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THE BUZZ

FROM YOUR EDITORS, 

MARDI & FRED: 

 

Dear Comrades and Friends: 

 

 

As your Buzz Editors, we have decided to 

give our President Bob a much deserved 

vacation from writing reports this month, 

and this will allow him and Rose to get 

fully acquainted with their new home, new 

neighbours, and the wonders of our sunny 

Okanagan. 

 

In his usual report space we decided to 

publish two wonderful items from his 

favorite cause, the Citadel Canine 

Society. If you will recall in Bob’s March 

Veterans Affairs report, he talked about 

this fabulous group and the following is an 

excerpt from that report: “I would like to 

keep everyone up-dated on the Citadel 

Canine Society's recent achievements. As 

many of our units donated so generously 

in 2015 it is always important to know what 

is being done with your donations. I 

reported earlier that 19 service dogs have 

been given in B.C. to date for veterans, 

RCMP and first responders, so I am very 

pleased to announce another 3 dogs, one 

each to Kelowna, Campbell River and 

Victoria this month with a probability of 

another to Chilliwack in the near future.” 

 

So please enjoy the following items: 

 

VVeetteerraannss  ffiinndd  ccaanniinnee  

ccoommppaanniioonnsshhiipp  tthhrroouugghh  

VVaannccoouuvveerr--bbaasseedd  nnoonnpprrooffiitt  

AALLEEXXAANNDDRRAA  GGIIBBBB    

The Globe and Mail 

Published Tuesday, Jan. 08, 2013  

 

The constant threat of suicide bombers 

and improvised explosive devices took a 

toll on Kevin Berry. The 29-year-old 

returned to Canada after six months in 

Afghanistan with post-traumatic stress 

disorder. 

“My friends and family were expecting a 

20-year-old kid to come back and that’s 

just not the case after you’ve been to a 

place like that,” he said. 

This month, however, Mr. Berry and a 

handful of new veterans will receive some 

furry therapeutic relief because of a new 

Vancouver-based nonprofit. 

Citadel Therapy Canine Society adopts 

dogs from local animal shelters, trains 

them to be professional service dogs, and 

delivers them to new veterans in need of 

canine companionship and therapeutic 
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assistance. Citadel Canine’s first batch will 

be named in honour of the late Canadian 

Army veteran Lieutenant-Colonel Ernest 

Wesson. 

“The dog makes the veteran do things they 

weren’t doing before,” said Citadel Canine 

founder Brian Archer. “Now you’ve got 

somebody you’ve got to walk, you’ve got 

to feed, you’ve got to bathe, you’ve got to 

pay attention to. You can’t be sitting in 

your room. … Sparky needs to go 

outside.” 

Diana Miller, owner of Helping Paws, and 

her team of trainers in Creston, B.C., 

adopted the dogs from Creston Pet and 

Welfare Society shelters and have already 

begun training them according to 

standards set by Assistance Dog 

International. 

When the dogs arrive in Vancouver, Ms. 

Miller will meet with the veterans and 

match them with the appropriate dog 

based on, among other things, energy 

level, lifestyle and personality. 

“I want the dog to be able to bond to their 

new person because these people really 

need that companionship,” said Ms. Miller. 

The dogs and their owners will meet as a 

group once a week for 14 weeks to 

complete their service training. The dogs 

will learn more task-oriented commands 

tailored to the needs of their veteran 

owners and the veterans will learn how to 

groom and handle their dogs and 

administer pet first aid. 

There is a long history of anecdotal 

evidence supporting the effectiveness of 

canine therapy, according to Dr. Stanley 

Coren, professor emeritus in the 

Department of Psychology at University of 

British Columbia and recent author of Do 

Dogs Dream? Florence Nightingale, the 

mother of modern nursing, noted as early 

as the late 19th century that the presence 

of small pets reduced depression in her 

patients, particularly veterans. 

Dr. Coren said physiological studies have 

also shown that petting a friendly dog can 

lower blood pressure, regulate breathing, 

relax muscles and reduce stress-related 

hormones in the body. 

These effects occur “relatively 

instantaneously,” said Dr. Coren, whereas 

anti-depressants like Prozac require three 

to six weeks to take effect. 

Despite this, however, Veterans Affairs 

Canada does not currently cover the costs 

associated with canine therapy for PTSD. 

Citadel Canine provides the service dogs 

to new veterans free of charge. 

“I just got a sense that a lot of guys and 

gals are struggling … because of a change 

in their circumstance since they left the 

military,” said Mr. Archer. 

Mr. Berry, who provided security and 

performed patrols in Kabul with the 3rd 

Battalion Royal Canadian Regiment in 

2003-2004, is looking forward to meeting 

his dog. 

