- Readers Write
Giving photo credit where it’s due
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Credit for my photograph was omitted and |

would be most appreciative it we could give Sandra Boland, photographer ol the
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photo that captured his true essence
Debbie Revnolds
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vear (Basil 1s my car) for an emissions’
Lest s J g*i*-: whatever Il COsts Lo gel
him up to snuff). The other good
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Stouffville licencing office let me
smile for my photo, so that instead ol

OOk LNg like Attila the Hen or the lox al
axe murderer, | appear almost pre
sentable, iIf not exactly a dead ringer
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My most recent passport photo 1s
another matter entirely Small chil
iren shudder at the sight of it; my
own offspring fall about In helpless
mirth and pass it around to all their
friends: grown men cry. Except for
H k officers of course; customs
officers ask where I've been and why,
take a cursory glance at the ghastly
ghoul in my travel documents and
l heartlessly wave me on

It's worse than movie theatre tick-
et sellers who want to know if I'm a
golden ager, or whatever repulsive
euphemism they’re using these days
My question is, how could anybody
think that thing in my passport 1s me,
and not the long-dead remains of
Boris Karloft:

Oh well. Since | was $149 lighter |
decided to forgo an expensive night
out for a wonderful evening In
Toronto with my daughter and
friends at our irregularly scheduled
and highly whimsical book club. Book
clubs are, of course, practically a
requirement these days among those
whom the national press refers to as
the chattering classes.

Ours, however, is not run along
strict lines. In fact it’s not run along
any kind of lines at all. We assemble
about once every six, eight or 12
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An aerial shot of the Stouffville Country Market in earlier times. The
matket opened in 1952 as a livestock auction and later became a pop-
ular flea market, drawing people from miles around. When it closes
| down at the end of 2007, its loss will represent the end of an era in

Whitchurch-Stouffville.
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MONTHLY MALAISE

Dog Walk. Doors Open. Wheels in Motion.
Where would our community be without
dedicated volunteers?

Thos. E.Winters Plumber 905-640-186/

 Happy

Birthda)y. &
That will be $149
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weeks, having attempted to read a
600-page novel In approximately
eight hours, after receving a kindly
email from our one fairly organized
member reminding us that our date
with literary discourse 1s imminent.

Since we are determined to
Improve our minds (and in my case,
believe me, there’s plenty of scope)
we tend to vote for lofty, complex
books, often translated from the
Russian, the Farsi or the Welsh. This
means that a frantic attempt at speed
reading the entire tome on the GO
Bus en route to the city is doomed to
ignominious failure

At first, | was embarrassed by my
lack of preparation, but my fellow
clubbers are as organizationally-chal-
lenged as me and some barely make it
past the foreword. Although we
never leave without discussing the
book and, if it’s shaping up to be real-
ly hard work, sneaking a peak at the
last chapter to find out what hap-
pened in the end, we also make it a
social event with food and wine
(some of which, at our last meeting,
inexplicably ended up on the ceiling).

My forays into the city to meet my
daughter are a highlight of my life. I
know that mothers and daughters are
supposed to have relationship ‘issues
(the word formerly known as prob-
lems), but every time I visit her |
come away a happier, more laid back
person, ready to make peace with my
inner (and, I fear, outer) Boris Karloft.

So when her birthday comes
around in June, I know exactly what
to give her. A cheque for $149 and a
guide to running a successful book
club. The only troubleis, I think she’ll
have to start by de-listing all the cur-
rent members.

As for me, 1 have to stop wrting
and start reading War and Peace. Our
next meeting 1S tOMOrrow.
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Drs. McDowell, Genin,
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" Eyeglas
Welcoming new patients

6085 Main St., 905-642-3937 :
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PERSONALIZED INSURANCE SERVICES

905-642-2745

64 Sandiford 6rive, Unit 1,
STOUFFVILLE




