
CYAN MAGENTA
YELLOW BLACK

SATURDAY, NOVEMBER  3, 2007
THE HAMILTON SPECTATOR A19

POINTS OF VIEW
Red Hill Valley Parkway saga over
“The Red Hill Valley Parkway is a posi-
tive step forward that will open up
Hamilton to continued investment and
the creation of jobs.”

– Mayor Fred Eisenberger, 
November 2007

Finally, today we open the road. 
The Red Hill Valley Parkway has

been a long and winding road. Fifty
years in the making, it has tested the
will of our citizens and the character
of our leaders. But the determination
of the people of Hamilton to finish the
job ultimately prevailed. And that is a
good thing, both for Hamilton and for
local democracy. 

At so many points along the way, it
would have been easy for Hamiltoni-
ans to give up. But they didn’t. The
citizens of this city refused to be de-
toured.  The community listened
carefully to arguments on both sides
and developed a sophisticated under-
standing of the environmental and
economic imperatives involved. Time
and again, local voters, by wide ma-
jorities, showed their support for
building it. 

The relatively small group of politi-
cally savvy opponents of the highway
had friends in high places at Queen’s
Park and in Ottawa. First, Bob Rae’s
NDP provincial government cancelled
funding for Red Hill in 1990 and then
in 1998 the Liberal cabinet of Jean
Chrétien and Sheila Copps attempted
to hijack the process by imposing a
second and entirely redundant envi-
ronmental assessment. 

While those political end runs de-
layed construction and drove up the
costs significantly, they didn’t achieve
their core objective of scuttling the
parkway. First, the NDP got punished
locally at the polls and the subsequent
provincial Conservative government
restored funding, then the city won
two consecutive judicial decisions
against the federal government that
sustained Hamilton’s right to proceed
with construction. 

Such democratic decisions did not
of course end the debate or deter the
detractors. 

But those dedicated to stopping the
road could never convince most
Hamiltonians to change their minds.
And as a result the politicians who
championed the “no” side were sin-
gularly unsuccessful at the municipal
ballot box. 

It’s no accident that every success-
ful candidate running for region and
city-wide office in the past 25 years
(including this writer in 1994 and
1997) has been a supporter of the pro-
ject, including Mayor Fred Eisenberg-

er. In at least two of those elections,
Bob Morrow against Brian Hinkley in
1991 and Larry Di Ianni versus David
Christopherson in 2003, Red Hill be-
came the ballot question and the re-
sults were definitive.

What is perhaps less well known is
how close we came on several occa-
sions to capitulating to the guerrilla
tactics of opponents and to attempts
by a few federal and provincial offi-
cials to erect bureaucratic roadblocks.
Political supporters were subjected to
relentless personal attacks and had
their pictures splattered on “wanted”
posters that were tacked up around
the city.  

This all took a toll on some of the
project’s political supporters. The
most precarious point in the 50-year
history of the project came in the late
’90s with the project two-thirds com-
plete. The “Linc” had opened for
business and was a resounding popu-
lar success. Environmental approvals
to finish the north-south connection
were in place, capital dollars were
budgeted and several structures worth
$40-$50 million had actually been
completed in the valley.

Then, unexpectedly, the federal Lib-
eral government intervened at the 11th
hour and just about did us in. While
Red Hill had consistently enjoyed 23-5
or 22-6 votes at the old regional coun-
cil, several reliable supporters were
nervous about challenging the federal
government in court and were
spooked by the belligerence of the op-
position.  

Had even a small number of sup-
porters broken ranks at that juncture,
there would have been a domino effect
on council and four decades of politi-
cal support could have collapsed
overnight. But then something re-
markable happened: We quietly chal-
lenged the wavering councillors to
again canvass their constituents on
the issue. 

When they did, they found that
community resolve was unshakable.
Average people understood that stop-
ping the project so close to completion
would be both an abuse of due process
and an economic disaster. That grass-
root resolve shored up regional coun-
cil, leading to successful court chal-
lenges. And the rest, as they say, is
history. 

Last week, I drove the new road with
two guys who know a little bit about
the Red Hill Valley Parkway. Former
mayor Jack MacDonald and my Gram-
pa Frank Cooke are old friends who
have both been involved in the project
since the early 1950s. 

Jack is 80 years old and Grampa is
93. Neither was sure they would live
long enough to see it finished. But
thanks to the vision and persistence of
so many citizens like them, Hamil-
ton’s future will be brighter for the
next generation.