“I can’t begin to tell you how lonely PTSD 

can be. It’s a one person show at the end 

of the day. You can have all the support in 

the world … but the true battle is in your 

own brain,” he said. 
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PTSD Service Dogs:  

An emerging therapeutic 

tool for our new veterans. 
By Brian Archer 

 

Excerpt from Pet Connection magazine 

September 29, 2014 edition: 

As their website (citadelcanine.com) 

suggests, the mission at Citadel Canine is 

two fold:  it strives to make the lives of our 

new veterans and first responders 

better; and it aims to reduce occupational 

stress that might have resulted from their 

service. In order to help achieve their 

mission goals, Citadel Canine often uses 

dogs rescued from animal shelters, that 

otherwise might not have a very promising 

future. They carefully assess and then 

train these future service dogs, following 

strict and proven protocols. Once the 

basic training has been completed, the 

PTSD service or companion dogs are 

provided at no charge to new veterans, 

and to first responders (police, fire, 

ambulance, and “911” operators). Citadel 

will also provide PTSD service dogs to 

civilians in select instances. 

Citadel Canine Society is a non-profit 

Society incorporated in British Columbia, 

and it is also recognized as a registered 

charitable organization by Canada 

Revenue Agency. Consequently it is able 

to issue tax deduction receipts for all 

donations. 

Their first batch of dogs was delivered to 

two Canadian Forces veterans and an 

RCMP officer in January of 2013. Since 

that first delivery, Citadel Canine now has 

recipients paired with dogs, dogs in 

training, or recipients waiting for qualified 

dogs in: Victoria, Nanaimo, Port Albernie, 

Greater Vancouver, Kamloops, Creston, 

Edmonton, Calgary, Okotoks, Saskatoon, 

Regina, Windsor, St. Catharines, Niagara 

Falls, Hamilton, Barrie, Kingston and 

Ottawa. 

Funding for the Citadel Canine mission is 

provided by individuals, businesses, and 

veterans’ support organizations. Working 

together with the network of dog trainers, 

many of whom provide their services at 

greatly reduced rates, Citadel Canine has 

been able to connect over two dozen 

recipients with these wonderful dogs. 

Many more pairings are in the works as 

this program moves forward. And perhaps 

most importantly, and as a final comment, 

Veterans Affairs Canada is now taking a 

very close look at the entire PTSD service 

dog topic. This move by Canada’s 

government department charged with the 

long term well-being of our veterans bodes 

well for the future for PTSD service dogs 

as a proven therapy tool. 
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AALLWWAAYYSS  RREEMMEEMMBBEERR  ..  ..  ..  

 

HAPPY BIRTHDAY to our               

Unit #68 APRIL Celebrants! 

Sandi Greenfield            Jan Holt         

Leslie Jones                   Mike Ludwig   

Evelyn Moldowan           Norman White 

Happy Birthday Everyone!!!! 

 

ANAF UNIT #68 

MEMBERSHIP . . . 

The membership chair for Unit 

#68 is our unit secretary - Jan Holt – 

please renew for the year 2016 as soon as 

possible so you may continue receiving all 

of the wonderful benefits membership 

accords. 

 

PPLLEEAASSEE  RREEMMEEMMBBEERR  ..  ..  ..  WWee  nneeeedd  ‘‘YYOOUU’’,,  

aanndd  yyoouurr  ccoonnttiinnuueedd  ssuuppppoorrtt  aass  llooyyaall  aanndd  

ddeeddiiccaatteedd  MMeemmbbeerrss..  AAnn  aaccttiivvee  

mmeemmbbeerrsshhiipp  mmaakkeess  ffoorr  aann  aaccttiivvee  cclluubb!!  

OVERHEARD IN THE 

CLUBROOMS!! 

I was nervous the night my husband and I 

brought our kids to an upscale restaurant 

for the first time. My husband ordered a 

bottle of wine with the meal. 

 

When the waitress brought it, our children 

became quiet as she began the ritual 

uncorking. When she poured a small 

amount for my husband to taste, our six-

year-old piped up, "Let Mom try it. Mom 

can drink a lot more than that!" 

 

 

 

 
“Even if you're on the right track, 

you'll get run over if you just sit there.” 

                                             --- Will Rogers 
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ANAVETS AFFAIRS 

AFFORDABLE RENTAL                

HOUSING FOR SENIORS 

      ANAVET HOUSING 

 VVaannccoouuvveerr  EEaasstt                                                         

951 East 8
th

 Avenue 

RRiicchhmmoonndd - 11820 No. 1 Road 

NNoorrtthh  VVaann.. – 245 East 3
rd

 St. 

