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			For Krista, Hayley, and Marissa.

			None of this would have been possible without your love, patience, and belief in me. More than any win or accomplishment, I wanted to make you proud.

			I love you.
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			September 16, 2025

			The first time I talked about retiring was way back in 2011. It’s funny when I think about it now, given that all of my Brier wins came after that date.

			We had a pretty good team back then, with Mark Nichols and Ryan Fry and for a couple of months Randy Ferbey. Kevin Martin’s Alberta rink was number one in the world, Ontario’s Glenn Howard was number two, and we were number three. We had some success against Kevin, but for some reason it felt like we could never beat Glenn.

			After winning the gold medal at the Turin Olympic Games in 2006, we didn’t even make it to the trials for the 2010 Vancouver Olympics, and that was a real disappointment. It would have been incredibly special to be part of an Olympics on Canadian soil. I remember watching television and seeing Wayne Gretzky at the curling venue. I had Wayne Gretzky wallpaper in my bedroom as a kid. Seeing him there, seeing the intensity of the crowd, really made me wish I was there.

			At that time, Mark had moved to Manitoba and was thinking about retiring. We were also separating from Randy after just one season, and in any case he was coming to the end of his career. It looked like it would just be me and Ryan, and if we were to keep going, I would have to find at least two new players to fill out a team.

			That’s when I said to my wife, Krista, “I don’t know if I’m going to continue.”

			Curling had been the centre of my world since I was thirteen. I gave up hockey for it, gave up golf. My only goal—and maybe some people thought I was a bit obsessive about it—was to become the best curler in the world.

			Krista and I met when we were both studying at Memorial University in St. John’s, and she knows me better than anyone else. It was 2001. We were both taking stats, and we just happened to sit next to each other at the first class of the year and we chatted a little bit.

			That was one of the few classes I went to in person because we were on the road so much, I did most of my degree through distance learning (before distance education had really become a thing) and only showed up for exams. The next time I ran into Krista, I was out playing pool with Jamie Korab at a place called Dooly’s, and I remember taking an interest in her. Then one night I was down at a bar and I ran into Krista’s cousin—though I didn’t know at the time it was her cousin—who I’d gone to school with from kindergarten to grade 12. Krista arrived a while later and we chatted some more and exchanged phone numbers.

			Krista actually initiated our first date—she called me up and said “Let’s go out.” The problem was, it was the same night as the season finale of the first season of Big Brother, and my mother, my sister, and I loved that show and watched it religiously. I was in a real conundrum. Do I abandon my mom and sister for the season finale after we’ve been watching it together every week? (This was before PVRs.) Or do I say no to this date?

			I did a wild thing. I invited Krista over to watch the show with me and my mom and my sister. And maybe just as wild, she actually agreed to come over, and the four of us watched it together. So Krista knew right from the start that I was pretty close to my mother. (To this day, our family still watches every season of Big Brother and our kids love it as well.)

			She also learned pretty quickly about my love for curling. Krista was there through the early stages of my career. She went with me to my first Brier, in 2003, and she saw what the curling world was like—I was a decent-looking twenty-two-year-old athletic curler going into the Brier Patch, and all of a sudden there was a lot of attention on me. But Krista was super cool about it. She never got jealous. She never got worried. She played along and had a bit of fun with it.

			The next Brier was in Saskatoon in 2004, and that was a crazy scene. It was also the first time that Kevin Martin asked me to play with him. Krista and I had to talk over whether we’d be willing to move to Alberta—we’d been together for three years at that point, and certainly any decision that I made in that regard was going to involve her. In the end we decided that we didn’t want to leave home. We also both felt that I could win a Brier on my own, and that it would be more special to do it while representing Newfoundland.

			I should say that Krista has been there through all the ups and the downs, the highs and the lows, and has always been super supportive. Over the course of my career there have been far too many times when she has quietly taken on extra work, extra responsibility, and extra burdens at home so that I could stay focused on curling. Whether I was training, competing, or travelling, she was often carrying way more than her share. The sacrifices Krista has made have not usually been seen by others, and too often they were probably not acknowledged the way they should have been by me, either. She held things together at home and gave more of herself so I could keep playing.

