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CHAPTER ONE
An Ordinary Childhood

My mother was born Eleanor Alice Adams in the village of McGregor about ten miles southeast of Windsor, Ontario. There were fewer than fifty people in McGregor, which was not much more than the place where the highway crossed the railway tracks. There were a couple of dozen houses, a church, and a general store that belonged to my grandparents.

I guess McGregor was too small to be fussy about social distinctions, because my mother was the product of what in those days they called a “mixed marriage.” Her mother, Amelia, had been born a McManamy, from Irish-Catholic stock. Her father, Edgar, was a Protestant. Now, Edgar was a wonderful man, but it was Amelia who was the dynamo in the family. At some point before the Depression, she moved the family business to Windsor, where she established a small pharmacy and eventually a second. With hard work and determination, my grandmother managed to lift the Adams family out of poverty and give it a tenuous grip on the middle class, which somehow survived the 1930s. In time she was able to buy a farm near McGregor and a cottage in the village of Colchester, which is where I spent my summers as a child and is the place I still remember as my childhood home.

The cottage was shared by my mother and my Aunt Mame and their families. It was not a grand place at all. I still remember when the outhouse was replaced with indoor plumbing. Originally, there was just one big bedroom upstairs, which was later divided in two. An addition downstairs created another bedroom. Church benches once belonging to a great-uncle who had been a Methodist circuit rider sat in the living room, a constant reminder of the Protestant side of the family. We had an icebox, and I remember Clyde Scott, who brought the ice wagon around to refill it. All my life I have referred to the refrigerator as the icebox, and long before the age of Google and the BlackBerry, my sons would look at me and say, “My god, what century are you from?”

Behind the cottage was a potato patch my Uncle Vince had ploughed under and rolled by hand to create a makeshift tennis court soon after the cottage was built in the 1920s. This was not a fancy clay court; when it rained, it turned to mud, and it was my job to take the hand roller and restore the court to playable condition and mark out the lines again with lime.

The cottage was on a street perpendicular to the main road, on the other side of which was a field we called “the park,” running to the cliff overlooking Lake Erie. During the day, the calm waters lapped at the shore, as the giant lake freighters passed five or six miles off in the shipping channel. By night, there were often huge winds and lightning storms the likes of which I’ve never seen again. For me, it was a magical place. Many years later, I took Sheila back there and asked her to marry me.

During my childhood, there was no beach. In fact, high water was causing cliff erosion. My mother used to tell us that when she was a young girl, they could go through the park and down some stairs to a beach and walk along the sand and rock about a quarter-mile to the Colchester dock, which seemed miraculous to me. Later, when I was at Canada Steamship Lines (CSL), and I happened to be in the area, I looked out and saw to my astonishment that the beach had reappeared, recreating the fabled scene from my mother’s childhood. One of the captains at CSL said that the low water was unprecedented, and I told him that no, actually, this was untrue; it is a cycle that recurs every three or four decades. He challenged me, and we went back and checked the records, and sure enough I was right.

Besides me and my sister, Mary Anne, who was born when I was five, there was a large cast of cousins who populated the cottage and with whom we grew up almost as a single family. Mame’s son, Michael, was a few years older than I was, and I still regard him as a brother. My Uncle Vince’s daughters — Jane, Ann, Pat, and Amy — were fixtures at Colchester as well. My mother was often the main parental presence at the cottage because Dad was usually away in Ottawa, Aunt Mame had inherited responsibility for the drugstores, and Uncle Vince ran the farm. Even back then, farming was a precarious profession, so Vince also worked as a shipper at Chrysler, while his brother, my Uncle Clare, worked at Ford and sold eggs on the side.

Many people assume that because my father was a cabinet minister, my early life was saturated in politics and cosseted by privilege — far from it. Throughout my childhood, for Mary Anne and me our mother was the dominating presence in our lives. Even after we moved to Ottawa and started school, she was the constant presence that made our childhoods ordinary in the best sense, protected from the crosswinds of politics and from the temptation to think we were something special just because we had slid down the banisters in the Parliament Buildings. She was in so many ways the free-spirited complement to my dad’s buttoned-down world of achievement and ambition. She had studied at the Royal Conservatory of Music, and it was she who gathered the family around the piano in Colchester, accompanied by my Uncle Clare on violin, while Mary Anne and my cousins drowned out my own reedy voice in a sing-song of Stephen Foster tunes. And it was the fear of her wrath that set me on a short-lived attempt to run away from Colchester to China after hitting Roseanne Cole on the arm with a stone and making her cry. It was my mother’s presence that created the glow of good fortune around my childhood that I still feel today.

My mother was the more easygoing of my parents, and the one many people said I took after. My sister, Mary Anne, was deeper than I was, more sensitive, more introspective, then as now. She took after Dad, which meant that on those occasions when he was around and playing his walk-on part as family disciplinarian, there were bound to be clashes.

Our neighbours in Colchester were not politicians or public servants, as they might have been in Ottawa. This was the age when a working man at an American auto plant could afford a summer home. Many of the people on our street were autoworkers or other working people from Windsor and Detroit. The cottages were jammed close together, and when the Detroit Tigers were playing, the game would be on everyone’s radio. You could walk right down the street without missing a pitch.

Our American neighbours seemed wealthy by Canadian standards, and it was through their eyes that I had my introduction to the American way of life — not only the prosperity but also some of the social conflicts. These were the families that felt squeezed at work and in their Detroit neighbourhoods by the great Afro-American migration from the South to the industrial heartland, and as a result they sometimes gave vent to racial attitudes that were foreign to us. It was those rising tensions that eventually led Detroit to explode — like many other American cities — in racial violence during the 1960s. In my high school and college years, I marched for civil rights in Detroit and elsewhere in Michigan, often alongside the sons and daughters of our Colchester neighbours who did not share their parents’ views. Once, I attended a rally where Martin Luther King, Jr., spoke — though he was just a tiny figure in the distance from where I stood, the crowd was so large. More frequently, I marched with small groups of a hundred or two hundred through working-class suburbs such as Flint and Lansing, where we were often outnumbered by angry crowds flinging racist catcalls — and worse — our way.

My father, as I have said, was often away, and as a result, I have been asked many times how it was that we came to be so close. The answer is that it is not always the quantity but the quality of the time you spend together that binds son to father and father to son. When he was in Colchester, Dad and I would often go off into Lake Erie, or to Lake St. Clair, and laze away hours together with nothing more to disturb us than the nibbling fish. When Dad put down his fishing rod and went back to business, I was usually delighted to go along for the ride.

Sunday, for example, was seldom a day of rest in the home of Paul Martin, Member of Parliament for Essex East. No, Sunday was a day for meeting and greeting constituents. The area around Windsor, with its booming auto industry, was a magnet for workers of every background: Croatian, Italian, Polish, Serbian, German, Estonian, and Lithuanian. Many were European refugees who had arrived after 1945. One of the first things they did upon settling was to form churches, and, luckily for my father, many of those were Catholic. Add that to the French-Canadian population in the area, which was also quite large, and my father had a wealth of choice when deciding where to attend Mass on a Sunday morning. One week it would be St. Anne’s in Windsor, the next week Annunciation in Stoney Point, and so on throughout the riding, as we distributed our public prayers as broadly as possible.

