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A couple of weeks ago it was time for the quarterly breakfast meeting with the high school girls.
Three of us reconnected several years ago and have managed to meet a few times a year to 
ground ourselves with youthful connections. Root ourselves in the relationships that gave us 
wings, if you will. While we might moan about sore knees or a hip that feels a little creaky, we 
also remember what it is to hang upside down from the monkey bars together, or to meet at the 
top of a climbing dome to talk a little treason.
Between the three of us we have shared notes on the school bus from boys that had crushes. We 
have weathered the storm of bullying behaviour decades before bullying was seen as anything 
other than character building. We have stood in support of each other as wedding attendants, 
cooed over new born babies, condoled with each other over divorces, cheered on professional 
triumphs, mourned the death of parents and celebrated the marriages of children who were once 
the babies we cooed over.
It’s been a wild ride.
The shift in speed and direction is so obvious as we round the corner of each year, each decade. 
No longer are our conversations focused on building careers and sharing the life markers that 
would indicate a certain level of success or achievement. We seem to lean in closer to feelings. 
Offering support as we navigate the challenges of supporting aging parents, fighting cancer or 
tackling the anxious challenges of adult children.
Those big conversation always take place within an hour of sitting down to eggs benedict and 
fancy pancakes. Without an agenda we roll through and recap the challenges in our world and in 
the world’s of the people we love.
But then comes the fun stuff. The giggling and the “remember when” as we throw back to our 
collective beginnings.  Nothing brings the past to life more than the people who walked through 
it with you. Gone are the conversations centered on building careers. One of us is actually retired.
Instead, we remember Mr. Maguire’s English class and music trips to Quebec City. We celebrate 
the NHL success of a classmate’s two sons and run through a list of kids just like us who are 
now in their mid-50s catching up on tids and bits of people who were once central to our story, 
but have been relegated more to memory now.
There is a time in life when the race is so intense that we all feel like we’re failing to keep up. We 
can’t do enough, give enough, be enough it seems to secure the best in professional, personal 
and parental life. The world keeps spinning faster and we scramble to keep pace.
If that’s you right now, I promise this life phase will pass. Moreover, it is self-inflicted and not 
real.
The truth is, in 10 or 20 years you will meet with people who knew you at your very beginnings. 
And you will laugh and tell stories and be shocked to know that the scramble was perception, not 
reality. What matters most – what always mattered – was the place that firmly planted you and 
allowed you to be the best version of yourself.
When that time comes, may I suggest you order the fancy pancakes and enjoy the company.