			The truth is that anything I have accomplished in curling has her fingerprints all over it. Her belief in me, her patience, and her love have been part of every step of my career. She has been with me through the darker moments and has been the first person I want to see after a big win. I was the one out on the ice, but she has been part of every victory, every lesson, and every milestone along the way.

			That first conversation about retirement was one of those times when she showed she knew me maybe better than I knew myself. “You’re too young, and you’re too good, and you have too much to give,” she said to me. (Now there’s also a chance that Krista tried to talk me out of quitting because she didn’t want thirty-year-old me hanging around the house a whole lot more.) And then she suggested I go and have a talk with Toby McDonald.

			Toby was my friend and my mentor—my guru, really—the coach of our 2006 Olympic gold medal team and also a very successful lawyer in St. John’s. He was the type of guy who would rarely give me a direct answer. Instead, he’d answer my questions with questions of his own, and I would have to figure out the answers for myself.

			Our conversation quickly turned from whether or not I was going to quit to what I’d have to do to keep playing and stay motivated.

			“What would you want your ideal team to look like?” Toby asked me.

			“I’d want to find three players who are just like me,” I said. “I’d want three players who are hardworking, who are talented, and who are willing to do whatever it takes to be the best in the world.”

			Without missing a beat, Toby said, “That’s a terrible idea. If there were three players like you on your team, you’d kill each other. You can’t have four players with type A personalities like yours. I think you should go out and find three young guys who are early in their careers.”

			And then Toby said something that was hard for me to hear. He told me I had to become a much more patient leader. At that stage of my career, I admit I couldn’t understand why everyone wasn’t working as hard as I was, why they wouldn’t or couldn’t devote as much of themselves to curling as I did. Toby said that instead of putting everyone else in my shoes, I had to put myself in their shoes for a change.

			I was upset when I walked away from that meeting, but looking back I know it was one of the most important lessons I ever learned.

			I thought back to one of my former teammates, Mark Ward. He played with us for two years and my first two Briers. In fact, if Jay Peachey hadn’t made an incredible shot to beat us in the Brier playoffs in Saskatoon in 2004, we would have won a spot in the Olympic Trials, and Mark would have been there with me and Mark Nichols and Jamie Korab. (Instead, we had to qualify the following year after Mark Ward stepped away from the team and moved to New Brunswick for a job.) Mark was the nicest teammate I ever had in my life and one of the nicest people you’ll ever meet. He was also twenty years older than the rest of us and at a completely different stage of his life. We were young, single guys who cared only about curling. He had a wife and kids and a job.

			Whenever I played with Mark, I got frustrated because he wasn’t doing all those extra things that the rest of us were doing to get better. Today I understand everything he was trying to balance, and I cringe at the way I was thinking back then. He did absolutely everything he could to be as ready as he could, but his first priority was his family. He was in the gym, he was practising, he’d go to every event. Mark did all the things we asked him to do, but I was wanting more. Looking back, I feel so bad about my lack of empathy.

			That’s exactly what Toby was talking about.

			It took some time, but I eventually did change the way I dealt with my teammates.

			And I decided to keep going.
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			Fifteen years later, raising the topic of retirement was a very different conversation. Krista and I had talked about the future during the COVID pandemic, when we had no idea where the sport—or the world, for that matter—was heading. When it looked like the season was going to be cancelled in 2020–21, I decided to use the time to start studying for an MBA at Queen’s University in Kingston in preparation for whatever my life would look like after curling.

			Our team—myself, Mark Nichols, Brett Gallant, and Geoff Walker—wound up going back to play in the “Calgary bubble,” where we lived in isolation and competed in an arena with no fans from February through May 2021. Eventually I finished my degree. In 2022, when we won the bronze medal at the Beijing Olympics, I could have quit. But we went on to win the Brier that year and then lose in the final of the world championships, and I felt I was still at the top of my game with some business still unfinished.

			Then with Brett Gallant leaving the team after the 2022 season, and especially with the way that ended (more on that later), I was really motivated to try to win another Brier without him—which we did.