For me, these summer Sundays were a chance to spend time with my dad. In the winter, in Ottawa, where we moved when I was eight, I was busy with school and he was busy with parliamentary and government business. In those days, the House of Commons often sat in the evening, and MPs had to remain within the sound of the division bells in case there was a vote. On weekends, my father usually took the long train ride down to Windsor, leaving me, Mary Anne, and my mother behind in Ottawa while he tended to his constituency. And since my father was also a minister in the government of William Lyon Mackenzie King, and later of Louis St. Laurent, he often had to travel across the country and abroad.

But a Sunday in the summer — that was special. My father was not a formal man, but there were certain expectations of an MP in those days. So, even in the sweltering summer heat around Windsor, he wore a suit and tie, and donned a hat — a Homburg, I think. He and I got into the large grey Buick with running boards that jutted out beneath the car doors and headed out on the road. My father was a terrible driver, because the driving was less important than spying a familiar constituent by the roadside and waving. Or picking up a hitchhiker, and engaging him in a discussion, not so much about politics as about who the fellow was and to whom he was related. Adding to the danger was his deep and abiding belief that you should look at someone when you talked to them. This habit was even more alarming than his passengers realized, since it was not obvious to everyone that he had sight only in one eye. When he looked politely at his passenger, the responsibility for avoiding collisions had really defaulted to others using the road.

In those days, the Catholic Mass was in Latin, so the service was quite familiar whatever the ethnic association of the church. The sermon might sometimes be in a language I did not understand, though I do not remember that being a cause of great sorrow to me. The only complaint I had was about some of the Eastern European churches, whose services seemed to go on and on; I thought Dad should pick churches with shorter Masses. After the Mass, Dad would join the priest in greeting the parishioners as they filed out.

My father was a voracious reader, mostly philosophy, history, and biography; but he was also extremely sociable — an unusual combination. He was outgoing and loved being with people, but his meanderings around the constituency were also motivated by political necessity. Essex East was extremely diverse and by no means a safe Liberal seat. He won it from a Conservative, and although it remained in Liberal hands for several decades after he retired, it eventually passed to the New Democratic Party (NDP). Thus, political uncertainty made him one of the first MPs to develop sophisticated riding organizations, getting letters of congratulations out to newlyweds and notes of condolence to the bereaved. Not everyone in his era did these things, but he felt it was necessary. He often said that without the support of the people of Essex East, he would never have had the opportunity to play on the national and the world stage, and he never took that for granted. In his travels around the country and the world, he became famous for asking: “Is there anyone here from Windsor?” He loved it, but he had no choice.

In that way, I later realized, I was like my dad: I often had to push myself to get up and go to the many social occasions that politics demands, but once I got there I almost always enjoyed it. Being with your constituents is the greatest tonic against the cynicism that sometimes infects the common portrayal of politicians. Most people really do appreciate the work of those they elect. Folks would come up and say, “Oh, it’s so good to see you!” They didn’t know what you had been doing, but they knew you had been working for them. My dad took huge strength from this, as I did later on.

My father was legendary for his ability to recollect the names of constituents, which arose out of his affection for people. But everyone’s memory has its limits, and no one can recall sixty thousand names. So he developed some tricks to get around the awkward moments. “Paul, you remember our friend,” he would say, which by so obviously dumbfounding me would usually provoke the constituent to introduce himself, saving the occasion for all concerned — except me, of course. From time to time, Dad also suffered one of those embarrassing encounters that afflict all political figures, when they approach someone who hasn’t the faintest idea who the great person is. He had a trick for this situation too. “Well, Paul,” he would say, “I think we should go now, don’t you, Mr. Martin?” I often wondered whether that wasn’t the reason I was named after him.

After church, there was usually a picnic or a summer fair to attend. We’d head off in the car to one of the nearby villages — St. Joachim, Stoney Point, or Belle River. It was no imposition to be taken to a country fair. Much of the time, I was expected to hang around close to my father, though I could also sneak away for a while to watch a horse-pull or a ploughing match. Every politician will tell you that one of the challenges of political life is that while there are very few occasions for exercise, there are many, many opportunities to eat. My father faced an internal struggle at practically every social event, at which there were tables of fresh-baked treats hot from the kitchens of the local ladies.

As we left one event, my father would ask directions to whatever was the next. This was another opportunity to talk with a constituent, but it did not, so far as I could see, involve an actual exchange of information. Back in the car, we would launch off once again into the unknown, exploring obscure nooks and crannies of the riding not because of my father’s desire to track down even the most remote voter but because even after decades of plying the roads of Essex East, he still had no idea where most of them led.

Later in my life, people often said to me: “You grew up in such a political family; you must have understood all about politics.” But that wasn’t the way it was. A doctor’s child doesn’t necessarily know all about medicine just because he accompanies his father on hospital rounds. My only political involvement as a child was touring around the riding with my dad. I wasn’t interested in politics; I was interested in being with him. And if I was playing baseball when he set out, well, I would stay and play baseball, like any kid would. As I grew a little older, politics began to have a different significance in my life. Most parents have their own ways of keeping their kids in line. In my house, it was: “If you get in trouble, it is going to be in the headlines in the Windsor Star and your father’s going to lose the next election.” Unfortunately, there would be a couple of occasions when I would test this proposition.

Politics also impinged on my childhood in that I was forever being told by my father before meeting someone new: “You’re about to meet a great man; this is someone who has done great things.” And paradoxically, as a result I have never been much impressed with important people. There were so many of them in my childhood, and to tell the truth, not all of them lived up to their advance billings, certainly not in the eyes of a kid.

One occasion when this attitude of mine surfaced later became part of family lore. When I was about sixteen years old, my father took me to the opening of the new post office in Belle River. Dad had worked hard to get the post office, and so there were a lot of speeches about how important this building was — the greatest human achievement since St. Peter’s in Rome, it was generally agreed. And for this, my father’s praises were properly sung. A day or two later, I went with him to New York, to the United Nations, where he had been instrumental in the first breakthrough in the admission of new member-nations. There had been a rapid increase in the number of countries in the world after the Second World War as the former European colonies gained statehood. However, their entry into the United Nations was often blocked by one or the other of the great powers — principally the United States and the Soviet Union — who did not want to see the voting balance in the General Assembly tilted one way or another. For the new member-states ushered into the world assembly in considerable part through my father’s efforts, it was a great day. I sat with the Canadian delegation and heard my father praised by country after country in speeches from the podium. When it was all over, someone asked me what I thought of all these people saying what a great man Dad was, to which I was heard to reply: “Well, it wasn’t bad, but the speeches were better in Belle River.”

Years later, it was a thrilling moment for me when I mounted that same UN podium for the first time to give a speech myself. The childhood memories came flooding back. And the same is true, I am happy to report, when I have had occasion to speak at Belle River.

