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For my beloved sister, Kathleen, and her husband, Bruce MacGregor
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There amid the anxiety, fear, blood, sadness, exhaustion, torment, isolation, and fatigue, is an outstretched handanother existence, proffering a transfusion of energy, encouragement, and instructional wisdom from a seemingly external source. A presence appears, a Third Man who, in the words of legendary Italian climber Reinhold Messner, leads you out of the impossible.

John Geiger, The Third Man Factor
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FOREWORD

For each of us, there comes at least one moment when we find ourselves at a personal or professional crossroad. We make a decision that defines our future, whether or not we are aware of it at the time. In that moment, all the work we have done to develop and nourish our character, values and principles, knowledge and skills is realized. For Denis Shackel, that moment came when he made the decision to continue his climb up, rather than down, the mountain.

I have known Denis, who leads our Communications Faculty team at Ivey, for the past five years as both a colleague and a friend. Many of us at the School have had the privilege of hearing first-hand the story of his experience on Mount Ruapehu in New Zealand. It is now an anchor to an excellent three-day program, open to the public, called Leadership, Persuasion and Influence through Communications. Although I have heard his inspiring story of loss, love and courage on more than one occasion, it never fails to linger for days as I ponder the question What would I have done?

For the past six years, my focus has been the development of one form of leadershipbusiness leadership. These years have marked a time of soul-searching for me and for many others, both in the business world and in business schools. After a series of crises over the decade, culminating in the near collapse of our financial system in the fall of 2008, business leadership has come under intense scrutiny. It has become clear that significant changes have taken place in the demands placed on business leaders as they respond to a rapidly changing global environment. Leadership itself is changing.

With globalization, a growing integration of markets, and the rapid advance of technology and information systems, business is brimming with opportunities and endless possibilities but also with new and very complex challenges. Today, effective leaders need the ability to anticipate and quickly adapt to change. Perhaps most important, in this new, flattened world, standout leaders are no longer found in the corner office alone. Leadership happens throughout the enterprise, from top to bottom; we are all leaders, no matter what our title.

Todays leaders must be exceptional team players. More than ever, they must be able to influence and persuade those over whom they have no power. They need to build, foster and influence a complex web of relationships across all levelsfrom employees, partners and suppliers to customers, citizens and even competitors. Leaders need a solid understanding of business units across the enterprisean enterprise that may include offices in a number of diverse cultures and political realities. Todays great leaders engender trust, encourage initiative and secure loyalty. We call this new form of leadership Cross-Enterprise Leadership.

Does that seem a tall order for any one person? It shouldnt. Leadership does not begin when you scan your badge at the office door. Leadership begins when you wake up, look in the bathroom mirror, and decide on your attitude towards the morning, and it continues with each role you take on throughout the day. Leadership is really about choosing how to manage your life. It is a personal choice.

Deniss book has arrived just in time to return us to the fundamentals of personal leadershipthe principles, practices and habits that define a life well lived and result in career goals that become career achievements and dreams that take flight. I was particularly taken with Deniss central messageto slow down, even for just five seconds. Stepping back is an integral part of the process of moving forward, particularly in crisis situations.

Martin Luther King Jr. once said, The ultimate measure of a man is not where he stands in moments of comfort and convenience, but where he stands in times of challenge and controversy. As an educator, I have often been asked what I do when I find myself in crisis, or when black and white dissolve into a murky grey. There is no easy answer. The best thing you can do, I tell my students, is to slow things down. Step off the treadmill. Look with the eyes of an outsider at what is going on in the organization. Consult with people you trust. Most important, listen to your heart. If it doesnt feel right, it probably isntno matter what anybody is telling you. This clarity does not happen by accident. It comes from a foundation of knowing who you are. Your compass must recognize true north in order to find it. So whether intuition or spiritual inspiration is your guiding light in a moment of crisis, it evolves from a strong foundation of principles, values and beliefs developed long before that moment.