			By the time we got to the final of the 2024 world championships in Schaffhausen, Switzerland, after winning my sixth Brier, I began to feel my career was on the clock. We were in against Niklas Edin from Sweden. Both Mark and I played really well, but Geoff Walker and E.J. Harnden struggled, which put us behind the eight ball. Looking back, I think it was probably the best-managed game of my career, my peak from a skipping standpoint. The playbook kind of got thrown out the window. I ended up calling for a lot of shots that might not have been the usual ones in a particular situation, but I believed they gave us the best chance to win. Niklas and his team outplayed us by 8 percent, but we still forced him to draw the four-foot in a new path with his last rock to win the game.

			Needless to say, Niklas made the shot.

			I remember coming off after having played so well all week long and the only thing I could think was, “Do I really want to go through all of this again?” We’d had an incredible year—we’d won a Brier and a Players’ Championship and had lost a world’s final by a matter of inches—but everything that went into getting there, all the stresses, all the training, all the travel, and all the nagging injuries, was really taking a toll on me. That summer I started thinking that the Olympic year in 2025–26 would probably be it.

			Curling is no longer a year-to-year, season-to-season sport. The norm since the Olympics in 2002 has been for teams to make four-year commitments. The first time that curling was a full medal sport (it was a demonstration sport in Calgary in 1988) was in Nagano in 1998. But the Salt Lake City Games four years later, with Kevin Martin and Kelley Law representing Canada, was where it really became a big deal, and that’s when teams started locking in for full Olympic cycles. If you want to play with the best players you have to do that, and I had made a commitment to my guys that I’d be there with them trying to get to the Olympics in Milan Cortina in 2026.

			Near the beginning of the 2024–25 season, we had issues with E.J. Harnden and made the switch to Brendan Bottcher, which shocked a lot of people. (More on that later as well.) I admit that I was struggling with both my motivation and getting the most out of our team. There were a lot of distractions on the business side of the sport and I wasn’t entirely comfortable with the direction the world of curling seemed to be heading.

			The Curling Group bought the Grand Slam series from Rogers in the spring of 2024 and they had some different ideas about how they wanted to build the sport. Their plan was to create a fully professional curling league—the Rock League—which would be a big departure from the way the game had been structured in the past. The most significant change is that curlers, who have always been independent contractors responsible for their own teams, are going to be part of a franchise with a general manager who is going to be making decisions and exerting a lot of control over their careers. The Curling Group also wanted to bring back more of the social part of the game that had fallen away after curlers became more serious, especially after the sport was included in the Olympics.

			The Curling Group staged a kickoff event in Nashville at the end of the 2024–25 season to showcase their vision of the sport for fans and, maybe more importantly, potential investors. Fans voted online to select a player to participate in an all-star skins game, and I won. At first I wasn’t sure that I wanted to go, but I decided that it would be a good way to understand what the new guys were trying to accomplish.

			I wasn’t entirely comfortable with the kind of party vibe they were trying to create, but maybe that’s on me. The Curling Group is looking for engaging personalities who are going to connect with younger, less traditional fans, and I admit that I’m a little bit more old school. I just want to focus on being a great curler and making shots and playing the game. My reluctance to play along could be another sign that it’s time for me to consider doing something else.

			But I really hope the Rock League will be good for the sport and the athletes. I’m looking forward to seeing how it evolves.
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			And then there was the proposed reality series.

			In the spring of 2025, some television producers asked me to be part of a kind of Drive to Survive of curling. I didn’t want to miss out on something that might be good for the sport—I’m a huge fan of Drive to Survive, which explores the world of Formula One racing—so I decided to at least participate in the pilot episode.

			I sat down for an interview and the first question was: “Why don’t people like Brad Gushue?” That was red flag number one.

			I’d like to think that I’m well liked in the curling world, although I would understand, because we’ve had a lot of success, that there might be some resentment. I didn’t like Kevin Martin for a long time because he kept beating me. He was the best in the world, and that was what I wanted to be. But once I got to know Kevin, I found out that he was a really good guy, and we have had a great relationship ever since.

			I know there can be a bit of competitive tension on the ice, and I certainly understand it, but I’ve always been as kind as I can be to the other curlers. I don’t socialize much on tour. I’m not around other players a lot outside of the rink. But those are the only reasons I could think of why other players wouldn’t like me. I’m sure there are some people I’ve rubbed the wrong way over the years, but I hope most would say that I have been fair and respectful.