While my mom was everything you could want in a mother, she was not entirely a conventional political wife. She was a beautiful woman with a great sense of humour, both of which allowed her to take politics on her own terms and participate in her own way. My father recounted the story of her first social encounter with the prime minister — a luncheon at Laurier House in Ottawa. Dad was still a young member and quite nervous about any encounter with the man who would determine his political future.

“My husband thinks you’re a very great man,” she told Mackenzie King as they arrived.

“And what do you think, Mrs. Martin?” Mackenzie King asked.

“I’m going to take some convincing,” my mother replied — not exactly the response Dad had coached her to give before they left home. To my father’s astonishment, the very next day Mackenzie King dropped by their apartment in the Sandy Hill district of Ottawa, which was only a couple of blocks away from his, and invited my mother to join him on his afternoon stroll.

In the riding, my mother was also a considerable political asset to my father because of her vivacity and natural grace. While my father was in and out of the constituency because of his parliamentary and government duties, she was a much more regular presence. During campaigns, when my father could be something of a thorn in the side of the local organizers — like many candidates, somebody to be managed and handled — they could always turn to my mother, knowing they would have a sympathetic ear. While my father might race through a social or political gathering, my mother had a tendency to linger, because there was always someone there who didn’t want to let her go. Sheila had a very similar experience after I entered political life. As the MP or the candidate, my job at an event was usually to shake the hand of every person in the room, which made real conversation impossible. There were many occasions when I had done my duty and was ready to cut out of one event to get to the next but had trouble pulling Sheila away from a group with whom she had become engrossed in conversation. The view of all my supporters in my constituency of LaSalle-Émard was that Sheila was my greatest political asset. I did not disagree.

For her part, my mother was never keen on sitting on the podium with her hands crossed in her lap while my father sang the praises of the Liberal government, so her campaign appearances were selective, and grew less frequent over the years. She used to tell a story of canvassing during an election in the early years with one of my father’s organizers, Blackie Quenneville. The Quenneville family were stalwarts of my father’s campaigns and later became great supporters of mine. Blackie’s father, Alfred, had been one of my father’s organizers, as were his daughters Izzy and Ramona. In the next generation, Fred Quenneville and his wife, Barbara, who had been close to my father, also worked for me in the 1990 leadership campaign, as did their children, Camille and Carl, in 2003. Four generations of Quennevilles working to help two generations of Martins! Anyway, it seems that while Blackie and my mom were going door to door during one campaign sortie, a fair number of posters for the Conservative candidate went missing along their route. My mother would laugh as she recalled the scene of Conservative workers showing up in a car and discovering what they were up to. There followed a wild car chase through Windsor, because my mother realized that while it was one thing for Blackie Quenneville to get caught ripping down Tory posters, it was something quite different for Nell Martin, wife of the Liberal MP, to be caught dead to rights. In later years when her children raised her “outrageous” behaviour, she always claimed that the Tories had started it. I’m inclined to believe her.

There were undoubtedly moments of delight for my mother during my father’s long political career. But it was not a world she had chosen or would have chosen if it had not been for my father, which may lie behind some of my own ambivalence to the profession. The demands of politics on the life of the family are vividly illustrated by the circumstances of my own birth. My father, still a backbencher, had been asked by Mackenzie King to join the Canadian delegation to the League of Nations Assembly in Geneva in September 1938. Unfortunately, the departure date more or less coincided with the expected day of my arrival in the world. And so, on August 28, at the Hôtel-Dieu Hospital in Windsor, my mother’s physician induced my birth in time for Dad to catch the train for Montreal and connect with The Empress of Australia, which was steaming for Britain September 2. “It was not easy to leave them,” my father later wrote, “but after a wrenching goodbye, I went on a mission of which my wife fully approved.”

It was typical of my mother that while she was capable of great patience where her family was concerned, she also had limits that could reveal themselves in spectacular fashion. The most famous story about her is when she was walking along Ouellette Street in Windsor with my father, who was smoking a cigar and in full rhetorical flight, no doubt about some great accomplishment of his. It was all too much for Mom, who did not have much time for my father in his moments of pomposity. She sat down on the curb and refused to move until my father agreed to come down to earth. The sight of the Honourable Paul Martin on a street corner with his wife sitting stubbornly on the curb attracted a few gawkers, then a few more, until there were perhaps twenty or thirty witnessing the embarrassing scene. In the years since, I have personally met all three thousand of them, who each describe it to me with the vividness and relish that only an eyewitness can bring to the job.

After a lifetime of political demands that she had not chosen for herself, who can blame my mother for looking forward to a day when they would subside? To be honest, I think the happiest time of her life may have been at the end of my dad’s career, when he was High Commissioner in London and no longer had the responsibilities of a politician.

When my father was appointed to the cabinet in 1945, the decision was made to move the family home to Ottawa. As it happened, this coincided with the most dramatic incident of my childhood. Among my best friends in Colchester were the Coles — Mike, Vince, and Roseanne — whose father was a milkman in Detroit. Theirs was a traditional Irish-American Catholic family. Both Mike and Vince later became Maryknoll missionaries, and Roseanne joined the convent for a time. One day when I was seven years old, I was playing with my cousin Mike and the Coles and began feeling strange — as if I had a huge plate filling a void in my stomach — and I went and sat down on some swings at the McPhersons’ next door. I guess it caught the attention of the adults when I suddenly fell quiet. I remember going home and telling my mother that I was feeling sick. I don’t recall experiencing the alarm that my mother obviously did as she rushed me to the hospital. Like every parent in this era, she lived in dread of one disease above all: polio.

It was an age of polio epidemics, of children paralyzed or brought to an early grave. What I remember is being dressed in a white hospital robe and sharing a room with twenty or thirty other kids my age. I do not remember any pain. I still have an image of my parents standing at the door, watching me, presumably from behind glass, not allowed to enter the sickroom. It was only later that I was told my parents believed I would likely die or spend my days in an iron lung.

My father learned of my illness when a note was passed to him during a cabinet meeting. C.D. Howe immediately offered him the use of a government plane to fly home to Windsor, saving him the daylong train trip. I can only imagine what this news meant to my father, whose own life had been blighted by polio, though a different strain. His family, which was clustered around Pembroke, Ontario, were great athletes. My grandfather was a keen organizer of sporting events, and my grandmother’s youngest brother, Jean, played hockey for the New York Americans. When he was four, my father fell seriously ill. For a year or two after he survived the immediate crisis, he was pulled around town in a wagon or sleigh by his father and brother because he remained paralyzed on the left side and could not walk. Although he had a partial recovery, Dad permanently lost the use of his left arm and he always had a bit of a limp in one leg. The illness also cost him the sight in his left eye. It was one of his great regrets that his handicaps prevented him from being the “sportsman” he wished he could be. When he was a student at St. Mike’s at the University of Toronto, he coached the hockey team because that was the closest he could come to the actual game. Later he enlisted in the army reserves, but suffered the regret that only those who have lived through wartime can understand when he was judged not physically fit to serve. This is not to mention the financial strain my father’s illness placed on his family in the early years. His father, a millworker and later a grocery store clerk, struggled to make ends meet at the best of times, the more so with a sickly child. This searing childhood experience explained my father’s later passion for universal medical care.

