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Take Advantage of Low Auction Pricing. Our average buyer saves thousands of dollars
over Retail. We sell by the square foot so you only have to BUYWHAT YOU NEED!

CASH, VISA, MASTERCARD & DEBIT •CASH, VISA, MASTERCARD & DEBIT • STANDARD 15% BUYERS PREMIUM APPLIESSTANDARD 15% BUYERS PREMIUM APPLIES

FOR MORE INFORMATION PLEASE VISIT ONLINE AT WWW.FLOORAUCTION.CA

905-820-0555
FOR MORE INFORMATION P

You loved the last one so top quality Hardwood Flooring for less is back. This Auction will feature Top
Quality 3/4” Pre Finished nail down hardwood flooring and will be sold regardless of Cost or Loss.
You can expect to see beautiful Oaks, Maples, Cherries, BlackWalnut, Japanese Exotics, Bamboo, Birch,
Golden Oaks in a large variety of Finishes including Hand Scraped andWide Planks up to 5” wide.
There will also be a nice selection of Laminates and Engineered hardwood that can be laid right
over Concrete. Both Feature an easy click together installation. The Engineered hardwood has a solid
hardwood top that can be refinished up to 3 times.
Buy from the original Flooring Auction and the biggest and the best.
We have sold over 2 Million square feet of flooring in the past 3
years. Our buyers return time and time again for excellent products
and value.

UNRESERVED AUCTION, NO MINIMUM BIDS •UNRESERVED AUCTION, NO MINIMUM BIDS • OVER 40,000 SQ FTOVER 40,000 SQ FT

ALL PURCHASES MUST BE PAID FOR IMMEDIATELY AFTER THE AUCTION.
REMOVAL IMMEDIATELY AFTER THE AUCTION UNTIL 4PM,
ALL ITEMS MUST BE REMOVED DAY OF SALE BY 4PM

BRING YOUR TRUCK OR TRAILER,
FORKLIFT ON HAND TO ASSIST WITH LOADING.

All flooring will be sold by the square foot to the highest
bidder; BUY ONLYWHAT YOU NEED!

PREVIEW:PREVIEW: FRIDAY OCTOBER 28TH from NOON UNTIL 5PM AND DAY OF SALE from 9 AM UNTIL SALE TIME

HARDWOOD & LAMINATE FLOORING
LOCATION:LOCATION: 3620B LAIRD ROAD UNIT #6, MISSISSAUGA ON

PUBLIC
AUCTION

SATURDAY OCTOBER 29th 2011 at 11:00 AM

AT THE BRAMPTON FAIRGROUNDS • 12942 HEART LAKE ROAD, CALEDON, ONTARIO
(JUST NORTH OF MAYFIELD ROAD)

SATURDAY, APRIL 6TH, 2013 AT 11AM
PREVIEW: DAY OF SALE, SATURDAY, APRIL 6TH, 2013 FROM 9AM UNTIL SALE TIME

877- 820-0555
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550 Bronte Rd., Oakville 905.827.2951

Do you have condensation or water between the glass?
ARE YOUR WINDOWS FOGGY?

WE CAN HELP!

Call us today to book a free on-site measure
& quotation for all your glass needs!

You don’t always need new windows.
Most of the time you just need new sealed units.

50th

Holly!

Happy

Birthday

Love, Larry, Carly & Tyler xo

It’s been a sad week for me.
I lost a longtime friend, Vern Denny,  after his six-

month fi ght with cancer.
Through my sister Mary Lou, I met Vern in the 

1960s, a time when folk music was alive and well, 
and many our age were fl ocking to Woodstock, to 
express love and peace, and protest social injustice.

Vern and I were neither political or fanatical paci-
fi sts, but we loved the music, and shared a common 
love— guitars.

I learned to play guitar with Vern. We accom-
panied each other to buy our fi rst ‘really good’ gui-
tars, and spent countless nights in the Denny family 
room, trying to fi gure out fi ngering for this song, or 
the chord progressions for another.

