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HEARING SCIENCES
Audiology and Hearing Aid Centre

905-877-0099   211 Guelph St, Ste 1, GEORGETOWN

10TH

HEARING SCIENCES
Audiology and Hearing Aid Centre

It is our honour and pleasure to serve the 
community for 10 years. In appreciation, we are 
offering complimentary hearing tests & batteries*

*Complimentary box of batteries and complimentary hearing test for all
hearing instruments purchased in July and August (with this ad). 3 year
warranty, complimentary cleaning and adjustments are always provided.

Try the 30 second 
HEARING TEST

1. Have you worked in noise, even for a short time period?
2. Do you have difficulty hearing women’s or children’s voices?
3. Does everyone mumble?
4. Is TV turned up louder?
5. Do you have ringing or buzzing in your ears?

If you answered yes to any of these questions, 
a hearing test is recommended. 

Open Saturdays 9am - 3pm
www.v i s ion2000t rave l . com

Georgetown
328 Guelph St. Georgetown, ON TICO Reg #50018501

905-873-2000
Book and deposit a select 2012 Globus Europe departure to receive $100 per person off the land price. Must be booked, under deposit between June 12 

and August 28, 2012 for travel at select times in 2012. Offer applicable to select tours only. Applies to new 2012 bookings only and subject to availability. 

Globus reserves the right to withdraw promotion at any time. Not combinable with other offers other than the Journeys Club Repeat Traveller benefit. 

$200 TOWARDS YOUR BUCKET LIST
Ask your Vision 2000 advisor about additional 

savings on Globus Europe Vacations 

Experience more of Europe. 
Enjoy it for less.

Cross that special Europe trip off your 
bucket list and Save $200 per couple on 
select 2012 Globus Europe Vacations  

Don't wait call now - offer expires Aug 28, 2012

INDIAN RIVER DIRECT

GEORGIA FREESTONE PEACHES
25 LB. BOX

TRUCKLOAD SALE

GEORGETOWN
ACTON

Wednesday, July 18th, 10:00 am - 12:00 noon
Yoyo Japanese Restaurant 357 Guelph St., (beside Ford dealership)

Wednesday, July 18th, 12:30 - 3:00 pm
The Olde Hide House (Eastern & Mill)

LAST
DAY

STAG and DOE
Shawn Carlson & Amber BonnettShawn Carlson & Amber Bonnett

Saturday, July 14Saturday, July 14
St. Paul’s Banquet Hall, NorvalSt. Paul’s Banquet Hall, Norval

Western Theme ~ Lots of Big Ticket Prizes Western Theme ~ Lots of Big Ticket Prizes 
including McMasters Gift Cardsincluding McMasters Gift Cards

Contact Shawn 905-877-3681Contact Shawn 905-877-3681
or tickets at the dooror tickets at the door

Brooke Power
on graduating from 

CTK High School with Honours.
We wish you the best in your 

continued studies in Concurrent Ed 
at Nipissing University.

Love Mom, Dad, 
and Caley

Congratulations

CARRIERS 
NEEDED

If interested, please 
call  CIRCULATION  

905-873-0301

ALSO
NEEDED:

ADULT
CARRIERS

GEORGETOWN

GEORGETOWN
SOUTH

GLEN
WILLIAMS

ACTON

Credit st
Beaver

Confederation

Killaloe Cres

Ann st
Ontario st

Stewart McLaren 
Dayfoot dr

Spruce Blvd
Acton Blvd
Danville st

It was a quiet summer’s night. After 
loading the last of the big round bales on 
the bale wagon, and parking the tractor, I 
walked through the dusky darkness to the 
house, and settled down to watch TV with 
The Sidekick for a bit before taking Hamish 
our border collie, to the barn for the night.

As usual, we fi lled his dish with kibble. I 
only turn on one light when I feed the dog so 
it doesn’t disturb the sheep.

As I pulled the barn door shut, I heard a 
lamb make a noise. I opened the door and 
fl ipped on the light again— nothing in the 
pen directly inside the door was amiss. 

All the lambs were snoozing, happily 
chewing their cuds.

Fast forward to the next morning.
When I stepped out the door of the house 

into the glorious morning air, I knew some-
thing wasn’t right. The bleating emanating  
from the barn bordered on sounding like a 
slaughter was taking place.

Making my way to the barn at a fast 
walk, I opened the barn door to be greeted 
by Hamish. The poor dog looked like he’d 
been run over by a cement truck. His tongue 
was almost dragging on the fl oor, he was 
drenched down the front of himself from 
drinking so much water, and his one eye 
looked a lot like it might be twitching— he 
was exhausted.

As I pet him and listened to the noise in 
the barn, I cast a look down one passageway. 
A lamb was standing in the passageway, eat-
ing some of the select hay set aside for the 
very little lambs. In seconds I realized it 
wasn’t just one lamb— there were nine.

They were nine lambs from Pen 5.
And I could see that they’d had a party 

from hell all night. The hay in two feed 
passages that they’d been cavorting in was 
ripped apart, there was an ample scattering 
of little lamb droppings from one end of the 
barn to the other, and twine was strewn all 
over the fl oor. Summing it up, it looked like 
a tornado had gone through.

And this was caused by a bunch of small 
lambs, not even close to full grown.

After letting the dog in with me, we herd-
ed the lambs back into their pen. Somehow 

they’d managed to open the slide bolt that 
locks the gate. 

As I slammed the Pen 5 gate shut and se-
curely latched the slide bolt, Hamish had a 
look of relief on his face, almost saying “Hey 
man, I was so upset— geez, like they’ve been 
doing this all night and I couldn’t get near 
‘em cuz the gate was closed keeping me out. 
I could’ve held them in a corner for you until 
this morning— like man, it’s hard to do my 
job when you’re tying my paws by having 
these damn gates all closed up like this!”

I calmed him down, and fed the fl ock. 
Most of them were upset because those little 
guys had full run of the feed passages, steal-
ing the ‘good’ hay and partying like a bunch 
of crazy university kids and they couldn’t.

I now know the sound I heard the previ-
ous night had been one of the lambs ‘talk-
ing’ to the others in the dark, probably say-
ing “Shush, he’s still here...” until the door 
closed.

Since my day job was beckoning, I didn’t 
have time to clean up the mess, but I knew 
full well it would be waiting for me once I 
got home that evening.

After feeding the fl ock, silence once again 
descended upon the stable. All I could hear 
was the sound of munching hay in the pens. 
I did a walk-about, checking all the pens, 
making sure all was well with Brown Woo-
lies. 

As I peeked into Pen 5, I could see all the 
lambs were curled up, dozing and relaxing. 
The little guys were tuckered out from their 
night of wild partying. I locked the gate to 
that part of the stable and looked for Mr. 
Hamish.

There he was, man’s best friend, sprawled 
out in the straw pile, virtually comatose. 
Seems he’d also put in a pretty long night.

The Pen 5 party crowd

Ted
Brown