Call 874-8105 or email 

bcanavets@telus.net  for more information  

New Chelsea Society                                                 

7501 – 6
th

 Street,                                        

Burnaby, B. C. V3N 3M2                                   

Patrick Buchannon, Executive Director              

Telephone: 604-395-4370 

Fax: 604-395-4376 

E-mail: admin@newchelsea.ca 

VETERANS AFFAIRS CANADA              

MEDALS & SERVICE RECORDS  

P.O. Box 7700 Charletown, P.E.I. C1A 8M9 

VETERANS AFFAIRS ENQUIRIES                      

Suite 1000 – 605 Robson Street, 

Vancouver, B.C. Toll-Free Telephone:                

1-866-522-2122   

 

HEALTH & WELFARE CANADA             

PENSION PLAN                                                

Inquiries: 1 – 800 – 277-9914 

DID YOU KNOW… that you may be eligible 

for Death Benefits of up to $ 2,500.00? 

 

LAST POST FUND INC.                                                

British Columbia Branch #520                                

#203-7337 – 137
th

 St. Surrey, BC   V3W 1A4                   
For information regarding financial assistance 

please contact 572-3242 or   1 – 800 – 268-0248. 

 
 

The nice part about living in 
a small town: When you don't 
know what you're doing, 
someone else always does. 
 

THE VALUE OF A HUG . . .  

“When we got back home, Gramps 

dropped me off and enveloped me in a 

hug. Normally, he was a hand-shaker, 

maybe a back-patter on really special 

occasions. His hug was strong and tight, 

and I knew it was his way of telling me that 

he'd had a wonderful time.”  

 

“Me, too, Gramps,” I whispered.” 

― Gayle Forman, If I Stay 

 

“A hug makes you feel good all day.”   

                                    ― Kathleen Keating 

 

“That's what people do who love you. They 

put their arms around you and love you 

when you're not so lovable.”   

                                               ― Deb Caletti 

 

“Some moments can only be cured with a 

big squishy grandma hug.”  

        ― Dan Pearce, Single Dad Laughing  

 

 

“You can't fix things with a hug, but you 

can't make them any worse either.”  

                    ― Dean Koontz, Brother Odd  
 

“You can't wrap love in a box, but you can 

wrap a person in a hug.”                 

                                       ~Author Unknown 

 

“I have a present for you, but I need to 

borrow your arms for wrapping paper.”  

                                          ~Author Unknown 

 

“Hug Department:  Always Open”        

                               ~Author Unknown 

   

   

   

   

   

mailto:bcanavets@telus.net
mailto:admin@newchelsea.ca
http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/295178.Gayle_Forman
http://www.goodreads.com/work/quotes/4422413
http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/190265.Kathleen_Keating
http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/135786.Deb_Caletti
http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/3994285.Dan_Pearce
http://www.goodreads.com/work/quotes/17248054
http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/9355.Dean_Koontz
http://www.goodreads.com/work/quotes/944261
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RRREEEMMMIIINNNIIISSSCCCIIINNNGGG   WWWIIITTTHHH   RRROOONNN   

‘‘‘AAANNNDDDYYY   CCCAAAPPPPPP’’’   RRROOOBBBIIINNNSSSOOONNN   ...   ...   ...   

In the early Seventies the 

world was introduced to a 

new device that soon 

became known as the Cell 

Phone. Actually, this 

amazing machine was 

originally created for emergency calls for 

the police, firemen and for doctors. 

However, it soon became extremely 

popular with the general public, especially 

those who wanted to be ‘the first kid on 

the block to own one.’ Now you know what 

this month’s column is going to be about. I 

promise you in advance that an awful lot of 

you readers won’t agree with my views 

concerning the cell phone  but my Editors 

Fred and Mardi don’t pay me those big 

bucks just to make friends – they pay me 

to fill up page six with something every 

month.  

Actually what brought this ‘cell phone’ 

column about was an event that happened 

to myself and my lady friend, Lillian, 

several weeks ago in Las Vegas. We were 

attending a Comedy Show in the Four 

Queens Hotel and Casino. Moments before 

the show was to begin an announcement 

came over the theatre’s speakers 

requesting anyone with a cell phone to 

please see that they are turned off in 

respect to the entertainers as well as the 

audience.  

We were seated in the front row, next to 

the stage. Sitting next to Lillian was a man 

and a woman in their early thirties. When 

the show’s headliner (a comedian from the 

Jay Leno Show) began his comedy routine 

the woman’s cell phone began to ring and 

at the same time her companion was busy 

playing some sort of game on his. The 

comedian stopped his act and began 

giving the couple holy hell, and suddenly 

both Lillian and myself were brought into 

the fracas when he pointed us out and said 

that we had spent good money and had 

not been given the chance to enjoy the 

show. Anyway, the cell phone had ruined 

the show for us. Cell Phones? I hate them! 

I got on a 49
th

 and Fraser bus one day and I 

and all the other passengers were forced 

to listen to an idiot talking on his cell 

phone the entire trip to downtown. Why on 

earth do these people think we want to 

listen to their damn calls! 