Many nights, in the creative sanctuary of the Den-
ny family room, Vern would hold court, frenetically 
rocking his rocking chair. Vern and I would play until 
our fi ngers were throbbing numb, we’d watch Glen 
Campbell, Johnny Cash and The Smothers Brothers 
on TV, trying our best to fi gure out how they played 
a tune.

After midnight, others in our group would drop 
by after kissing their dates good-night. We’d start all 
over, playing into the wee hours of the morning.

Together with Gord McDonald (Gordie), and Mary 
Lou, we formed a folk group, calling ourselves ‘The 
Missing Link’. Throughout 1968-70 we played vari-
ous folk church services, with then-Churchill Com-
munity Church student minister Bob Hyde looking 
after the preaching. 

We traveled to places like Simcoe and Hagersville 
to play our folk services, and closer to home at Lime-
house Church and some in Georgetown, and count-
less services at our ‘home base’, Churchill Commu-
nity Church, north of Acton.

Sometimes we’d gather around the kitchen table 
in the farmhouse at my place, with music and lyrics 
strewn all over the table as we practised our songs. 

It was an incredibly creative and infl uential time 
in our lives.

My sister later married Vern’s brother Ray, and 
with that, Vern became ‘family.’

In a column I wrote in 1990, I reminisced about 
our group playing a candlelight Christmas service at 
Churchill Church in December 1969, and how we 
encountered nervous fl utters— my guitar suddenly 
went out of tune, and Mary Lou forgot the words to 
Silent Night.

I later wrote about the night Vern and Gordie 
dropped by my place with the Denny family’s Chrysler 
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New Yorker, which had a huge 440 en-
gine. That car could burn rubber like 
something else, and on the way home, 
Vern and Gordie did a number of ‘burn-
outs’ on the plank bridge in Limehouse. 
(You know, the bridge with big nails to 
hold the planks in place.)

A mile up the road one rear tire went 
fl at‚ ripped to shreds. They changed it 
and threw the fl at in the trunk. 

I was at Denny’s the day his dad 
Clarence opened the trunk and started 
praising that brand of tires for “wear-
ing right down to the cords before go-
ing fl at...”

When Vern was diagnosed with can-
cer last October, he decided to take care 
of some loose ends— like revitalizing 
Churchill Cemetery board with new 
younger members, and taking time to 
ensure the Denny family history was in 
good hands. 

He also made a list of things he 
wanted at his funeral— including a per-
formance of ‘Blowin’ in the Wind,’ by 
the remaining members of The Missing 
Link.

That was a tough gig for us.
During his fi nal six months I tried to 

visit Vern regularly. We talked candidly 

about our friendship, and the ‘early 
days’.

“We grew up in the best time in so-
ciety,” said Vern. “We lived in the coun-
try, we had good family values and our 
friends were all like us. We were so 
lucky to have all that.”

Like countless friends from child-
hood and adolescence, we had our 
‘drifting away’ periods, when we mar-
ried, had families and other commit-
ments that got in the way of guitars.

But, as Vern said, we could still meet, 
sit down and continue to talk and play 
like there hadn’t been a break in the 
conversation.

And we still played guitar, intuitively 
knowing how the other was going to 
play in a song. Once in a while we’d get 
together for an evening to just play— 

and refl ect.
I visited Vern just before Easter. By 

then, he could only talk a few minutes 
before drifting off, but he was still quite 
lucid. 

That day, when I left, I said good-
bye to my friend. His eyes opened. He 
squeezed my hand. He nodded his good 
bye.

As I pulled on my coat, and watched 
his tired body, I thought it was likely the 
last time we’d talk— in this life. He’d 
fought the good fi ght, but sometimes 
cancer is bigger than all of us.

He died Easter Sunday.
I expect Vern’s now rocking in his 

heavenly rocking chair, fi nger-picking a 
folk tune, quietly pleased with himself 
that he ‘fi gured that one out.’

He leaves behind his wife Linda and 
two sons Brian and Kevin and their 
wives, two grandkids, his brother Ray 
and my sister Mary Lou, and his sister 
Joyce, as well as his mom Vera. They 
all carry their own warm memories of 
good times together.

Vern was a good friend and a good per-
son. 

And I know I’ll really miss him— I 
do already.


