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Italian Leather Purses

360 Guelph St., Unit 51, Georgetown
www.mipiacefashion.com

Mi Piace Fashion
Smell It, Feel It, Love It!

@ 50-60%OFF
Boutique Prices

Everyday!

905-703-4822

OPEN TO THE
PUBLIC WED’S 10-6

menchie’s georgetown
158 guelph st, unit 1, georgetown, on

905-873-1116
menchiesgeorgetown @MenchiesGtown Menchiesgeorgetown

try us today!

Freshly Made & Baked On Premises
Breads, Buns, Pastries,Meat Pies & More!

IMPORTED BRITISH CHEESES
330 GUELPH ST.,GEORGETOWN (opposite Canadian Tire)

905-877-0596 • www.millersscottishbakery.com

MILLER’S
ScottISh BakERy
MILLER’S
ScottISh BakERy

Order your Buns and treats today!
HAVING A BBQ EVENT?

280 Guelph St. Georgetown • 905-877-7719

CAFE • BAKERY • CATERING • PREPARED MEALS
DINE IN Deli Meats & Cheeses TAKE OUT

LICENCED
PATIO

by the AGCO

Patio
Summer Sizzler
Domestic Beer $2.99

Limited Time Offer

Hours: Mon-Wed 10-6, Thurs&Fri 10-7, Sat 8-5

(905) 873-8778 • 51 Main Street South, Georgetown

*On in-store merchandise only, no special orders. All sale items are final sale. No returns.

SUMMER SALE!
Hurry In Best Best Selection!

Sale on nowthru auguSt 31, 2015

SaVe up to

50% oFF
select shoes,

handbags, purses
and clothing.

COMMENT

I think my four daughters are natural born 
‘stress magnets’.

They are all ambitious, well-established pro-
fessionals, and I’m proud as punch about their 
career accomplishments.

But when it comes to stress, man, they have 
a way of finding it in droves.

For example, last year, two of my daughters 
got married. From the get-go, just having two 
weddings 14 weeks apart is enough stress, (one 
in September, the other New Year’s Eve), but 
my eldest daughter and her fiancé found THE 
perfect house, and bought it— with the closing 
date two and a half weeks before their wedding!

If that weren’t enough, moving day was THE 
storm of December, making it necessary to tarp 
every load in my truck and trailer, for the trek 
from one house to the other.

But I must say, they seem to thrive on it, and 
they certainly get things accomplished.

My other recently married daughter Maggie, 
and her husband Jeff, also found THE perfect 
house.

I was relieved to learn the closing date was 
in August— a week ago Monday to be exact. It 
might be hot, but no snow.

I’d been called into service with the truck 
and trailer, and picked up a load from the old 
house, to deliver to the new house after they re-
ceived the key.

First stress— the key was late.
However, as Jeff has a multitude of six-foot- 

plus ‘human tow-motors’, I knew they wouldn’t 
be long unloading the trucks. Boxes and furni-
ture were piled throughout the house, ready to 
be unpacked. And Maggie was chief overseer 
for the project. That was pretty much by neces-
sity, cuz Maggie was pregnant, five weeks off 
her due date.

Next stressful item— the air conditioner re-
fused to start, and it was nasty hot. With all the 
stuff unloaded, the gathering of helpers moved 
to the cooler back yard, to receive their ‘pay’ for 
helping with the move— it’s a known fact the 

appropriate currency to pay movers/friends is 
pizza and beer, so the group gathered round to 
collect.

After they all left, The Sidekick and I also pre-
pared to leave.

Maggie was looking mighty tired.
“You okay, Maggie?” I asked.
“I just can’t get comfortable,” she said. 
We both agreed it was probably the heat.
So Maggie and Jeff were left to their new, 

somewhat warm house, to settle down for their 
first night.

At 3 a.m., she woke Jeff; she was in labour.
Being five weeks early, they booted it to Mil-

ton Hospital, and after an examination, Maggie 
was transferred to Oakville Trafalgar (OT) by 
ambulance.

She got into the OB at OT at 5:45 a.m., and 
at 6:12 a.m., Jeff got in the door just in time to 
see their son, wee little Oliver Jeffery Edwards 
arrive, weighing in at 5 lbs, 1 oz.

Yup, I’d say Maggie and Jeff have cornered 
the market on stress this week.

Being five weeks early, Oliver will stay in the 
hospital for the next week or so, until he gains 
a bit more weight. Meanwhile, Maggie and Jeff 
have been making treks back and forth to OT 
every day for feedings, adding to their stress 
some more.

Both Grandpa Bruce and I have been by to 
see who Oliver resembles— the jury’s still out 
on who he looks like, but he has his mom’s 
mouth.

So I’m the proud grandpa of another grand-
son, falling in line behind Andrew and Adam.

And I’m pleased as punch.
Being a preemie, Oliver has to catch up— 

he’s gotta pack five weeks of growing into a 
couple; a task for the best of us. But I really look 
forward to being able to rock my newest grand-
son when he’s finally home.

So it’s with tremendous pride and joy, I say, 
“Welcome to the clan, wee Oliver!”

A Ted Bit

Welcome to the clan wee Oliver!
By Ted Brown

tedbit@hotmail.com