Terry Cooke is a former Hamilton-
Wentworth regional chair. He is presi-
dent of Cooke Capital Corporation as
well as a corporate director with sever-
al companies.

Finding true meaning of living

BY THOMAS FROESE

KAMPALA, UGANDA ✦ And now,
this, from Michael J. Fox.

“If you were to rush into this room
and announce you’d struck a deal with
God, that the 10 years since my 
diagnosis could be magically taken
and traded for 10 more years as the
person I was before, I’d tell you to take
a hike. I’d never want that life again, a
sheltered, narrow existence fuelled by
fear and made livable by insulation,
isolation and self-indulgence.”

You’ll recall Fox, a Canadian and one
of Parkinson’s disease’s better-known
voices, was Alex Keaton from the hit
show Family Ties, a rather comical TV
character who once told his parents
that his biggest fantasy is to roll in a
bed, naked, with mounds of money.

And now? This candid quote from
Fox, which I recently stumbled across
during an office cleanup in my African
home. Thud. It falls like reality. Fox
now easily tells of his freedom, no
longer “very driven and very ambi-
tious and very consumed by outside
things,” but rather into “very inside
things.”

The price? Losing your health.
Finding your soul? Priceless.

Days after I rediscovered Fox’s
quote, John Angle, a successful banker
from Los Angeles, told me, “Coming
to Africa reminds me to live with less.
We don’t need half of what we have.”

The price? Foregoing a luxurious
holiday elsewhere. Seeing everyday
simplicity? Priceless.

A little while later, in a grass hut, an
American friend told me of his desire
to rescue Obvious, a Zimbabwean 
student struggling to get even one
meal a day for his family in that 
disastrous country.

The price? Taking a minute to hear
of a stranger’s need. Knowing he has
food? Priceless.

A few days later, the cops stopped
me for talking on my mobile while 
driving, during an emergency call
from Alice, our house-help who was
in hospital to deliver a child. 

“Tell the magistrate,” said the 
officer grabbing my phone, before
telling me that Uganda’s floods have
dislocated his family. We entered into
an all-too-common dance of police
bribery. 

The price? Twenty thousand
shillings, about $13 Cdn, or two days
police wages. 

Being reminded of thousands of
homeless Ugandans? Priceless.

The next day, our gardener Richard
approached me, shaking like a leaf,
just like last Christmas when 
Emmanuel, his four-day-old son,
died. 

He needed emergency medicine for
his three-year-old daughter Peace.
She’d been vomiting all night with
malaria, which now kills 70,000
Ugandans, mostly children, annually.

The price? $15 Cdn. Knowing this
maybe saved a little child’s life? 
Priceless.

That night Alice phoned, screaming
in horrific pain, from her cellphone to
mine. “Mr. Thom, the baby’s not
coming out!” 

In a surreal 911
moment where
anyone can now
relay their own
death via mobile,
I knew Alice
could be perish-
ing in childbirth,
just like 6,000
Ugandan women
do every year.

She survived, and I soon held 
newborn Divine. “Mr. Thom, tell me a
prophecy,” Alice said. “Tell me she’s
going to America.” 

Noting that I wasn’t much of a
prophet, I could only muster, “Alice,
with a name like Divine, she’ll 
probably eventually go to heaven, a
much better place.”

The price of helping Alice? Besides
her transport, and that police bribe?
About twenty bucks Canadian, for the
gloves, buckets and cotton that 
Ugandan mothers supply at their own
deliveries.

And holding Divine? 
Priceless.
This has been the first 16 days of my

family’s recent return to Uganda. 
And life’s beat will go on like this,

interesting and disturbing, for the
next eight months of our current
tenure.

So, am I impressed that some 
53 heads of state, and the Queen, one

of the most pampered persons on the
planet, are about to arrive for 
Uganda’s first-ever Commonwealth
summit? 

Not really. 
Not when you see these other folks

here.
Because it’s been said that if you say

just one prayer in your entire lifetime
— “thank you” – that it would suffice.

And here, unlike in the rich world’s

credit-card culture, where someone
has somehow switched all the 
price-tags, you can actually find the
right headspace to do this.

It’s called 
getting over
yourself.

So to Divine
and those others
who are heroic
and true 
survivors, thank
you for helping
me to at least
whisper, today,

and if I’m fortunate, tomorrow, that
simple gratitude.