			Obviously, the producers of the show were trying to create a little bit of drama, some kind of rivalry narrative. That became even clearer when they asked me how I felt about Brad Jacobs.

			To be honest, I don’t know Brad very well on a personal level. On the ice, when he’s one of your biggest competitors, you have to have that little bit of hatred. You want to beat him and at times you hope he loses. That’s normal in sports. But I don’t know how he is with his family, how he is with his friends. I’m not able to make any judgment on who he is as a person. And that was my answer.

			The producers came back to me a few months later and said that they had interest from CBC, CBS, the BBC, and the Olympic Channel and that they needed to confirm that I was willing to be part of the series, or it might not happen.

			I was reluctant to commit because of my experience during the interview and I told them that I wanted to see the pilot they had produced to show the networks. By then I had started hearing rumours that Brad had said some pretty harsh things about me during his interview. I kept asking the producers and they kept stalling and pushing me to sign a contract. They said I needed to be part of it, but still, no pilot. I told them there was no way I was going to participate unless I saw it.

			Finally they sent it to me. I didn’t watch it—at least not right away—but Krista did and so did Brendan Bottcher. And they confirmed a lot of what I’d heard about it. Brad said he didn’t like me and called me a “prick” and a “phony” because we had cut his cousin E.J. Harnden from our team.

			When I finally listened to my own interview, I realized that every single one of my quotes was cut to fit into the narrative that the producers had wanted to create. (They may well have done the same thing with Brad’s interview.) They were pushing the on-ice rivalry, and I was fine with that. But the off-ice animosity, the alleged dislike between players, was manufactured, at least from my perspective.

			In the captions under our images in the pilot, they’d also given the players nicknames. Mine was “The Machine.”

			I’d be fine with it if they called me that because of my curling ability, the fact that for a long time I have competed at a high level. But I don’t think that’s what they were after. They were trying to cast me as an emotionless, robotic curling automaton.

			Anybody, even if they’ve only watched me from a distance, knows that’s not me.

			During a game, I try to stay pretty level headed. But when we win or when we lose, I have always shown plenty of emotion. People have seen me cry after games several times during my career. I wear my heart on my sleeve. I’ve broken brooms in frustration. And during interviews, I’m open and honest and say how I feel to the point that sometimes I’ve pissed people off, especially at Curling Canada.

			So that “Machine” label was manufactured, especially when you consider that the same people decided to label Brad Jacobs as “The Everyman.” The good old boy versus the curling robot.

			I’m the first to admit that I’m not the “everyman,” at least in terms of my curling career. Not everybody has been willing to make the sacrifices that I’ve made or some of the decisions I’ve taken. When it comes to my training regimen, my mental preparation, and nutrition, I’m dedicated to the sport to a degree that not everyone is. To be honest, there have been times when I wished I was the guy who could go out and drink a few beers with his buddies without worrying about having to get up in the morning and be ready for a workout. But I can’t get myself there.

			A good behind-the-scenes docuseries showcasing curling could be a great thing for the game. But I didn’t want to be part of a scripted show that was going to create stories out of nothing.

			I also knew that all the filming would be a real distraction. The producers were going to want a lot of time and a lot of interviews. There would constantly be cameras around, including in situations where I wouldn’t be comfortable having them there. With this likely being my last season, and an Olympic year, that could only be detrimental to my performance.

			If I believed the producers were going to portray me in an honest way, maybe I could have lived with it and participated in the series. And if I came across as an asshole, so be it—I’m an asshole. But I didn’t want to have my every sentence cut and twisted to suit their preconceived narrative. I think there are enough characters and enough stories in curling that you don’t have to go out and invent them.

			I had one last conversation with the producers over a Zoom call. They spent forty-five minutes begging me to be part of the show. They tried to guilt me into it. They said that without my participation, the series probably wouldn’t happen. They told me that I owed it to the sport and I owed it to my country.

			I failed to understand how I was letting down my sport and my country by not being part of their reality show, so the answer was still no. But best of luck to them.