A few years after my illness, I had a startling encounter with my dad as he worked in his study. When I interrupted him, he was uncharacteristically short with me, and my mother hustled me out of the room. I only later learned what it was all about. At the time, the recently invented polio vaccines that eventually proved so effective in suppressing the disease were being administered in North America on a mass scale for the first time. However, a number of children in the United States had apparently contracted polio from the vaccinations themselves. The American government had decided to halt its vaccination program while it figured out what had gone wrong. As minister of health at the time, Dad needed to decide whether to follow the Americans in declaring a moratorium on vaccinations. The Canadian vaccine was not from the suspect American lab, but from a different one here in Canada — the Connaught Laboratory. Still, no one could be perfectly sure whether there had just been a bad batch of vaccine or if something more fundamental was amiss. It was as he pondered this decision — loaded with personal and public significance — that I had interrupted him. He eventually allowed the vaccination program to go ahead — a decision that ultimately saved many lives and rescued many others from a terrible blight.

What I remember about my own recovery from polio was that it delayed my entry into grade three at École Garneau, a French-language separate school on Cumberland Street in Ottawa. Even after I started attending classes, I was supposed to take it easy — for two years, my mother later told me. I wasn’t supposed to play baseball or football, for example, though it was a rule I pretty much ignored when I was out of my parents’ sight. Also, I wasn’t supposed to be upset. I remember that while out with friends several miles from home I lost a softball without a cover, which for some reason was precious to me. A few days later, I came home to the upper-floor duplex where we were living on Goulburn Street and was stunned to find the coverless softball lying there. Much later, my mother told me that she had bought a new softball and removed the cover, thus resolving the mystery. A prohibition against upsetting an eight-or nine-year-old is not likely to improve his temperament or character, however, and apparently it did not improve mine. After seven or eight months of being coddled, I did something — I don’t remember what — that led my mother to blow her stack, and I remember catching it like no one had ever caught it before. At that point, things returned to normal.

Ottawa in my youth, in contrast to Windsor, was Old Canada: riven by linguistic divisions. In Ottawa, I had a unique perspective on the linguistic divide. My father’s family was originally Irish, and had come to Canada in the 1840s, fleeing the potato famine. They settled around Thurso in Quebec and were assimilated, as many Catholic immigrants were at the time, into the francophone population. My dad was born after the family moved to LeBreton Flats in Ottawa. Soon after that, they moved to Pembroke, where the family remained part of the francophone community and my father grew up. My father always considered himself a Franco-Ontarian and was schooled in French until university, though interestingly enough my aunts, who were a few years younger, considered English their first language, which may have had to do with their own schooling or perhaps even the ethnicity of the archbishop in later years.

My father’s extended family in Pembroke played the same role in my Ottawa life as my mother’s did in Colchester. Pembroke in my childhood memory is perpetually winter, just as Colchester is perpetually summer. My Aunt Lucille would take me for walks in the snow or out tobogganing. I called her “Ceo,” but she was known in the family as “Blackie” because of her dark complexion — according to legend, a legacy of Indian blood somewhere in the family line. There was also my Uncle Émile and Aunts Marie, Aline, Claire, and Anita. Aunt Anita was more than an aunt, in fact. A public servant who lived in Ottawa, she eventually moved in with my family, parenting us whenever my parents had to be away. She was also a great Ottawa Rough Riders fan, which no doubt contributed greatly to my own interest in professional football.

The French-English divide in Ottawa extended to the Catholic Church. When I was old enough to be an altar boy, I remember being questioned by the French Oblates at École Garneau about serving Mass at the Irish Oblate provincial house near my home — a crime second only to consorting with Jesuits! A little more important for me as a boy was the fact that to get to École Garneau, I needed to fight my way past Osgoode, the English public school. And then, if I made it that far without a bloody nose, I had to navigate by St. Joseph’s, the Irish-Catholic school, where my Irish-Canadian heritage and my still-nascent grasp of French counted for nothing.

My best friend at school was Dick Robillard. I was a guest during many discussions around their dinner table about the fact that there were harsh limits on how high Dick’s dad, who was a public servant, could rise in his career because he was French-speaking. There was also the lingering aftertaste of Regulation 17 — which had banned French-language instruction in Ontario’s schools for a time. My grandfather had been an outspoken opponent of Regulation 17, and it remained very much a part of the recent history of Franco-Ontarian society in general and their schools in particular. I remember the teachers telling us about the St-Jean-Baptiste Society and the need to preserve the French language. For me as a boy, these experiences revealed something about Canada — the Old Canada at least — and the need to recognize the value of our two linguistic traditions. Later on, I realized how this also opened me up to the “multiculturalism,” as we would come to call it, in places such as Windsor.

But these experiences of the Old Canada were not as deeply stitched into my personality as they had been for my father. My dad grew up as a member of a francophone Catholic minority in Ontario, and never lost the sense of being an outsider that it fostered in him. His family was also poor, as was often the case with Franco-Ontarians. That having been said, the long climb of the lame little boy from Pembroke to Collège St-Alexandre to the University of Toronto, Harvard, Cambridge, then to the House of Commons and ultimately minister of the Crown would have been impossible without the early patronage of a friendly Irish-Catholic archbishop.

My father eventually settled in Windsor, half a province away from where he had grown up. Although he was a lawyer, that meant something very different in a town such as Windsor than it did in the great commercial centres of Montreal and Toronto. The clients and eventually the constituency he came to represent there had many of the features of the outsider as well: a population heavy with newly minted Canadians as well as francophones, filled with people who made their living with their hands and with their sweat, in the great new industries then developing. Windsor was a multi-ethnic industrial boomtown in the shadow of the United States. It was a place where New Canadians were getting on with making new lives for themselves in new industries and were too busy to worry about Canada’s traditional preoccupations. The dominant relationship was not between English and French, as it was in Ottawa, but between us and the United States — a rivalry that was usually friendly but also very intense.

In contrast with sedate and proper Ottawa, Windsor was a border town that was proud of its racy legacy from the era of Prohibition. I remember my mother pointing out a house near the cottage that had once been a “blind pig” — or speakeasy — and I remember the implication that she had been an occasional customer. According to legend, freighters would show up at the Hiram Walker distillery on Monday to be loaded for Cuba only to be back two days later to reload. When we moved back to the riding after the Liberal defeat by John Diefenbaker in 1957, Dad bought a house in Walkerville that had once belonged to a notorious rum-runner named Harry Low. There was also a story that the house we had bought had a secret tunnel to the Detroit River, three miles away. Mary Anne and her best friend, Sheila Cowan, spent a good portion of their adolescence looking for it, without success.

My father often said that it was important that you represent a constituency that reflects your own political goals, something I remembered many years later when I chose the ethnically and socially mixed riding of LaSalle-Émard in which to run. As the advocate of the little guy, the working man, the immigrant, and the francophone, my dad made himself the principal proponent in his generation of the socially progressive strain of Liberalism. Although he was a great friend of C.D. Howe, and said in later years that Louis St. Laurent was the greatest of the four prime ministers in whose cabinets he served, he represented a very different perspective than their fiscally conservative, business-oriented Liberalism and would often butt heads with them in order to enlarge the social responsibilities of the government in the postwar years.

