entire stay, and I really enjoyed my time with him. He loved swimming in the quarries 
near the town of St. Mary’s, so there were always a few afternoons when I’d pick him up at his vice-regal 
railway car and off, we’d go. I’m a history buff and he knew history; mention Colonel By, the Rideau Canal, 
or Bytown and away he’d go. He loved St. Mary’s because its many buildings of locally quarried stone 
reminded him of Bytown and its stone buildings. Yousuf Karsh, described as one of the greatest portrait 
photographers of the 20th century (see the portraits of Martin Luther King Jr. and Ernest Hemingway 
above), his wife Estrellita, and their dog, would have me drive slowly around the city, scouting for 
interesting photos, and when he spotted something that interested him, we’d stop, and they’d both get 
out and discuss how they would photograph the subject. Take away any of the little eccentricities, or the 
egos that may occasionally show through, and all these people were just as much one of God’s children 
as we are. 
 
During my time in police work, I was a beat cop, in a patrol car, was attached to the Criminal Identification 
Branch, and was a Radio Dispatcher. How’s this for a first day at my detachment? I had just gotten off the 
plane in a northwestern Ontario town...…. the temperature was -10F. I walked into the office, dropped 
my suitcase, and half hour later, I was standing in the OPEN garage of a local funeral home (remember it’s 
-10F) to witness an autopsy on a guy who has been dead for two weeks in a heated apartment. You can 
imagine why the autopsy couldn’t be done in the usual hospital atmosphere. That was the first of several 
autopsies for me, but it was the living people that were the most interesting. It is easy for police officers 
to become cynical; because when the phone rings in the radio room, it’s very seldom happy news, and 
when you deal with that all the time, even the toughest find it difficult. Walking the beat at night was 
often a lonely, cheerless job. Depending which beat I was on, I knew where I could find a few minutes of 
company; open a dark back alley door here, and sit with a group of Chinese gentlemen playing Mahjong, 
or up the stairs there, and have a Coke while watching an all-night poker game.  Of course, there were 
serious crimes happening out there, but I think domestic disputes rate right up there as one of the worst 
things to deal with. There has usually been severe physical abuse, the kids are crying, the wife’s crying, 
maybe injured, and you are dealing with a seriously delicate situation that if handled the wrong way, could 
easily get totally out of control. The police officer is thrust into the middle and has to cool the situation 
down and hope it stays that way, assuming he doesn’t have to make an arrest. My last year in police work 
was 1979, and youth and drugs and the crimes this mixture generated, had become a serious problem, 
very serious. I knew most of the young people we were dealing with, and I knew the agony this was putting 
their parents through, and like their parents, I was praying they’d get themselves on the right path, and 
sometimes they did, but sometimes they didn’t and overdosed and were lost. The losses were 
heartbreaking and the victories were hard won. God sometimes works through a dark blue uniform. 
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