			And by the way, it wasn’t because I have anything against reality TV. I’ve already mentioned my love of Big Brother. My daughters also completed an application for me to be on The Traitors, and Jamie Korab and I signed up to be on The Amazing Race—we actually got down to the interview process but didn’t make the final cut, likely because I would have been too boring.
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			When the 2024–25 season was done, Krista and I had a brief conversation about the future.

			“This is likely it,” I said.

			I wanted to take a little bit of time to let the wounds heal from what had been a challenging year, including the sudden change on our team from E.J. to Brendan, and make sure I wasn’t doing anything rash. We decided to go away on vacation for a couple of weeks before making a final call. Maybe there was a chance that I would feel better physically and the motivation to compete would come back. But that didn’t happen. When I got back onto the ice for training camp in August 2025, I felt some discomfort in the hip that I’d injured back in 2016 and that had been a lingering issue ever since. If there were an iota of doubt left in my mind about retirement, that erased it.

			I was forty-five years old. Mentally, I was feeling as sharp as ever, but I knew that physically I wasn’t going to be able to extract any more from my body.

			I remember being at the Olympics in 2006 with Russ Howard when he was fifty years old, and I saw the physical toll that it took on him—how he had to prepare compared to what we were doing at twenty-four and twenty-five. If I kept playing until 2030, I’d be fifty at the end of that Olympic cycle, and that didn’t seem too appealing.

			“I think it’s time,” I said.

			This time, Krista didn’t try to talk me out of it.

			I knew my decision meant I was going to have to have some conversations that I was dreading: telling my parents and my daughters, Marissa and Hayley, and then telling my teammates.

			My oldest daughter, Hayley, lives and dies for curling. She watches it on TV, she streams it, she knows the results of games before I do, she knows who we’re playing before I know. She’s a real rink rat.

			My youngest daughter, Marissa, is just getting into the sport. She’s a very chill girl who doesn’t show her feelings the way Hayley does.

			Hayley took the news hard, as I knew she would. She wondered who she was going to cheer for now. I know she’ll miss watching me, and miss that connection to the top level of the game. She had direct access to the best players in the world and knew what was going on behind the scenes.

			We both got a bit emotional. Hayley kept saying, “I’m sad and I don’t know why.”

			Marissa, true to form, was more matter of fact. “I knew this was happening,” she said. “I knew it all along.” Somehow she had put two and two together. But I also think that because she’s younger and hasn’t watched me play for as long, it was natural that she wasn’t quite as emotionally invested as her sister.

			Breaking the news to them was tough, but after an hour or so, we were back to joking around the way we usually do.

			And then I told my parents. My mother, Maureen, got a little teary-eyed but held it together better than I anticipated she would. My father, Ray, got really quiet. I know he’s going to miss being the “Walter Gretzky of curling,” the centre of attention every time he walks into the Brier Patch. He said he plans to stay connected to the sport even if I’m not playing, and I know the people he hangs out with will be glad to hear that.
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			The last step, before going public with the news, was letting my teammates know what was happening.

			Mark, Geoff, and I have played together for a long time. They understand the physical challenges that I’ve been through and I’ve shared with them my mental struggle over the last year. The truth is, they have had the same issues with motivation that I have. We still get excited about the bigger events, like the Brier, but the other ones feel like more of an obligation than anything.

			I wanted to give the guys a full season’s notice so they’d have plenty of time to figure out their curling futures and also to think about the effect this will have on their family life. My decision is going to have a huge ripple effect through our team, even if it might not come as a complete shock to them that I’m retiring.

			I’ve developed and managed our relationships with sponsors for as long as we’ve curled together and I’ve done a lot of the logistics work within the team. Curling is different than other sports—there’s no “league” per se, there’s no collective agreement or players’ association. We all arrange our own travel and accommodations on tour and make our own deals with sponsors.

			If the other guys want to continue playing as a team, they’ll either have to sign on with a skip who does what I’ve done, or they’ll have to take over managing sponsor relationships, signing and negotiating contracts with those companies, working out marketing plans, and booking team travel.

