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SHRED-IT FOR GOOD: From left, Avery Backus, Craig Sander, Mike Hayward, Ryan McClelland and Kevin 
McClelland at the  recent Halton Down Syndrome Association and Shred-it's Community Shred Event at the
RioCan Centre Burloak shopping centre. The event raised $3,500 last year for the association. 

FLAGSTAFF TOWER: A 25m high
Rogers wireless tower located outside a
seniors residence at 2370 Third Line,  just
south of Dundas Street, is located closer than
250m to residential dwellings.  

ATHENA
Award

Letter to the Editor

I  have just returned to my home
in Oakville and found out from The
Beaver that the citizens who liver
near Third Line and Rebecca Street
are upset about a radio tower being
near their properties and fear expo-
sure to radiation.

Just drive up Third Line to the
long-term care home right in the
middle of the road between Upper
Middle Road and Dundas Street.

That's right, the one with the
giant, out-of-proportion flag and
flagstaff. That's not a flagstaff; that's
a radio tower.  

I found this out by calling the
Town when it was first raised. 

I said it was ugly and not propor-
tionate.  

I was told it is really a radio tower
disguised.  I then asked if there was
no danger to the sick people inside
and was told that it met all govern-
ment standards.

Indulge my cynicism for a
moment.  I'm sure most of the
patients in the home don't know
what the monstrosity is, thinking it
is perhaps a sign of patriotism.   

I believe the citizens, near the
proposed new site, are quite correct
in their worries and fears. 

There must be many uninhabited
areas the tower could be erected.  

The whole story on radiation
from these towers is not finished
yet. 

Although it's a different kind of 
radiation, the nuclear plants in
Japan were surely built within gov-
ernment guidelines also. As was the
Titanic.

Margaret A. Kennedy, Oakville

Third Line flagstaff a wireless tower
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On the very weekend the world was supposed to end, 
my wife and I decided to shirk all earthly obligations 
and responsibilities, as considerable and pressing as 

they were, and sneak off to Chicago for five fabulous days. Talk 
about The Rapture.

And while we could not really afford this sortie — fiscally or 
time-wise — we thought the whole end-of-the-world justified a 
little imprudence and extravagance. No?

We learned a lot on this trip, not the least of which was never 
trust weather reports. Going into the holiday, meteorological prog-
nosticators were calling for calamity: relentless rain, thunder-
storms, and cool temperatures. Fitting weather for the end of the 
world, but unfit for tourists who like to explore a city on foot, and 
who’d planned outdoor activities like catching a White Sox game.

Temperature at game time at Cellular Field: 86 glorious 
degrees. Under an azure sky, which was pretty much the weather 
story for the entire trip — sunny and unseasonably warm. Lucky 
I listened to the forecasters and packed a parka and rain gear.

Now, in case anyone is planning on holidaying with my wife, be 
forewarned: she likes to walk. Until exhaustion overtakes and the 
dogs bark for mercy. And while these walks tend to last from 

breakfast-time to bedtime, they are exe-
cuted in short bursts. As she hikes from 
one store to another. Perhaps I should 
mention, as much as she likes walking, 
she loves shopping. The famed Chicago 
shopping strip is known as The Magnificent 
Mile. We covered it about 50 times a day. 
My achy knees were doing the math.

And while she shopped, I people 
watched. Living in the country, you don’t 
get an opportunity to do this whereas, in 

Chicago, the streets are always packed. One Chicagoan, apparently 
noticing we were tourists, kindly took us under his wing. He 
scrounged in his pocket for a pen, fished in his wallet for a scrap of 
paper, and then got down on his knees on the sidewalk and wrote 
a list of essential eateries and jazz clubs. Then, in return for his 
chicken-scratchings, he hit us up for money. I know, I know, we 
should have seen it coming. We’ve been to Chicago four times. 
Still, we’re total rubes, fresh off the old turnip truck.

Rubes, yes. But cultured rubes. After all, we spent an afternoon 
in the museum Ferris Bueller toured on his day off, the Art 

Institute of Chicago. I spent half the afternoon in utter awe, and
the other half wondering what I was viewing. Kindergarten art-
class castoffs?

Whenever we vacation, we like to find rad restaurants and cool
cuisine. In previous trips, we had offspring in tow, which makes
fine dining less desirable, and affordable. This time around, armed
with recommendations from a guy who called Chicago home for
15 years, we went out in search of what was, for us, the odd and the
exotic.

Highlights included breakfast in a Mexican restaurant where
we ordered with a point (at the menu) and a prayer, not having a
clue what any of the items were. Oh, and incredible dinners at The
Publican (Belgian-style beer hall) and The Purple Pig (named one
of America’s 10 best restaurants, featuring “Cheese, Wine &
Swine”), where the lineup to get in starts to build around 4:30 in
the afternoon.

All in all, we had a great getaway. And, as an added bonus, the
world did not end. At least, not until we receive our Visa bill.

Andy Juniper can be contacted at ajjuniper@gmail.com, found on
Facebook http://www.facebook.com, or followed at www.twitter.com/
thesportjesters.

They had a great getaway and as a bonus the world didn't end

Andy Juniper