The college my father had attended — a junior seminary, really — was St-Alexandre’s on the east bank of the Gatineau River. On a clear day, you could see down the Gatineau, across the junction with the Ottawa River, to the Peace Tower on Parliament Hill. When Sir Wilfrid Laurier died in February 1919, Dad sneaked away from school and walked the ten miles into Ottawa to watch the funeral procession. The deep emotional connection with Laurier and his vision of Liberalism never left him. It was in part about identification with a great francophone who was also a great Canadian, a Catholic of anti-clerical views. But it was also about a particular kind of politics: the politics of inclusion, and the use of the state to address the worries of the common people — education, health care, and financial security. It was about providing people with the material foundations with which to enjoy the freedoms our society could afford.

As a matter of practical politics, these ideas fused with the sentiments and ambitions of the constituency my father represented. Windsor was in the process of becoming the classic union town during my father’s period as MP, and he was proud to walk with union leaders at the head of the Labour Day parade. This was not as simple and straightforward as it may seem today. Just south of the border, the American labour leader, Walter Reuther, who was a friend of my father, was leading the charge to unionize the auto industry. The United Auto Workers were militant, as they had to be to take on the auto giants, while also being anti-communist and supportive of the war effort during the Second World War. The union movement of the time advocated not just better wages, benefits, and conditions but also a larger, more secure, and dignified role for the working man in North American life. It inspired great passions. I remember that Walkerville, where many of the auto industry executives lived, was for many years a wasteland for my father. I remember as well my father’s pleasure late in his parliamentary career when he finally wrested the area from the Tories.

My father’s battles for public pensions, employment insurance, and health care addressed the needs and desires of his constituents and arose from a vision of a very substantially reformed capitalism. If it was a struggle sometimes to convince his cabinet colleagues to come up with the cash for what must have seemed extravagant ideas, he could always come home to the riding and have it driven home to him that it was the right thing to do. In my own career, I have tried to be faithful to my father’s legacy. True, I am a fiscal conservative, but I have always coupled that to a belief that sound finances are the underpinning, the way to pay for the social Liberalism I also believe in and that I inherited from my father. This brand of Liberalism begins with Laurier — a deep respect for individual freedom and a belief that the state has the responsibility to open up the social, educational, and economic opportunities that will enable the poor to achieve that freedom. No trickle-down economics there!

It says something about the bond my father forged with his constituents that, much later, when he stepped down as High Commissioner to Britain, he didn’t retire to Ottawa but headed back to Essex East to be with “his people,” as he liked to call them.

One time in the late 1940s, my father drove Mary Anne and me to a church picnic. On the way, Mary Anne asked, “Daddy, what is Essex East?”

“Don’t you know,” I interjected. “Essex East is the Promised Land.”


CHAPTER TWO
Young Man and the Sea

Father Edmund McCorkell was a Basilian priest who was registrar of St. Michael’s College at the University of Toronto when my father was a student there and who later became Superior of the college. My father greatly admired his lectures in political philosophy, and they became lifelong friends, with Father McCorkell officiating at my parents’ wedding in Windsor in 1937. He was a gentle and generous man. So I am sure that when Father McCorkell, in the course of a visit to our place in Colchester, asked about my studies in the last year of high school, he didn’t mean to ruin my summer.

There was an unquestioned assumption in my family — certainly unquestioned by me — that once I finished first year at the University of Ottawa, which was the equivalent of grade thirteen in the rest of the province, I would follow in my parents’ footsteps by going to the University of Toronto: St. Michael’s College, to be precise. My mother was a graduate in pharmacy from the U of T. My father had completed a degree in philosophy at St. Mike’s, the Catholic college on campus, before going on to Harvard and Cambridge.

In general, my high school studies weren’t going at all badly, despite the fact that I was not an avid student. My preoccupations in those years were always sports. I played baseball in Windsor’s warmer climes and hockey in Ottawa. I played high school football when the season was on and swam and played basketball for the university team. The record showed that I could spend my spare time as I pleased and still get through school with a minimum of effort at exam time. There was really only one unhappy exception: algebra. Later in life, in business and in government, I had a knack for numbers. But this did not come from a mastery of the intricacies of quadratic equations. In fact, while I had received firsts in most of my other subjects in the weeks before Father McCorkell posed his question, I had failed algebra. No need to worry, I explained to him, because as I understood it, algebra was not required in light of my other marks. I was not prepared for his response.

Not long after my conversation with Father McCorkell, Dad and I headed out onto the placid waters of Lake Erie. Fishing was one of those rare occasions in my father’s life that did not, in his opinion, require him to wear a shirt and tie. Usually it was a time for the two of us to relax together without any distractions and we both enjoyed it.

“Well,” he said once we had muscled the little steel rowboat out into the lake and were arranging our fishing tackle. “Now, what about St. Mike’s?”

“Well, I’ve got a problem. I didn’t get algebra. Father McCorkell says that means I won’t be able to get into St. Mike’s. It looks like I’ll be staying at the University of Ottawa for at least another year.”

When I was finance minister, and later prime minister, I developed a reputation for a volcanic temper — exaggerated perhaps, but not entirely undeserved. Let me just say that I was not the first member of the Martin clan to exhibit this characteristic. My father’s temper was not the slow, simmering kind. It was more the sort that blows the top off some great mountain, darkens the skies, and drapes the landscape in ash before settling back, almost as suddenly, to a quiet, looming presence.

The fishing excursion did not last as long as originally planned. Before I knew it, I found myself working with a tutor for hours each day through the long, hot summer, studying for my algebra “sup.” Perhaps through the intercession of the clergy, if not an even higher power, I arrived at St. Mike’s late that fall, but arrived nonetheless.

It must be hard for those of any other generation to understand the extraordinarily lucky timing enjoyed by pre—baby-boomers like me. Our parents had lived through two world wars that had depleted their generation and scarred those who survived. They had also weathered a devastating Depression. For my father’s family — who struggled financially at the best of times — the Depression had been a period of real suffering, insecurity, and want. It left its lifelong mark on my father. Even once he enjoyed political success and national renown, he was haunted by a lingering fear of financial ruin. It was not until his very latest days that the fear bred in him by the Depression loosened its grip. Even for my mother’s family, which weathered the Thirties better than my father’s, there was a real prospect of being pitched back into the poverty they had escaped by dint of enormous effort over many years.

But for us, the pre—baby-boomers, all that was literally history. Our experience was of universities yawning with places waiting for us, law firms and medical schools yearning for bright young people, and businesses with too much to do and not enough capable people to do it. The unprecedented economic growth of the 1950s and 1960s pulled us up the ladder of success. It never occurred to us that if we wanted to go to university or to law school, or to get a job in business, there would be any problem. For the generation after us, who faced stiffer competition in a weaker economy, that was not the case. This was one of the reasons that in later life I felt so strongly that it was unfair for my generation to ask our children to pay for the financial and pension deficits we had created.