			But first they are going to have to navigate their way through curling’s annual “free-agent frenzy.” Those conversations about who is going to be playing with whom the following season are always going on behind the scenes in our sport, but they really start to pick up near the end of an Olympic cycle. Since residency restrictions were loosened in 2019 to allow one player per rink to live out of province, there has been a lot of movement as the best skips try to recruit the best players from across Canada, and the best players look for the best situation.

			“What are your plans for next year?”

			“Are you committed to playing as much?”

			“We should look at playing together down the road.”

			It isn’t blatant. Players kind of dance around the topic. You don’t usually come out and say anything publicly until after the Brier, when decisions have been made and teams have been officially dissolved and re-formed.

			After I announce my retirement plans, our guys will have lots of options. They’re great people and they’re great curlers. If I’d intended to keep playing, most would assume that they would be staying with me. But when the news breaks that I’m going to be gone at the end of the season, the door will be opened for them to approach, and be approached by, other skips.

			I hope that it’s not a distraction for them, but it’s a natural part of our sport. We’re going to be very open and honest about it. The guys will be free to take care of their own business as long as, when they get on the ice, they’re focused on the season in front of us and ready to go.
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			So that’s where my head is as I get ready to meet the guys for training ahead of our first competition of the year, the AMJ Masters in London, Ontario. I’ll tell them first, then the sponsors, and after that the rest of the world.

			Just about everybody I’ve spoken to in the last six months has asked me, “What are your plans after this year?” I danced around the question because the truth was, I hadn’t 100 percent made up my mind.

			I don’t want to do that anymore. I just want to be straight with them and say, “This is it.” I think people will understand, and if they don’t, nothing I can say or do will change that.

			I’ll weather the storm around the announcement, do the interviews, and then with luck we should be able to concentrate on the upcoming season, and especially the Olympic trials coming this fall.
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			I’m feeling at peace with my decision.

			I know that nothing I do during this last season is going to change how people think about my curling career. Another Brier is not going to change how people think of me as a curler, and another Olympic gold is not going to change how people think of me as a curler.

			If people think I’m the greatest of all time, they’re probably still going to think that; if they don’t, another Brier or another medal isn’t going to change their mind. (Growing up and competing against Kevin Martin, I always thought he was the greatest of all time. Would I have felt any differently about him if he’d won five Briers instead of four? I don’t think so.)

			I’m at the point now where my reputation is what it is, and that gives me a little bit of freedom.

			My bigger fear is what is going to fill the void in my life. It’s going to be a huge gap.

			I never felt that I was a “professional curler.” I always had a job outside of the sport. I’ve owned and run businesses, and I’ve always had other ways to make money.

			But curling has been my driving passion. It was all I thought about even when I was doing those other jobs that allowed me to continue to curl. What I ate, what I did throughout the day, the workouts, making sure I got enough rest—all of that was focused on allowing me to be the best curler I could be. I would sit down for Christmas dinner and not eat all the good stuff because I wanted to be ready to get back on the ice on Boxing Day—or even on Christmas night. When I went out with my buddies on a Friday night on George Street, I was the one who went home early and went to bed so I could get a good night’s sleep because I had to train in the morning. Every decision I made, the focus was “How is this going to impact my curling?”

			What was the driving force that pushed me to be in the best shape I could be, to make good decisions, to be the best player in the world? The truth is, I don’t know. And the other truth is that if I did know, if I had another passion that I could just plug in to replace curling, I’d feel a whole lot more comfortable than I do right now. But I don’t, and so it feels a little bit like I’m jumping out of a plane with no parachute and there’s nothing to catch me.

			I will still stay engaged with curling on some level—playing mixed doubles with my daughters or doing some work in the media. But I also want to find something else where I have close to the passion I had for curling, something that can push me day in and day out to make the kind of tough decisions that I made in my curling career.

			Another sport? Maybe. But I’m not sure there’s a sport I could do just for fun. I’ll give you an example. As a teenager, I was a nationally ranked golfer. I won the provincial championship in Newfoundland. I was incredibly good for my age. But then I made the decision to focus on curling and quit golf cold turkey. I didn’t play at all for five or six years.

			And then when I went back and played for fun, I wasn’t as good because I wasn’t putting in the time. I was ten shots worse than I had been as a kid. It still frustrates the hell out of me every time I go onto the golf course, not being able to pull off shots that used to be easy for me.