For years and years I have thought there 

was nothing more pleasant than sitting 

around a beer table in the club with your 

friends having a cool beer and discussing 

the latest sports news, politics, club 

business, etc., etc. Now when someone 

gets a call on his cell phone or has to 

make a call, then we have to listen to the 

call. I call this VERY IGNORANT and 

probably not too necessary except to show 

that he has a cell phone! 

Cell phones in cars - not needed at all!! 

Need proof? Our own city has outlawed 

them and if that doesn’t mean to much to 

you cell phone people just think about this 

. . . the largest city in the world (New York) 

outlawed them several years ago. I have 

driven a car since I was 16 or 17 and I 

never had to use a phone in all those 

years, and yes, we had plenty of pay 

phones along the route, but I doubt I ever 

had to use them more than five times in 

my entire life! 

One ‘phone’ story I shall never forget, and 

I’m quite sure there are still a few 

members around who will also remember. 

It happened in the funeral chapel at 38
th

 

and Fraser Street quite a few years ago. 

One of the most popular members of our 

club passed away.  

The chapel was packed with mourners 

from almost every veterans club in the 

Lower Mainland. The Padre was in the 

middle of his tribute to our fallen comrade 

when suddenly a cell phone began ringing. 

The owner answered the phone and 
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believe it or not, began laughing during his 

conversation on the phone. He actually 

took the entire situation as a joke. The 

Padre stopped his tribute and asked the 

ignorant fellow to take his phone out to the 

lobby of the chapel. At the same time, two 

of the attendants came up the aisle and 

removed him to the parking lot outside the 

chapel. Maybe my feelings against the cell 

phones began that terrible Saturday 

afternoon. One thing for sure, it will be an 

incident that will remain with me forever. 

Well, that does it for this month’s column, 

and yes, I know just what most of you nice 

people are thinking at this moment . . . 

Robinson is over 94 years old and getting 

feeble-minded - WRONG!! I was feeble-

minded long before I was 94!! And I 

promise not to take any more GRUMPY 

pills until I begin writing next month’s 

column. 

EDITOR’S NOTE: 

I totally agree with you Ronnie – there is a 

time and a place for cell phone talk – NOT 

in the middle of a crowded bus or sky 

train, and definitely not among a group of 

friends!!!!!! 

 

HOORAY FOR LITTLE BOYS! 

 

On a special teacher's day, a kindergarten 

teacher was receiving gifts from her 

pupils. The florist's son handed her a gift. 

She shook it, held it over her head, and 

said, "I bet I know what it is - flowers!" 

 

"That's right!" said the boy, "but how did 

you know?" 

 

 "Just a wild guess," she said. 

 

The next pupil was the candy store 

owner's daughter. The teacher held her gift 

overhead, shook it, and said, "I bet I can 

guess what it is - a box of candy!" 

 

"That's right! But how did you know?" 

asked the girl. 

 

 "Just a lucky guess," said the teacher. 

 

The next gift was from the liquor store 

owner's son. The teacher held the bag over 

her head and noticed that it was leaking. 

She touched a drop of the leakage with her 

finger and tasted it. 

 

 "Is it wine?" she asked. 

 

 "No," the boy replied. 

 

The teacher repeated the process, 

touching another drop of the leakage to 

her tongue. "Is it champagne?" she 

asked. 

 

 "No," the boy replied. 

 

The teacher then said,    

"I give up, what is it?" 

 

 The boy replied,  

"A puppy dog!" 
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AAHHHHHHHH  ..  ..  ..  TTHHEE  IIRRIISSHH!!!!!!  

 

The Irish are a wonderful bunch of people, 

always willing to help in a pinch..... 

 

Shortly after take-off on an outbound 

evening Air Atlantic flight from Dublin to 

Boston, the lead flight attendant nervously 

made the following painful announcement 

in her lovely Irish brogue: 

 

“Ladies and gentlemen, I'm so very sorry, 

but it appears that there has been a terrible 

mix-up by our catering service. I don't 

know how this has happened, but we have 

120 passengers on board and 

unfortunately, we received only 100 dinner 

meals. I truly apologize for this mistake 

and inconvenience.” 

 

When the muttering of the passengers had 

died down, she continued, "Anyone who is 

kind enough to give up their meal so that 

someone else can eat will receive free, 

unlimited drinks for the duration of our 5 

hour flight " 

 

Her next announcement came about 3-1/2 

hours later: "If anyone is hungry, we still 

have 100 dinners available". 
 

 

 

“PPaarrtt  ooff  tthhee  sseeccrreett  ooff  
ssuucccceessss  iinn  lliiffee  iiss  ttoo  
eeaatt  wwhhaatt  yyoouu  lliikkee  

aanndd  lleett  tthhee  ffoooodd  ffiigghhtt  
iitt  oouutt  iinnssiiddee..””  

 

Mark Twain (1835 - 1910) 

A TOUCH OF SENIOR 

HUMOUR FOR YOU . . .  

