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And so today we honor Allan, not only by 
profoundly feeling and expressing our loss 
through tears and memories but also 
remembering Allan, an unexampled man who 
played a unique and special role in our lives. 

I first met Mr. Caley when I was hired on a contract 
with Arc Industries in February of 1988.  I 
remember that like it was yesterday. He extended 
his hand and with a wink and a nod said ?Hey my 
name is Allan?. What I noticed most was the 
Cheshire cat grin he had on his face. I thought to 
myself ?this man is quite a Casanova?. Little did I 
know that Allan would be one of my greatest 
teachers as I walked through the new chapter of 
life as a social service worker. He taught me 
patience (how to have lots lol), the importance of 
treating people receiving supports with respect 
and most importantly that if you didn?t have a 
great sense of humor you wouldn?t last a week! 

As we got to know more about each other, I came 
to discover that Allan?s dad Royce was our mail 
man when I was just a little girl. Allan thought that 
was the coolest thing ever. It was that one small 
but huge common that we could talk about when 
Allan was missing his dad or just a having a rough 
day. 

Allan loved his family with all his heart. Royce and 
Ruth were pretty awesome parents. They were the 
parents that wondered what would happen if they 
simply went on assuming their child would do 
everything?perhaps not as quickly?perhaps not 

by the book, but what if they simply erased the 
growth and development charts with all its 
precise, constrictive markers and curves?.what if 
they kept their expectations but erased the 
timeline?what harm could it do so why not try? In 
doing this they raised a child that became a man 
who saw the world without limitations or 
prejudice! 

As I move on with my journey through life many 
things will remind me of Allan, most of all 
Shakespeare?s Romeo and Juliet. Why you ask?  
Every night Al would leave 250 Sherbrooke and 
he would yell from the van ?Lisa Lisa where for art 
thou Lisa? until he was dropped off at home. The 
van drivers would fill me in each morning about 
how much they loved that! 

If I was to choose a song that best suited Allan 
and his path through life, I would choose Frank 
Sinatra?s ?I did it my way? 

?For what is a man what has he got 

If not himself, than he has naught 

To say the things he truly feels 

And not the words of one that kneels 

The record shows I took the blows and did it my 
way? 

As we leave today may we all take a page from 
Allan?s biography: 

?Most people have NEVER learned that one of the 
main aims in life is too enjoy it? Samuel Butler. 