			I may be getting better at handling that frustration, but there are still times on the golf course where I become infuriated that I can’t make a flop shot over a bunker that I could make when I was sixteen or seventeen years old.

			So imagine me going out after I retire and curling with a few buddies on a Wednesday night and not being able to draw the four-foot on command or make a simple runback. I’d be so mad at myself. Logically it would make sense because I wouldn’t be putting in the time and effort anymore, but I don’t think a reasonable explanation would change how I was feeling. It would drive me crazy.

			The fun part of sports for me has always been getting better and seeing the improvement in my performance. That’s what pushes me and that’s where the pleasure comes from.

			The moment I love the most—and I know this may seem pretty strange to some of you—is going to the curling rink when nobody else is there. The only sound I hear is the rock sliding down the ice and hitting the pebbles, that rumble, the reason they call it “the roaring game.” I’m happy doing that for hour upon hour, working on one skill or another. It brings me the most joy. It is my sanctuary. It is where I find the most peace. I can shut out everything else. If I’m stressed about something, those thoughts disappear.

			It’s actually hard to find that opportunity back home now. The St. John’s Curling Club is so busy, the ice is almost never free (which is a great thing). But last year I was in a town called Martensville, Saskatchewan, just outside of Saskatoon, watching my daughter Hayley play. I reached out to the ice maker and he found some free time for me to go out and practise.

			I walked into this nice little four-sheet club, and the building was empty. The ice maker said, “On your way out, close the door and it will lock behind you.”

			I had the whole place to myself.

			At this stage of my career, I can’t throw as many rocks as I used to, but that day in Martensville I threw twice as many as I should have because I loved it so much. It brought me back to the way it felt when I was a teenager, when I could go to the curling club when I knew it would be deserted and throw as many shots as I wanted.

			When I got back to the hotel, Krista asked me, “How did practice go?”

			“It was amazing,” I said.
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			During the 2024–25 season, I didn’t have too many moments like that. I didn’t enjoy curling very much. Maybe, after I retire, I can get to that place in my mind again. But I won’t start to think about that until after my last competitive game is over, in spring 2026.

			I’m preparing mentally and physically for one last dance. There will be a chance to qualify for the Olympics—wouldn’t it be something if, exactly twenty years later, we were back in Italy playing for a gold medal? And after that, a shot at a seventh Brier back in the place where I won the first in 2017—my hometown, St. John’s, Newfoundland. That’s going to be a scene, but I can’t worry about it today.

			I know there are going to be times during the season, in a certain place or during a certain competition, when it hits me that this is the final time around, and the emotions are going to come out.

			It’s going to be an absolute battle, and in some ways I’m dreading it. But we’ll cross those bridges when we get there.

			Right now, it’s time to hit the ice.
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			A Proud Newfoundlander

			I am a Newfoundlander.

			I know that some of you think I don’t sound much like one because I don’t have an accent like Alan Doyle or Bob Cole or Mary Walsh. As the crow flies, it’s actually not that far from Petty Harbour, where Alan grew up, to Mount Pearl, which is now part of the larger St. John’s urban area, where I grew up in the 1980s and ’90s. But even though there are just a few miles between them, it’s almost like those two places were decades apart.

			I think my generation marked a shift when some of the traditional Newfoundland dialect started to disappear. A lot of that was because of television. I grew up watching TV, but I wasn’t hearing people who talked with that strong Newfoundland accent. There were some Newfoundland-based shows, like All Around the Circle and Up at Ours, but for the most part I grew up watching the same stuff as other kids my age in North America: The Cosby Show, Growing Pains, and of course lots of sports. The shows that are talked about as being important in terms of Newfoundland culture and identity—Wonderful Grand Band and CODCO—were all finished by the time I was a kid, so I missed that experience. My generation was very Americanized. We started speaking in a way that sounded like what we were hearing on TV. And on top of that, the St. John’s accent—I’m a “townie”—was never as strong as the accent in the outports, the smaller settlements scattered all along the province’s coasts.