An elderly couple return to a Mercedes 

dealership where the salesman has just 

sold the car they were interested in to a 

beautiful, leggy, busty blonde. 

 

"I thought you said you would hold that 

car till we raised the $75,000 asking price," said 

the man. "Yet I just heard you closed the 

deal for $65,000 to that lovely young lady 

there. You insisted there could be no 

discount on this model." 

 

"Well, what can I tell you? She had the 

ready cash and, just look at her, how could 

I resist?" replied the grinning salesman. 

 

Just then the young 

woman approached the 

aged couple and gave 

them the keys.  

 

"There you go," she said. 

"I told you I would get the 

dope to reduce it. See you 

later, grandpa.” 

 

Never mess with the 

elderly! 
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ALWAYS SET YOUR GOALS..  

On the first day at the new seniors 

complex, the manager addressed all the 

new seniors pointing out some of the 

rules: 

 

"The female sleeping quarters will be out-

of-bounds for all males, and the male 

dormitory to the females.  Anybody caught 

breaking this rule will be fined $20 the first 

time." 

 

He continued, "Anybody caught breaking 

this rule the second time will be fined $60.  

Being caught a third time will 

cost you a fine of $180.  Are 

there any questions?" 

 

At this point, an older 

gentleman stood up in the 

crowd inquired:  "How much 

for a season pass? 

 

HERE COMES DA JUDGE . . . 

The local District Judge had given the 

defendant a lecture on the evils of drink. 

But in view of the fact that this was the 

first time the man had been drunk and 

incapable, the case was dismissed on 

payment of ten shillings costs.  

"Now don't let me ever see your face 

again," said the Justice sternly as the 

defendant turned to go.  

"I'm afraid I can't promise that, sir," said 

the released man. 

"And why not?" demanded the 

judge. 

“Because I'm the barman at 

your regular pub!”  

 

“Friendship is like peeing in your pants. 

Everyone can see it, but only you can 

feel the warm feeling inside.”-Unknown 

A MOTHER’S PRIDE . . .  

 

Two Irish mothers, Kate and Lorna were 

talking about their sons.  

Kate says, 'My Patrick is such a saint. He 

works hard, doesn't smoke, and he hasn't 

so much as looked at a woman in over two 

years.' 

Lorna responds, 'Well, my Francis is a 

saint himself. Not only hasn't he not 

looked at a woman in over three years, but 

he hasn't touched a drop of liquor in all 

that time.' 

'My word,' says Kate, 'You must be so 

proud.' 

'I am,' announces Lorna, 'And when he's 

paroled next month, I'm going to throw 

him a big party.' 

 

 

 

A FRIEND IS                                 

LIKE A GOOD BRA . . . . 

Hard to find 
Supportive 

Comfortable 
Always lifts you up 

Makes you look 
better 

 

ALWAYS . .  

Close to your 

Heart!!! 
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HHUUMMOOUURROOUUSS  GGEEMMSS  ffrroomm  oouurr  

SSppeecciiaall  FFrriieenndd  EEllssiiee  FFrraasseerr of ANAF 

Assiniboia Unit 283 in Winnipeg, Manitoba 
 

 

TOO BUSY FOR A FRIEND.....  

 

One day a teacher asked her students to 

list the names of the other students in the 

room on two sheets of paper, leaving a 

space between each name.  

 

Then she told them to think of the nicest 

thing they could say about each of their 

classmates and write it down.  

 

It took the remainder of the class period to 

finish their assignment, and as the 

students left the room, each one handed in 

the papers.  

 

That Saturday, the teacher wrote down the 

name of each student on a separate sheet 

of paper, and listed what everyone else 

had said about that individual.    

 

On Monday she gave each student his or 

her list. Before long, the entire class 

was smiling. 'Really?' she heard 

whispered. 'I never knew that I meant 

anything to anyone!' and, 'I didn't know 

others liked me so much,' were most of the 

comments.  

 

No one ever mentioned those papers in 

class again. She never knew if they 

discussed them after class or with their 

parents, but it didn't matter. The exercise 

had accomplished its purpose. 

The students were happy with themselves 

and one another. That group of students 

moved on.  

 

Several years later, one of the students 

was killed in Vietnam and his teacher 

attended the funeral of that 

special student. She had never seen a 

serviceman in a military coffin before. He 

looked so handsome, so mature.  

 

The church was packed with his friends. 

One by one those who loved him took a 

last walk by the coffin. The teacher was 

the last one to bless the coffin.  

 

As she stood there, one of the soldiers 

who acted as pallbearer came up to her. 

'Were you Mark's math teacher?' he asked. 

She nodded: 'yes.' Then he said: 'Mark 

talked about you a lot.'  

 

After the funeral, most of Mark's former 

classmates went together to a luncheon. 