I had some of Canada’s greatest scholars teaching me at the U of T — the historians C.P. Stacey and Tom Symons, among others. I was also just as likely to audit a course I had never enrolled in as attend those where I was supposed to be. Marshall McLuhan, for example, lectured in a backroom of House #2 (now called McCorkell House, after my father’s friend), where I was quartered at St. Mike’s. His class was handier, and much more interesting, than some of the philosophy courses in which I was actually enrolled.

At the time, my principal objective in life was to play in the Canadian Football League (CFL). My friend from Colchester, Jerry Philp, who remains a good friend to this day, was the best athlete I ever knew and went on to have a long career as an end with the Toronto Argonauts. (His wife, Joanne, was also a tremendous cook, and in my years at the University of Toronto she gave me much needed respite from the residence cafeteria.) I had been a reasonably good high school football player. However, I did not have the size to make up for my lack of talent, or the talent to make up for my lack of size. When I tried out for the University of Toronto Blues, my grandmother had died and I showed up late for training camp, and was rocked when I didn’t make the team. It taught me a hard lesson about being prepared if you really want something. In the meantime, I swam and played water polo and basketball. I played tennis in the summer and skied in the winter.

A lot of my attention and enthusiasm in these early years went into my summer jobs. I had begun working when I was quite young. The story my father used to tell of us driving by a tobacco farm in the riding when I was about thirteen or fourteen is well known, and quite true.

“Boy. Thank god I don’t have to do that,” I said. “Look at those people working in the hot sun.”

For my father this was an alarm bell, and the next day I found myself picking tobacco in the fields of Essex County. It was the most backbreaking job I ever had. It meant reaching down thousands of times a day to the base of a plant to sever the tobacco leaves as the dry, dusty air filled your nose and eyes and the searing sun beat down on your back and neck. It certainly gave me the incentive to find my own work the next summer. At the time, there was a thriving fishery on Lake Erie. Mance Campbell had a fishing business and his boat was moored just off the Colchester dock. So, when I was contemplating my escape from the tobacco fields, I went over and asked whether I could get a job on his boat and he said yes — as simple as that. I loved the idea that I could get up at four in the morning, head to the dock in the pre-dawn light, jump on the fishing boat, and we were away. I did the grunt work: helping to pull in the nets filled with bass, perch, and — the big prize — Lake Erie pickerel, the best-tasting fish that ever swam. We packed the fish on ice and then cleaned them at the dock when we returned. It was not exactly the deep sea, but I loved it. It was the beginning of my lifelong romance with boats, ships, water, and anything nautical.

Unfortunately, perhaps because of a downturn in the fishery, I had the job for only one summer. My father was determined that I keep working and next year landed me a place at the Hiram Walker distillery. It should have been a dream job, I suppose, but it was office work and I chafed at it, like a big dog locked in the house all day, looking out the window at real life. As soon as I could, I found other work, in construction, and quit Hiram Walker. That was the beginning of a series of similar jobs over the next few years, working for Eastern Construction in Windsor. I am sure my dad, who was friends with the owners, Bud and Ed Odette, got me in, though I put it about that they had hired me as a ringer for their fastball team. Fastball was a fast-pitch variation of softball, and Windsor’s fastball league was one of the best in the country. I was sure I was about to write a historic page in the annals of the company team. This little bit of myth building came crashing down when I struck out almost every time at bat, and I was soon back in the Essex County baseball league where I belonged.

So I worked in construction, and worked hard, though that is not what the Odettes would remember me for, any more than for my prowess on the fastball field. Ed Odette had a brand-new Chrysler Imperial, a very fine automobile, which had some kind of a problem and needed to be taken to the shop. It took about two weeks to get fixed, and I was dispatched to get the car, which Ed Odette had only driven once before. By this time, I was an experienced driver for a teenager, having driven pickup trucks and even a cement mixer. On the way home from the garage, somebody had evidently misplaced a stop sign, because I didn’t see it, and I hit another car at the intersection. Luckily no one was seriously hurt, but the Imperial was totalled. If I needed further proof that the Odettes were family friends, let me just say that I wasn’t fired.

Later on, I was hired by Coca-Cola. I considered it a great inequity that my friend Ed Lumley (who later became a cabinet minister under Pierre Trudeau and John Turner) was allowed to drive a truck while I was relegated to a secondary role as his helper, something he has never let me forget. It has since been pointed out to me that my experience with the Odettes, and a later one during a summer job in Alberta that I landed through Maurice Strong, did not recommend me to any job involving holding the driver’s wheel.

Maurice Strong was president of a company called Canadian Industrial Gas and Oil when I was in university. He gave me a job near Morinville, in the oil patch just north of Edmonton. My assignment was to drive around to the wellheads checking gauges. Being a clever young fellow with lots of initiative, over the course of a few weeks I noticed two things: the gauges never changed and the Calgary Stampede was going on just 190 miles south. It seemed to me that it would be an important part of my education to see the Calgary Stampede. Naturally, I took the company pickup as my means of transport, though I neglected to tell anyone. After a merry day taking in calf-roping and the like, I headed back to Morinville. It started to rain hard while I was negotiating the back roads. The roads were clay — gumbo really — a substance that was new to this Eastern city-boy. I hit a slippery patch and flipped the truck into the ditch many miles away from any place I could reasonably have been if I had actually been doing my job. Maurice has always insisted that he did not fire me, and I don’t recall that we had a face-to-face confrontation. I am nonetheless pretty sure my employment was terminated, whatever he says, because I soon found myself hitchhiking north to Hay River on the south shore of Great Slave Lake in the Northwest Territories.

In Hay River, I was excited to land a job with the Yellowknife Transportation Company, which plied the Mackenzie River north to the Beaufort Sea with several tugboats and dozens of barges. I was hired for one of the tugs because they needed extra crew for a salvage job they were planning to undertake once they unloaded up north — or rather “down north” as the expression was, because the Arctic was downriver. After the Second World War, someone had bought a military surplus Landing Ship Tank (LST), designed to run aground and release troops and equipment on enemy shores. After being brought to the Beaufort Sea for use as a barge, the LST had broken free of its moorings and drifted ashore on an island, where it had been abandoned. The people running Yellowknife Transportation had decided that it was worth trying to salvage the LST for use on the Mackenzie.

One day, while were waiting at Tuktoyaktuk to mount the salvage expedition, I had some free time and decided to take a walk on the tundra. People don’t realize this, but it can get extremely hot in the North in the summertime and after walking for an hour or so, I was tired and decided to lie down for a nap. I slept for maybe half an hour. When I woke, I sat up and looked across the Arctic landscape, virtually featureless in every direction. I simply had no idea where I was or how to get back to camp. I could have set out in any one of four directions, and maybe walked for hundreds of miles without finding anybody. As I stumbled about, lost, I heard the sound of water and was elated: the Mackenzie! I walked for half an hour toward the sound, but when I got there, it was nothing: just a tiny stream whose sound had been magnified in the windless air suspended over the treeless landscape. I continued to wander for several hours before, by the grace of God, I came to a place I recognized and was able to make my way back.

