Readers Write
Congratulations to all

lo the Editor

rhf hard work bt!'.iﬂi now. |he mayor and councy should set a Tour year pio
gram Lo 5luw, meet other I’HUI‘llutpdl u.UlJl’h.Ll:tJ share \deas and stick 10 you! prograim
[he main theme would be to keep taxes down,; you do not have Lo acc umplish every
thing in one year. ['he mayor's job would also be to make sure that the Region ol
York government doesnt get out of hand. The region takes the bulk of our taxes all
from the pockets of the same people

Crowth is only good tor the developers. | here 15 no rush Lo pave Over L whaole
municipality. That day may come in the distant future Remember the song, "1 his
land is my land®, well it's true, it is our land From Davis Drive to ot ittville Road

from Hwvy 404 to the 10th Line, this i1s our land
Have a happy tour year term
Steve Pliakes
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Urquhart’s Block '
The above building was featured in the Nov. 1895 issue of the lllustrated !
Eree Press and the owner was a no-nonsense 5cot. As the accompanying
story notes, “Mr. Urquhart does not run after any will o’ the wisp. His
mind does not run to fancy goods at fancy prices. He believes that every
customer well served is a permanent advertisement.”

MONTHLY MALAISE

‘1 don’t care what day’. The correct greeting
for me is Merry Christmas.

Thos. E.Winters Plumber 905-640-1867

Drs. McDowell, Genin, and de Jesus
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Welcoming new patients

6085 Main St., 905-642-3937
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i Was had ol .,_..:!'. when
Hlal;‘.".hunmi anag othet ﬁtr]!'llr!?. ol COon
iempoiary COO! started IRNOTNINE
hOOMEers: now even Wwal-Mart 1s leas

ing us lor a younger woman

A rding | AN Aricie 1n tne Ll &
and Mall wWal-Mart u UITing Linda
s prototype preferred shoppel
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| inda 15 a multi-tasking soccer mom
vith a hgt ™ weIco areer and no
e 10 sNOP an und 1n scarch ol thi
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hoe stead 1t 15 hoped she wall opt
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| ser marketing-wise, the only
] crumb on oftes in ‘Active Adult
B Lifestyie designed | r the ‘one oot on
i} MDanana pex \iNnad L f}}"'! A1 t}'l{'
orave’ demographic; the bane of any

elf-respecting marketing director who
hudders at the notion of engaging the
attentions of anyone over 40

As a consumer category (surely the
highest calling in our matenal world)
we may have pots of money, but we
are irredeemably uncool. And despite
our conviction that youth springs eter-
nal and 50 is the new 12, the hotshot
adpersons who articulate the meaning
of cool remain resolutely unconvinced.

A couple of months ago, .at the
behest of my daughter, I went club-
bing at a downtown emporium called
Shallow Groove. It was an interesting
experience, as in ‘That's an interesting
dress you're wearing’, and it served to
remind me of the unsung joys of stay-
ing home and reading.

Everyone I encountered was barely
out of high school The music (I use
the term loosely) consisted of a leaden
beat accompanied by droning vocals

featuring a single, endlessly repeated
ohrase. There appeared to be no begin-
ning or end to the resulting dirge,
which rendered the D] obsolete
Nevertheless he was very much in evi-
dence, earphones stuck to his head, his
body o 'Hh}'. bhack and EUH}] like a
strait-ljacketed inmate from a fifties
movie set in an asylum for the insane

Despite my misgivings, however, l
would rather be clubbing than inhabit-
Ing al adult ll[l'bl}-‘lt community
where the messy detnitus of life, l1ke
washing lines and tnicycles, are
frowned upon. | visited one such
haven for persons tottering stylishly
rowards their dotage and yearned for
the dishevelled charm of multi-genera-
tional hving

It was a beautiful sunny afternoon,
but vou could have shot a cannon
down any of the streets and not hit a
soul. The scene was reminiscent of a
disaster movie after the aliens have
vaponized all human life, leaving an
eerily empty vista of Disneyesque
lawns, curving cul-de-sacs and unin-
terrupted views of a perfectly mani-
cured goll course

Golf is the new Woodstock.
According to fans it is more than a
game, it is a metaphor for life, if not
lifestyle. No wonder I felt like an alien
myself. As a member of a boomer sub
group in search of the Inactive Adult
Lifestyle, I could never learn to love
golf, even though I am very fond of
several golfers.

Ideally, my golden years will be
spent in well-upholstered armchair at
a pub, sipping a pint of Wellington
County and pontificating on the joys
of reading, philosophy and the latest
boxed set of Grey's Anatomy. | may
not be able to compete with yummy
mummies, but I'd rather be a mar-
keter's nightmare than spend a large
chunk of my remaining life on a
marathon walk from the electronics
department to the cereal aisle.

Happy shopping, Linda.
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