
R: Giselle Roader, author of "We Don't Talk About That". I have a story that I like to relate. I 
met an old gentleman who had, who was born in 1894, '95. I met him when he was 94. But 
when he was 102, he was invited to go, by the Canadian government to go to the 
anniversary over to Belgium. And when he came back, I had a birthday and I wanted to see 
him because he was in an old age home and I wanted to take him out for dinner. And he 
said 'you can come Giselle, but I will not shake your hand'. And I said 'you never did that 
anyway, you know, you always gave me hug'. And he said 'yeah, but now I came back from 
Belgium and I shook the hand of 3 queens and I don't want to wash that off'. [Laugh]. So 
this friend, he used to work for the Canadian government. At one time, he was asked to run 
for Prime Minister. And I said 'why didn't you?' And he said 'are you crazy? Do you know I 
had more power behind the scenes than I had, like the man who became Prime Minister. So 
I didn't want to'. He was also a Sunday school teacher, so he really knew his bible. And 
once he asked me 'do you know how camel gets through the needle ear? The ear of the 
needle?' And I said 'no'. And he said 'Well, it's easy'. Because the old cities had walls 
around them. Was a big gate, that was closed at a certain time in the evening. And beside 
it, was a small, a very small little door that was called the ear of the needle. Because 
whoever came late had to ring a bell, and yeah, identify themselves. And with their camels, 
they had to crawl through that little door. And that's, but see in the Bible, there are so many 
things that we don't understand and we think it's like a fairy tale, but it all has a reason, and 
he knew all that. I had asked him, when he was 102 'if you die, please leave me your bible'. 
Because there was so many notes in it, that I thought that would be the best thing that I 
could get. I never got it. And you know how this man died? He told a joke to 4 of his table 
companions in the old age home at lunch, and before he could come to the punch line, he 
started laughing. And he fell over and he was dead, fell off his chair. He was dead and 
nobody ever found out what the punch line was. And that is my friend, Fred. 