Later, the mate on the tug, who had befriended me, took me back to where I had been and showed me how I had gone wrong. He was Métis, well acquainted with the tundra. He demonstrated how, if I looked carefully, it was possible to see the imprints of my boots on the spongy ground. Had I understood that, I could have followed my own tracks back to camp from where I had slept. It struck me how well he knew and understood his environment. And it occurred to me that many Aboriginal people from the North, coming to our cities in the South, must feel at least a little like I had when I was stumbling around on the tundra.

After that, I stayed close to the tug but not out of trouble. A few days later we headed out into the Beaufort Sea and managed to free the LST. We lashed it to our tug with a steel cable and towed it back toward the mouth of the Mackenzie. But as we chugged along, a storm blew up, slapping our faces with sleet and churning up the sea. Huge plates of pack ice began to squeeze in on us, and I was sent up the radio antenna tower to keep watch. When the wind shifted again, all of a sudden a chunk of pack ice slammed into the tug and threatened to overturn it. I was still high on the antenna, which had swung out over the heaving water and ice at an ugly tilt. Our ship and our lives were now in the balance, and the captain decided the only way to save the situation was to cut the LST loose. The crew waved and shouted for me to come down from my perch, but I didn’t listen because I was enjoying the show. Thinking that I had descended as I had been ordered to, they went ahead and took an axe to the tow cable. When it snapped, the tug swung violently back and forth with me up top being flipped around like a rag doll and hanging on for my life.

We left the LST behind us at the mercy of the storm, and for all I know it is still up there somewhere. I am lucky that I am not still up there with it. By the time we made it back to port, the summer was almost over, and I made the long trip back to Toronto and to university.

My experience on the Mackenzie was part of a lifelong romance with the North. I had already visited the First Nations settlement of Winisk on Hudson Bay one summer while working on construction of the Mid-Canada Line — a series of Cold War defence installations similar to the better-known DEW line but strung south of the Arctic Circle. And, of course, every time I was near the sea, I was reluctant to leave. Another summer, I shipped out from Arvida, Quebec, on a Canadian vessel called the Sun Rhea, whose primary job was carrying bauxite between Jamaica and Norway. I was made a cadet officer rather than an ordinary seaman, an honour I later learned meant getting less pay for doing the same work: mostly scraping paint.

It was another aspect of the good fortune of the pre—baby-boomers that I was able to range so freely around the country. My father’s name may have helped get some of the jobs, but most of them I got just by walking in and asking, and that was important to me. The desire to be master of my own fate — my own boss, if you like — was one that would often serve me well in my career, particularly in business, where I took some big gambles that luckily for me paid off. But that same aspect of my character could sometimes rankle when I was not in charge, or if I was in charge but was hemmed in by constraints imposed by others.

University, sports, and summer jobs. In later years, people had difficulty believing that amid all this, politics was not a priority for me in my youth. But it was not. A few political incidents jump out at me from the early and mid-1950s, mainly because they were isolated in my consciousness. I remember having a Coca-Cola with Louis St. Laurent at 24 Sussex, for example, and meeting Vincent Massey at Rideau Hall, probably because my dad was so insistent that “you will remember this for the rest of your life.” I remember the 1953 election when I campaigned door to door as a kid for my dad and the Liberals won a huge majority. I have almost no political recollections from then until — bang — it was election night 1957. We watched the local and national results at my dad’s campaign headquarters in Windsor and then returned to Aunt Mame’s house, where I recall the family sitting around the table in disbelief. Although the Liberals had won a plurality of the votes, they had fewer seats than John Diefenbaker’s Progressive Conservatives. Dad, however, had hung on to Essex East.

But if politics was not a preoccupation or priority of mine, my father’s career continued to be. My first semester at the U of T began in the fall of 1957, just a few months after the Liberals’ defeat. Although Mr. St. Laurent briefly considered forming a coalition with the Cooperative Commonwealth Federation (CCF) and some independents in the House of Commons to stay in power, he soon decided to resign as prime minister and announced his intention to retire from politics: he was seventy-five years old at the time. A leadership convention was arranged for January 1958, and it was clear from the start that my father would be a candidate. Still, it was always a long shot. C.D. Howe represented the right wing of the party and my father the left. The party establishment, including Mr. St. Laurent himself, cleaved closer to Howe’s fiscally conservative politics.

Lester Pearson had been both a friend and rival to my father over many years. They had had many common experiences, especially on the international stage, and they held similar views on issues both international and domestic. But Pearson had entered politics only in 1948, and he had gone straight from being undersecretary of state for External Affairs (what we would call deputy minister nowadays) to leading the department in cabinet. Although he was a true social reformer and later brought in medicare as prime minister, Pearson had not participated in many of the party’s social reform debates of the early 1950s, in which my father, as minister of health and welfare, had been at the centre. To the party establishment, my father looked like he would take the party further left than they wanted to go. And it didn’t hurt Pearson’s prospects one bit when he was awarded the Nobel Peace Prize in 1957 for his work on the Suez crisis, which had been a source of considerable national pride.

When I arrived at the U of T, I became a member of the campus Liberals, mainly because it was expected of me as the son of a prominent Liberal and prospective leadership candidate. My actual involvement in the leadership race was pretty limited. It is important to understand that there has been an enormous evolution in the organization and sophistication of leadership contests over the last half-century. The race that culminated in the convention in 1958 would seem primitive (and relatively cheap!) in comparison with the 1968 race that chose Pierre Trudeau. And the evolution continued through to the conventions that selected Jean Chrétien in 1990 and me in 2003. My involvement in the 1958 convention was mainly limited to helping organize the floor demonstration. The convention was in Ottawa, and I used my University of Ottawa connections to put together a group of university and high school students who donned the Martin colours and paraded through the hall at the designated moment waving Martin signs and chanting to the sound of the obligatory brass band. We were the hoopla. I remember great resentment that the chairman of the convention cut off our floor demonstration prematurely, though I am not sure that a little more “spontaneous enthusiasm” from us would have made much difference to the result.

Maybe it was the relative intimacy of the leadership process in 1958, without the massive organizations and the riding-by-riding grudge matches that were featured in later contests, that explains why the ties between the two candidates stayed so strong. Maybe it was the fact that, by the time the delegates gathered in Ottawa, everyone could already clearly see what was coming. For his part, once he became leader, Mr. Pearson continued to treat my father with the utmost respect and friendship, and my father was happy to reciprocate.

Soon after the Liberal leadership convention, Canadians were heading back to the polls with John Diefenbaker’s Tories feeling the wind in their sails. During the campaign, there was a major rally at Massey Hall in Toronto, where both Pearson and my father were featured. Naturally, I teamed up with the campus Liberals and we made the noise that helped make it a very successful meeting. When it was over, we spilled out of the hall, full of enthusiasm, and gathered on Yonge Street without any very specific plan other than maybe to head to a pub. A policeman came along and said: “All right, break this up. No demonstrations here. No congregating here.”

I stepped forward and in a moment of stirring street oratory declared that this was a free country, and that we had the right to free speech, and that there were a couple hundred university students standing courageously behind me in defence of our liberties.

“Well, I’m telling you to move along,” the policeman repeated.

“By god, we’re not moving,” I answered. “We’re staying right here. You can’t make us go.”