Thomas Froese is a Canadian 
journalist who lives part-time in
Hamilton. E-mail him  at
140765@sympatico.ca

THOMAS FROESE, SPECIAL TO THE SPECTATOR

Alice Kembabozi, a single mom in Mukono, Uganda, holds Divine, five days old, with her son, Amos, 5, and Patience, 2.  

The Points of View page welcomes arti-
cles analysing or commenting on issues
important to readers, from all view-
points, especially if based on personal
knowledge. We will notify those whose
articles are accepted.

Call Submissions Editor Robert
Howard with ideas at 905-526-3463, or
submit articles by:

❚ Fax to 905-526-3558.

❚ E-mail to povpage@thespec.com
❚ Deliver or mail to Points of View,

The Hamilton Spectator, 44 Frid Street,
Hamilton L8N 3G3.

This page provides a forum for diverse
views from columnists and members of
the community. The views expressed do
not necessarily reflect those of The
Hamilton Spectator.

WRITE US

DAVID ESTOK

TERRY COOKE

OK, Hamilton, now it’s your turn.
For the past several months, The

Spectator has been writing about the
future of this city. We have tried to
engage the community in a debate of
just where Hamilton may be headed.
As the manufacturing base that
served this city so well for so many
years changes, and as the shadow of
the CN Tower gets longer, we felt it
was time to talk about the future.

The series, dubbed Hamilton Next,
included a 48-page supplement we
published Wednesday that looked at
several sectors of the economy. We
have already had some good reader
reaction to the section and we plan to
continue to report on where Hamil-
ton’s economy is headed.

Now we want you to have a little
fun. Future City is an Internet-based
game you can play on our website —
thespec.com — in which you can take
a hand at personally developing
Hamilton beginning in the year 2022.
A mixture of fun, fantasy and some
serious issues, the game will see
Hamilton “age” each week by seven
years, until the year 2122.

“It’s part game, part reality TV
show, part Sim City, and part Second
Life, but it is all Hamilton,” says Tom
Hogue, thespec.com’s senior web ed-
itor. “Every week, new scenarios will
be presented and the city will morph
and adapt through big scientific dis-
coveries, shifts in the economy and
new environmental realities.”

This week, readers were asked
where they felt a new shipping canal
to replace the Welland Canal should
be built. The results will be revealed
later. 

To play the game, simply go to
www.thespec.com, click on the Fu-
ture City picture, then hit the big blue
button and sign up for the game. See
you online.

❚ ❚ ❚

Tonight marks the last game of the
season for the 2007 Hamilton Tiger-
Cats. 

It has been a tough year for fans.
Spectator readers had a chance to
learn more about the Ticats this sea-
son with expanded coverage that in-
cluded a Game Day insert for each
home and away game. And this past
week, our writers, including Steve
Milton, Ken Peters, John Kernaghan
and Scott Radley, looked at what went
wrong this year and what needs to
change to make the Cats competitive
in 2008. 

Longtime Spectator staffer Gary
Curtis has also written a first-person
piece in today’s paper that reflects the
feelings of many fans.

One of my best friends from Bishop
Ryan High School, David Ardell, has
lived in Calgary for more than two
dozen years. Each season, though, he
still cheers for his hometown Ticats.
He told me during a recent visit home
that every Monday morning he suffers
the slings and arrows of his co-work-
ers as the team loses yet another game.

Yet he never gives up. We won’t ei-
ther and after renewing our seats we
will wait and hope for better days.

❚ ❚ ❚
Later this month, Hamilton born

Daniel Lanois will be playing in town
at Hamilton Place. Lanois, who has
produced such well-known music
stars as U2, Bob Dylan, and Peter
Gabriel, is also a solo performer you
won’t want to miss. 

You also won’t want to miss an up-
coming three-part series that looks at
Lanois and his life, written by 
Spectator reporter Jon Wells.

David Estok is The Spectator’s 
editor-in-chief. 
editorfeedback@thespec.com

Time to step
up and play
for future 
of Hamilton

A visitor in Uganda sees the light, through the tattered lives of those around him

In a grass hut, an American friend told me of his desire to 
rescue Obvious, a Zimbabwean student struggling to get even
one meal a day for his family in that disastrous country.
The price? Taking a minute to hear of a stranger s need.
Knowing he has food? Priceless.
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