			My parents both came from places like that. My dad is from St. Joseph’s and my mom is from O’Donnells, two tiny communities on St. Mary’s Bay. They both moved to St. John’s when they were young, and though mainlanders tell me that they think my parents have Newfoundland accents, I don’t hear it.

			My mom, whose family name is Hanlon, was one of fifteen kids, the oldest girl. Families of that size were pretty normal in those days in outport Newfoundland. There were so many kids that, with both of my grandparents working, Mom took on a parenting role with her younger siblings, especially the girls. There wasn’t much of an age gap between the kids (one died in infancy), but because my older uncles moved away when they were eighteen or nineteen years old, there was hardly any time when the whole family was living in the house together.

			When I was a kid, my Hanlon grandparents and my grandmother Gushue lived next door to each other in two houses that were maybe fifty metres apart, just off the main road, looking out over St. Mary’s Bay. We would go up as a family three or four weekends a month to visit until I was eleven or twelve years old and my sports activities started to get in the way.

			Grandmother Gushue’s house was one of the oldest in the community. My sister and I always thought it was haunted. It had a narrow, rickety staircase where as soon as you took a step you heard these squeaky noises straight out of a horror movie. We didn’t like going upstairs and we didn’t even like anybody else going upstairs because of the sound it made.

			We normally stayed with my Hanlon grandparents. They had a newer and much brighter house—with no rickety stairs. There were always a lot of people around because Mom had such a big family. Everybody would go to their house on Friday night and would leave Sunday afternoon after dinner. My older aunts and uncles would get the bedrooms and the younger ones, who actually lived there throughout the week, would end up moving out into the hall along with all of the cousins. There would be a bunch of us lying next to each other on makeshift beds in the hall or on the landing. Others would sleep downstairs on chairs or couches or wherever they could find a space.

			It was a lot of fun. On Sunday afternoon, my grandmother Hanlon would cook a big dinner of turkey or roast beef or ham, and there’d be cabbage and potatoes and carrots. After dinner I’d take the vegetable trimmings to feed their horse, Cherry.

			My grandfather Hanlon was a real outdoorsman. He cut his own firewood and hunted. And I loved his horse. Unfortunately, the time came that Cherry couldn’t work anymore and my grandfather had to put him down. On the next visit I met his new horse, a brown one named Trigger. My grandfather explained to me that he called him that because he’d had to shoot Cherry. Understandably, I never warmed up to Trigger.

			I also travelled off the island a lot when I was growing up. When I played golf and baseball as a kid, I often had to go to the mainland to compete. I didn’t try to change my accent on purpose to sound like the people there, but you do tend to unconsciously pick things up when you hear people speak a different way.

			But just because I don’t sound like someone from around the bay and I didn’t grow up on the wharf cutting cod tongues doesn’t change the way I feel about my home. I am a proud Newfoundlander. I live and breathe it. I couldn’t be more passionate about it.

			Over the years I’ve had lots of opportunities to move away, opportunities that certainly would have been good for my curling career. Kevin Martin asked me a number of times to join his Alberta rink when it was the best in the world. There would have been better facilities and better training available to me there, and it would have been way cheaper. But I just couldn’t see myself living on the mainland and putting on an Alberta jacket. I wanted—even needed—to be in Newfoundland, to raise my family here, and to represent the province even if that was the more challenging path to follow.

			This place has shaped me—who I am, how I think. And there is nothing, anywhere, like the way Newfoundlanders celebrate and support their fellow Newfoundlanders. I know I wouldn’t have played for as long as I have if I had not felt the love from back home.

			That extends beyond the island because there are Newfoundlanders living everywhere in Canada. We’ve played in the middle of Alberta, in Manitoba, in Halifax, in southern Ontario, and we’ve been the crowd favourites because so many expats have come out to cheer us on. Even if they just have a distant Newfoundland connection in their family, they have adopted our team. It’s hard to put in words what that feels like, but every time we’re at an event and I see those Newfoundland flags in the crowd, I can tell you it’s special.

			I try to spend as much time as I can with those fans and to hear the stories of people driving seven or eight hours or flying across the country to watch us play. I’ve had people tell me that watching us has helped them get through some rough winters, cheering us on and living and dying with every one of our
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