When Denis asked me what I thought of the idea of developing Five Seconds at a Time, the story of his Mount Ruapehu experience, into a practical and accessible book on leadership, I gave a resounding Yes! Denis is an award-winning faculty member at the Ivey Business School who transforms the classroom into a living laboratory in which students are challenged to know themselves first, so that they may communicate their message most effectively to others. Experience, we believe, is the best way to develop the wisdom and sound judgment leaders need in the real world. If anyone could transform that experience into a book, I knew it would be Denis.

Five Seconds at a Time is meant to be experienced, not simply read. It is a book designed to transform your corporate meeting room, favourite caf or family living room into a classroom. It is a book meant to be shared with colleagues, friends and family. Read the book, and when your moment comes, youll be ready.



Dean Carol Stephenson, O.C.

Lawrence G. Tapp Chair in Leadership

Richard Ivey School of Business

University of Western Ontario



1
THE CLIMB

Hey, Bruce, your crampons falling off!

As my beloved brother-in-law turned to look at his boot, I didnt imagine for a second that he would instantly lose his balance and begin a 3,000-foot, 100-mile-an-hour plummet to his death at the foot of the glacier.

Bruce and I had planned this mountain climb several years before. At the time, we had talked excitedly of conquering the tallest peak in New Zealand, Mount Cook (12,316 feet), and of hoping to join those who had overcome the considerable difficulties involved. But many had died in attempting this climb. As husbands and fathers, we decided that pursuing this particular dream might be irresponsible, so we would instead share a less dangerous adventure. Mount Ruapehu, at 9,177 feet, is recognized as not too onerous a climb, and furthermore, Bruce, who had already climbed it several times, fondly referred to it as his favourite mountain. This was the backdrop to the moment in which I found myself gazing down the glacier upon which Bruce had spent his last few earthly moments.

As the horror of the moment exploded in my mind, the reality in which I found myself struck me like a sledgehammer. First to register in my racing brain was a surprisingly clear picture of a small white spot moving along the winding road that led away from the foot of the mountain. This tiny object was the van driven by my sister, Kathleen. The three of us had camped the previous night at the end of the road so that Bruce and I could start our memorable expedition before sunrise. The plan was for Kathleen to drive the camper around the base of the mountain and pick us up at the agreed-upon spot between five and six that evening. Until now, everything had gone as planned. We had excitedly awoken early, double-checked our gear, enjoyed a satisfying breakfast and begun our ascent, all before daybreak.

Bruce was not only an exceptional husband to Kathleen but also an unusually compassionate, empathetic and selfless man. He had insisted on carrying the pack containing our water, food and medical supplies during our ascent, as well as the layers of clothing we shed as the temperatures rose. In his typically meticulous way, he also had me demonstrate to him, once we reached the snow line, that I remembered from my earlier climbing experiences how to break a fall using my ice axe.

Immediately prior to my startled observation that the spikes on his right boot appeared broken, Bruce had been cheering me on in his typically positive manner. I had climbed to about 8,000 feet under his guidance, encouragement and instruction. Now I had to surmount a particularly steep and, for me, challenging few feet of the glacier to a rock that was protruding through the surface of the snow and on which Bruce was standing, looking down at me. He was still about twenty feet higher than I was when I made it to the lower end of the rock. I banged its icy cover with my axe as Bruce had taught me. Stepping onto the stability of the ice-free surface, I yelled up an exuberant We did it! Thanks, brother!

It was at this point that I realized that Bruce did not have stable footing under his right boot and my nightmare officially began. I will never forget the moments immediately following Bruces stumble. There was a muffled bang as the pack strapped to his back hit the surface of the glacier. He then began a feet-first descent toward me with unbelievable speed. He was slightly to my left, and as he came rocketing down, I instinctively thrust out my left hand to catch him. Seeing my extended hand, Bruce stuck out his. Of the more than two billion seconds I have been alive, there is one second I will never forget. As the gap between our hands shrank with lightning speed, our eyes connected for a split second, and we realized what appeared imminent. Bruce pulled his hand back and, in so doing, allowed me to write this story. While we hadnt had time to exchange words, I am absolutely sure we both recognized that had he accepted my outstretched hand, his momentum would have yanked me off the rock and hed have taken me with him. Bruces extraordinary love was the main reason I described him at his funeral as the most Christ-like man Ive ever met. These last few seconds of my seeing Bruce alive are engraved in my memory. I will never forget them for the rest of my days.