Mark's mother and father were there, 

obviously waiting to speak with his 

teacher. 

 

'We want to show you something,' his 

father said, taking a wallet out of his 

pocket 'They found this on Mark when 

he was killed. We thought you might 

recognize it.'  

 

Opening the billfold, he carefully removed 

two worn pieces of notebook paper that 

had obviously been taped, folded and 

refolded many times. The teacher knew 

without looking that the papers were the 

ones on which she had listed all the  good 

things each of Mark's classmates had said  

about him.  

 

'Thank you so much for doing that,' Mark's 

mother said. 'As you can see, Mark 

treasured it.'  

 

All of Mark's former classmates started to 

gather around. Charlie smiled rather 

sheepishly and said, 'I still have my list. 

It's in the top drawer of my desk at home.' 

 

Chuck's wife said, 'Chuck asked me to put 

his in our wedding album.' 

 

“I have mine too,' Marilyn said. 'It's in my 

diary' 
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Then Vicki, another classmate, reached 

into her pocketbook, took out her wallet 

and showed her worn and frazzled list to 

the group. 'I carry this with me at all times,' 

Vicki said and without batting an eyelash, 

she continued: 'I think we all saved our 

lists' 

 

That's when the teacher finally sat down 

and cried. She cried for Mark and for all 

his friends who would never see him 

again. 

 

The density of people in society is so thick 

that we forget that life will end one day. 

And we don't know when that one day will 

be.  

 

So please, tell the people you love and 

care for, that they are special and 

important. Tell them, before it is too late.  

 

Remember, you reap what you sow. What 

you put into the lives of others comes 

back into your own.  

 

 

When Billy and Helen first got married Billy 

said, "I am putting a box under the bed. 

You must promise never to look in it." 

In all their 30 years of marriage, Helen 

never looked.  On the afternoon of their 

30
th 

anniversary, curiosity got the best 

of her and she lifted the lid and peeked 

inside. In the box were 3 empty beer cans 

and $8,874.25 in cash.  She closed the box 

and put it back under the bed. Now that 

she knew what was in the box, she was 

doubly curious as to why there even was 

such a box with such contents. 

That evening, they were out for a special 

anniversary dinner. After dinner, Helen 

could no longer contain her curiosity and 

she confessed, saying, "I am so sorry, 

Billy. For all these years, I kept my 

promise and never looked into the box 

under our bed.  However, today the 

temptation was too much and I gave in. 

But now I need to know, why do you keep 

the 3 beer cans in the box?" 

Billy thought for a while and said, "I guess 

after all these years you deserve to know 

the truth. Whenever I was unfaithful 

to you, I put an empty beer can in the box 

under the bed to remind myself not to do it 

again." 

Helen was shocked, but said, "Hmmm, 

Jennifer, Paula and Monica. I am very 

disappointed and saddened by your 

behavior.  However, since you are addicted 

to sex I guess it does happen and I guess 

3 times is not that bad considering your 

problem." Billy thanked her for being so 

understanding.  They hugged and made 

their peace. A little while later Helen asked 

Billy, "So why do you have all that money  

in the box?" 

Billy answered: "Well, whenever the box 

filled up with empty cans, I took them to 

the recycling center and redeemed them 

for cash." 

 

A man staggered into a hospital with a 

concussion, multiple bruises, two black 

eyes, and a five iron wrapped tightly 

around his throat. Naturally, the Doctor 

asked him, "What happened to YOU?" 

"Well, I was having a quiet round of golf 

with my wife, when at a difficult hole, we 

both sliced our golf balls into a field of 

cattle. We went to look for them and while I 

was looking around I noticed one of the 

cows had something white at its rear end."     

"I walked over, lifted its tail, and sure 

enough, there was a golf ball with my 

wife's monogram on it - stuck right in the 

middle of the cow's arse.” Still holding the 

cow's tail up, I yelled to my wife, "Hey, this 

looks like yours!'" 

"I don't remember much after that!" 
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SAVE OUR BEES 

 

Bee health is a growing 

public concern and more 

and more attention is being 

put on finding solutions to 

mitigate losses. According to the Canadian 

Association of Provincial Apiculturists 

statement on honey bee losses in Canada. 

"Over the winter of 2013/14, the average 

level of wintering loss of honey bee 

colonies (i.e. colony mortality or colonies 

too weak to be commercially productive at 

less than 3 frames of bees) across Canada 

was 25.0% (Table 1). Ontario experienced 

58.0 percent winter mortality. When 

Ontario’s numbers are removed from 

calculation the national mortality drops to 

19.2 percent. This level of winter loss is 

considered a high winter loss for most 

Canadian beekeepers in comparison to 

long term acceptable level of winter losses 

(15%), as described by beekeepers. The 

level of winter loss varied among 

provinces, regions within each province 

and from beekeeper to beekeeper within 

each region." 