“Well, that’s fine,” he replied. “We’re bringing the paddy wagons and you can all come downtown and explain it to the judge.”

And at that moment I realized that the massed forces of the University of Toronto Young Liberals had melted away, perhaps looking for that beer. The next thing you know I was in a jail cell. At six o’clock the next morning, a captain from the Salvation Army, God bless him, showed up and chatted with me to keep my spirits up, commiserating with my outrage at the attack on my civil liberties. Not long afterwards, I was standing in front of a judge who was asking me what happened. When I started to explain the injustice of my incarceration, he cut me off and said, “Why don’t you just get out of here, go home, and stop causing trouble?”

My father happened to be listening to CBC Radio and caught an item about his son being arrested — the first he had heard about it. I got home in time to receive his call. Let’s just say it was reminiscent of our fishing expedition a few years before. It was not the last time he would have reason to excoriate his son for getting mixed up with the law during an election campaign.

After graduating from the U of T and starting law school, I became reacquainted with Sheila Cowan, a girl from Windsor. Sheila’s father, Bill, was a partner in the law firm of Martin, Laird, Easton, and Cowan. The firm was perfectly balanced politically, with two Liberals and two Tories, and Cowan was one of the latter. Despite having his name prominent on the firm’s masthead, my father was not in active legal practice, of course, when he was a cabinet minister. After the 1957 election, although he retained his seat, he was out of government and therefore temporarily returned to practising law part-time in Windsor. He purchased the Low home in Walkerville. As it happened, the Cowan family lived two doors away. Sheila, who was named after her mother, became a close friend of my sister, Mary Anne, whose convent-school background, fluent French, and flamboyant personality made her an exotic addition to Walkerville High. I first met Sheila on a trip home from university when she was still in high school, but as she will tell you, the vast difference in our ages precluded our encounter from turning into anything more. Some years later, when Sheila turned up at the U of T herself, she called me to see if a friend could get a ride with me down to Windsor one weekend. It didn’t work out, but I used the occasion to ask her whether she’d like to come bowling (although I had never bowled before) with my friend Bob Fung and his girlfriend (and eventually his wife), Enid. That began a romance that has lasted now for more than forty years. At the U of T, we went to the movies together and occasionally to the theatre; most frequently we just met up on campus for a Danish and coffee, which was about all I could afford.

One incident early in our courtship that is all too clear in my memory happened on a skiing trip we took to Blue Mountain near Collingwood, Ontario. I had invited Sheila to come up with me and the Wendling twins, Peter and Paul, whom I lived with in university and who are still close friends. She was not an experienced skier, and on about the third run she took a terrible tumble that resulted in a fractured ankle. I drove her to the Collingwood Hospital, where she spent the night in a hospital bed and I tried to sleep as best I could in the corridor. The next day, we drove back to Toronto with Sheila in a cast. Not long afterwards, when we were both back in Windsor, Sheila’s father took me aside and gave me what-for because I had taken his little girl away with me on a romantic weekend tryst. Some romance. Some tryst.

Over Christmas in 1964 — the year Sheila graduated from the U of T and I finished law school — we went down to the cottage in Colchester and I asked her to marry me at the water’s edge. Sheila tells me that she and her mother snickered in the next room as I stammered out the news to her father, who did not give his consent without first subjecting me to a vigorous grilling. It wasn’t just that I was a Catholic and the Cowans were United Church. More problematically, my father was a Liberal MP and Bill Cowan’s father had been a Tory MP.

Coming from a Protestant family, Sheila was required to take a pre-nuptial course. Fortunately, Father Bellyea, who was a wonderful priest and had been at St. Mike’s when I was there, agreed to take on the task of schooling her in the Catholic ways. They ended up spending most of their time discussing Jane Austen. The wedding was originally planned for June but was delayed to September because my dad was expecting a spring election. As it turned out, the election wasn’t till November, so our wedding, which took place on September 11, actually occurred during the run-up to the campaign. It was a tremendous party, made all the more satisfying for the Martins because my dad invited all his election workers and Bill Cowan had to foot the bill. The ceremony was held at Assumption Church near the university, and the reception afterwards was at Beach Grove Golf Club. Our honeymoon consisted of one day across the river in Detroit, and then we headed back to Toronto, where I started the bar admission course. We had found a basement flat near the Mount Pleasant Cemetery in Toronto. But because of the election, we spent many of the early weekends of married life doing family political duty back in Windsor — Sheila’s first experience of a campaign.

My friends and family will tell you that I have always found it hard to talk about my emotions — even those I feel most deeply — perhaps I should say especially those I feel most deeply. Unlike my father, whose joys and sorrows were often visible on his face and in his eyes, I have a tendency to change the topic when something comes too close to home. Sheila likes to recall my speech at the wedding, in part because it was easy for me to make jokes and impossible, as it turned out, to say the familiar, and important things, such as thanking the Cowans for raising Sheila, telling my parents how much they meant to me, and proclaiming with all the friends and family there that I loved Sheila and why.

The truth is that in a life blessed with luck, my greatest good fortune was to meet Sheila. I loved her when she was in her twenties. I love her even more now. She has been a wonderful mother. The fact that Paul, Jamie, and David have all turned out so well is due entirely to her. How she put up with four men in the house I will never know. After David and his wife, Laurence, gave us Ethan, our first grandson, and now Liam, our second, when I watch them all at the farm in the Eastern Townships, it reminds me once again what Sheila has given me.

Sheila is in some ways my opposite. Where I can be impatient and impetuous, she is calm and considered. But we also share a love of people as well as a need from time to time to withdraw. We enjoy the same company at dinner, and as likely as not, we are also ready to head home at the same time. But most important, Sheila has been a friend and companion as well as a wonderful wife. Whether it involved family, business, or politics, when I was down, there was never a more powerful tonic for me than just being with Sheila. When my career took its unexpected — and from her perspective, unwelcome — turn from business into politics, Sheila never wavered in her support. As it turned out, she took to the political life more than she expected, though she was clearly happy when it was over. I have had and continue to have a life that would have been impossible without her, a life that is never happier than when she is with me.




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_016_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_015_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_014_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_013_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_012_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_056_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_011_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_055_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_010_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_054_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_053_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_052_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_L01_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_051_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_050_r1.jpg







OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_cvt_r1.jpg
HELLOR
HIGH WATER








OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_019_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_018_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_017_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_005_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_049_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_004_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_048_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_003_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_047_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_046_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_001_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_045_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_044_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_043_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_042_r1.jpg
LR
‘\_‘





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_041_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_040_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
HEBEL@R:
HIGH WATER

My Life in and Out of Politics

Paul Martin

<

EMBLEM
McClelland & Stewart





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_009_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_008_r1.jpg
. g 5





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_007_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_006_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_038_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_037_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_036_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_035_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_034_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_033_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_032_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_031_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_030_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_039_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_027_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_026_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_025_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_024_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_tp_r1.jpg
HELL UK HEwl WATE

—— MY LIFE IN AND OUT OF POLITICS —

PAUL MARTIN





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_023_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_022_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_021_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_020_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_029_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Mart_9781551993324_epub_028_r1.jpg