After Bruce disappeared from my sight beyond a rock immediately below me, I fleetingly lost consciousness out of shock. Once I came to, fortunately still clutching the rock, I assumed that the task ahead of me was to climb downward to the level where Bruce had stopped his fall, to help him regain his stability so we could continue on our shared journey. Little did I realize that he was now with his Creator and my task was more realistically that of survival. It was about eleven oclock when I began my descent, studying any area where Bruce could possibly be.

By about one oclock, I felt anxious. By two, I began to panic. By three, I was desperate. By four, I simply couldnt comprehend how I had not yet found Bruce. All that my bewildered mind could fathom was that the clear and uninterrupted view of the mountain face below me did not include evidence of Bruces presence or even of his slide. (It wasnt until the close of the following day that I learned that the rare conditions of that particular week in mid-May had turned the ice and snow into a steel-like surface impenetrable to the spike of Bruces ice axe. I will always graphically see and hear his axe spike screeching along the surface of the mountain.)

Emotionally and physically exhausted, I rested for a few minutes on a de-iced rock. Having spent more than four hours looking for Bruce, I felt grief in my failure to find him. And now the incoming clouds were beginning to obscure the valley below, preventing a clear view of anything farther than about fifty feet. What do I do now? I thought. Should I continue going farther down looking for him or assume I must have somehow missed him and begin climbing back up?

At this point of fatigue and disillusion, I believe it was intuition that prompted me to scramble back up the mountain. I have no concrete proof or rational explanation for this conviction but now understand why writer Warren Bennis has referred to intuition as a blessed impulse. The urge to climb upward was dominant. Minutes before he slipped, Bruce had mentioned the existence of a hut anchored into the face of the glacier very near the mountains summit. The thought that the hut might house a means of sounding an alarm seemed secondary to the strong pull to head upward.

Whether it was right or wrong, the decision to climb up proved to be one that, I believe, shaped the remainder of my life. It has been said that in our moments of decision, our destiny is determined. My choice launched me into another chapter of this memorable day. I dont recall how long it took or, for that matter, how I regained the height from which Bruce had slipped, but I somehow managed to do so as the sun began to hide behind the side of the mountain. Then began another series of experiences that have also contributed to changing my life.

I could see the hut. To my despair, not only was it considerably higher and to the left of where Id calculated it to be; it also perched beyond a wall of ice. At this point, I heard words that I unequivocally believe were spoken to me by God himselfwords I had heard before but whose exact source I could not place. Yes, I knew they were from Scripture, and I may even have guessed they were spoken by Saint Paul, but I wasnt certain. From behind me and above my right shoulder clearly came the words I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me. Some might argue that my brain had simply kicked in with information that had been stored there since my Sunday-school days. Or that the words came to me as a consequence of my efforts over recent years to memorize certain Biblical quotes. But I prefer the reasoning that God offered me profound words of encouragement and a gracious reminder of where my real strength lay. Even today, I have no earthly explanation of how I managed to climb the ten-foot ice wall and eventually grab hold of the wooden supports anchoring the hut into the face of the mountain.

Around six oclock, I reached the hut. After momentarily collapsing against one of its buttresses and then crawling around to its front, I discovered the hut was used infrequently to say the least. A good eight inches of ice blocked the doorwaymy first clue that although I had attained this goal, the search for a means to call for help, which had played a role in motivating my climb back up the glacier, was unlikely to be successful.

Once I was inside, my spirits fell even lower. There was definitely no phone. In fact, the large storage cupboards, all conveniently labelledBlankets, Ropes, Supplieswere empty! I opened storage box after storage box and found nothing but dirty floorboards staring up at me. And then I glimpsed a locked cupboard. A few swings of the ice axe broke the hinges. I pulled out an oblong metal tin with the label Four Rations Food taped on the outside.