We don't think about the tiny honeybee 

very often. But it's quickly making big 

headlines around the world! The honeybee 

is the cornerstone of the environment and 

is critical to our food supply around the 

world. Scientists from the U.S.A. to France 

and Spain and all the way to U.K. and 

China are trying to solve the mystery of 

what's causing the disappearance of the 

honey bee. Your help is needed to help our 

pollinators. Corporate and individual 

donations are very much appreciated ... 

and we need you to help Save Our Bees. 

All funds (100%) donated to Save our Bees 

are deposited into the Canadian Bee 

Research Fund, a registered charity that 

distributes funds for bee health research. 

Source: Canadian Honey Council 

WHY ARE HONEY BEES 

IMPORTANT TO CROPS           

AND FARMERS? 

 

Honey bees are always working, and they 

travel incredible distances to collect 

pollen. It’s because of these amazing 

journeys that we are able to enjoy many 

foods like cucumbers, pumpkins, cherries 

and apples. 

One out of every three bites of food we eat 

is a result of pollinators like honey bees, 

and crops like blueberries and cherries are 

90 per cent dependent on pollination. 

Honey bees are so important that farmers 

often have bee hives transported and then 

placed on their farm to provide pollination 

for their crops. 

Canola farmers have one of the most 

productive partnerships with honey bees. 

The canola plant provides an ideal food 

source for honey bees—its nectar is great 

for honey production, and its flowers have 

large quantities of pollen for honey bees to 

eat and spread. Additionally, according to 

studies, when pollinated by honey bees, 

canola actually produces a measurably 

higher yield, making the relationship 

highly important both for the farmers and 

for the honey bees. 

It’s a coexistence that needs to be 

protected: honey bees need healthy crops 

and healthy crops need honey bees. In 

fact, the involvement of honey bees in the 

growth of crops is essential for farmers to 

maintain their livelihood, but it’s also 

necessary for people to keep enjoying the 

foods they love. That’s why it’s so 

important to keep their hives healthy and 

why farmers are so invested in their 

thriving presence across the country. 

 

 

 



 13                                                                                   THE BUZZ 
 
GROWING AND MAINTAINING A 

HONEY BEE GARDEN 

 

Pollen and nectar are two of the most 

important things in a honey bee’s life. They 

use them to feed their hives, and they need 

them to fuel their incredible journeys to 

find flowers as sources of food. The closer 

their hives are built to food sources, the 

easier those trips become and the better 

prepared for winter the hive will be. 

Since a lack of proper nutrition is one of 

the major causes of honey bee losses, we 

can do our part to make sure that bees 

near where we live are treated to 

sustainable and nutritious sources of 

pollen. 

Some of the best plants we can grow for 

honey bees are actually the same plants 

we see every day, because they make up 

the habitat honey bees are used to. These 

include wildflowers like asters, daisies, 

calliopsis and gaillardias, but they also 

include plants people often call weeds. 

Plants like butterfly weed and milkweed 

aren’t just good for honey bees either, as 

they provide an attractive and nutritious 

meal for other pollinators like butterflies. 

In a way though, the biggest pollinator 

gardens, are our country’s millions of 

acres of farmland. With flowering plants 

like canola, the benefit isn’t just to the 

pollinators either, as when pollinated by 

honey bees, the crop actually produces a 

better yield with larger pods and more 

seeds. 

Best of all, we can also benefit from the 

honey bees’ habitat just as they do. 

Planting raspberries or lavender, or even 

onions, can mean reaping a harvest after 

the honey bees have come and gone. 

www.beesmatter.ca 
Source: Bees Matter 

 

SO THERE!!!! 

 

A young and arrogant 

pilot wanted to "show 

off" on the aviation 

frequencies as he was 

approaching an airfield 

during the night.  So, he 

disregarded policy and, 

instead of making an 

official request to the 

tower, he said, "Guess 

who?" 

 

The air traffic controller switched the field 

lights off and replied, "Guess where?" 
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Here is an oldie-goldie for 

you to enjoy . . . 

 

An old woman is riding in an elevator in a 

very lavish New York City building. 

 

A young and beautiful woman gets into the 

elevator, smelling of expensive perfume.  

She turns to the old woman and says 

arrogantly, "Romance" by Ralph  Lauren, 

$150 an ounce!" 

 

Then another young and beautiful woman 

gets on the elevator, and also very 

arrogantly turns to the old woman saying, 

"Channel No. 5, $200 an ounce!" 

 

About three floors later, the old woman 

has reached her destination and is about 

to get off the elevator. 

 

Before she leaves, she looks both 

beautiful women in the eye, then bends 

over and trumpets a fart like the finale of 

an opera. 

 

Just before the elevator 

doors close behind her, she 

turns and whispers into the 

eye-watering fumes: 

"Broccoli, 49 cents                        

a pound." 