The spikes on my boots made quick work of prying open the soldered lid to reveal four tins of spaghetti, five candles, a box of matches and a tube of honey marked New Zealand Army. While I did later squeeze some honey into my mouth, it was not what I craved. I would have given almost anything for the water bottles in Bruces pack. I felt dizzy and overwhelmingly exhausted, and I believe my raging thirst contributed to these feelings. Then I spotted a single can of beerNew Zealand Steinlager, my favourite brandperched on one of the two-by-four supports between the wall studs. A sudden gift brought by an angel of mercy! My inclination was to not only grab it but gulp it down. With supernatural restraint, I punctured the can with my crampon and poured the drink through the cracks of the floorboards. I knew the alcohol would make me dehydrated, so the beer was potentially more harmful than useful. The empty can, however, was very useful and became instrumental in my eventual rescue.

I also found a fibreglass tobogganthe sort used to carry (slide) an injured person down a slope. Attached to the shell was a bright orange liner that would be used to wrap the patient in and some rope, meant to secure his or her body. The toboggan itself wasnt of use to me, but I thought the liner could prove valuable because of its colour. I secured the rope to the door frame of the hut and, with a gentle push, slid the toboggan down the mountain. The rope was about twenty feet long, and I thought the orange splash against the snow might draw attention to my whereabouts. (I never learned whether or not it was spotted.)

It was now almost dark, and with the temperature rapidly plummeting, I mourned not only the water bottles in Bruces pack but also the warm clothing. The supply of spaghetti (also opened with my boot spikes) proved worthless, as rust had formed on the inside of each tin. But at least with the contents thrown out, a container could hold the five candles. Thankfully, the matches still worked, and I was able to dispel the ominous darkness. In another spaghetti tin, I melted the ice chipped from the doorway and created drinking water. While I had finally quenched my thirst, my even greater need was somehow to deal with the already freezing temperature, which was gradually dropping even further. Dressed in shorts, a T-shirt and a sunhat, I could think of only one thing to do: jump up and down beneath the peak of the hut to keep my blood flowing. My mind did not give up on jumping, but my body eventually did. I collapsed on the floor.

Im not sure how long I lay on the floorboards, my teeth chattering uncontrollably, before something prompted me to pull myself up onto one of the cupboards. From there, the flickering light of a single candle drew my attention to a makeshift table against the wall. On this rough square of plywood supported by a couple of two-by-four legs lay a book, which I recognized when I looked more closely as the Holy Bible, incredibly put there through the work of the Gideon Bible Society.

In awe of the tenacity and commitment of the Gideons, I picked up the book. The candle offered enough light for me to read by. A single typed page, glued inside the front cover of this blue, cloth-bound volume, listed various human emotional conditions and suggested specific passages relevant to each state. I recall reading, In times of joy, turn to page, In times of sadness, turn to page, along with similar entries for loss, worry, fear and so on. The line that called out to me at that moment read, In times of despair, turn to page 1,048. I followed the instructions and will never forget the goosebump response that was clearly not related to my shivering. There, on the right-hand page, at the top of the right-hand column, a verse leaped off the page as if emblazoned: I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me. I now know that the actual reference is Philippians 4:13, but outside on the glacier, only about three hours earlier, when I had heard those same words, I could not have named the source.

The result was absolute confidence that I was not alone up there and the assurance that if I were to freeze to death before morning, I was ultimately being looked after and watched over by God himself. Although this knowledge did not even begin to ease my physical discomfort in the bone-rattling temperature of thirty degrees below, my spirits were lifted and my hope rekindled. I certainly credit my attitude, my positive thinking and my faith for my survival.

A number of other coincidences, which I believe were supernaturally engineered, saved my life. The wonder of reading the very words Id heard earlier inspired my hope and increased my adrenaline sufficiently for me to persevere through the cold. The air by this point was so desperately frigid that on each inhalation, I felt as if pins and
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