PONDERING . . .  

I mowed the lawn today, 

and after doing so I sat 

down and had a cold beer.
  

The day was really quite 

beautiful, and the drink facilitated some 

deep thinking. 

 

My wife walked by and asked me what I 

was doing, and I said 'nothing'.   

 

The reason I said 'nothing' instead of 

saying 'just thinking' is because she then 

would have asked 'about what?'  
     

At that point I would have had to explain 

that men are deep thinkers about various   

topics, which would lead to 

other questions.  
     

Finally I pondered an age old question:  
     

Is giving birth more painful than getting 

kicked in the nuts?  
     

Women always maintain that giving birth is 

way more painful than a guy getting kicked 

in the nuts, but how could they "know"? 

Well, after another beer, and some more 

heavy deductive thinking, I have come up 

with an answer to that question.  
     

Getting kicked in the nuts is more painful 

than having a baby, and even though 

I obviously couldn't really "know", here is 

the reason for my conclusion.  
     

A year or so after giving birth, a woman 

will often say, "It might be nice to have 

another child."  
     

On the other hand, you never hear a guy 

say, "You know, I think I would like 

another kick in the nuts."  I rest my case.  
     

Time for another beer, and then maybe a 

nap in that hammock. 
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NAKED COWBOY 

  

A sheriff in a small town in Texas walks 

out in the street and sees a blond-haired 

cowboy coming toward him with nothing 

on but his cowboy hat, his gun and his 

boots.  He arrests him for indecent 

exposure.  

As he is locking him up, he asks "Why in 

the world are you 

walking around like 

this?  

The cowboy says, 

"Well, it's like this 

Sheriff . . .  

"I was in this bar 

down the road and this pretty little red 

head asks me to go out to her motor home 

with her... So I did.  

We go inside and she pulls off her top and 

asks me to pull off my shirt... So I did.  

Then she pulls off her skirt and asks me to 

pull off my pants... So I did.  

Then she pulls off her panties and asks me 

to pull off my shorts... So I did.  

Then she gets on the bed and looks at me 

kind of sexy and says, "Now go to town 

cowboy . . ."  

"And here I am." 

Son of a Gun . . .                          

blond men do exist!!! 

 

 

"Optimism . . . .  
is going after Moby Dick in a  
rowboat . . . And taking the tartar 
sauce with you!"  
 

                                            Unknown Author 

 

HELPFUL ADVICE??? 

If garbage workers in your community ever 

go out on strike, you might like to know 

how a wise New Yorker disposed of his 

refuse for several days when sanitation 

workers were on strike. 

 

Each day he wrapped his garbage in gift 

paper. Then he put it in a shopping bag. 

When he parked his car, he left the bag on 

the front seat with the window open. When 

he got back to the car, the garbage had 

always been collected. 

 
 

 

The one absolute, unselfish friend 

that a man can have in this selfish 

world - - - the one that never 

deserts him, the one that never 

proves ungrateful or treacherous – 

is his dog. 

      George Graham Vest 
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Two Stories . . . BOTH TRUE - and 

worth reading!!!! 

 

STORY NUMBER ONE:  

 

Many years ago, Al Capone virtually owned 

Chicago. Capone wasn't famous for 

anything heroic. He was notorious for 

enmeshing the windy city in everything 

from bootlegged booze and prostitution to 

murder.  

 

Capone had a lawyer nicknamed "Easy 

Eddie." He was Capone's lawyer for a good 

reason. Eddie was very good! In fact, 

Eddie's skill at legal maneuvering kept Big 

Al out of jail for a long time. 

  

To show his appreciation, Capone paid 

him very well. Not only was the money big, 

but Eddie got special dividends, as well. 

For instance, he and his family occupied a 

fenced-in mansion with live-in help and all 

of the conveniences of the day. The estate 

was so large that it filled an entire Chicago 

City block. 

  

Eddie lived the high life of the Chicago 

mob and gave little consideration to the 

atrocity that went on around him.  

  

Eddie did have one soft spot, however. He 

had a son that he loved dearly. Eddie saw 

to it that his young son had clothes, cars, 

and a good education. Nothing was 

withheld. Price was no object. 

  

And, despite his involvement with 

organized crime, Eddie even tried to teach 

him right from wrong. Eddie wanted his 

son to be a better man than he was. 

  

Yet, with all his wealth and influence, there 

were two things he couldn't give his son; 

he couldn't pass on a good name or a 

good example. 

  

One day, Easy Eddie reached a difficult 

decision. Easy Eddie wanted to rectify 

wrongs he had done. 

  

He decided he would go to the authorities 

and tell the truth about Al "Scarface" 

Capone, clean up his tarnished name, and 

offer his son some semblance of integrity. 

To do this, he would have to testify against 

The Mob, and he knew that the cost would 

be great. So, he testified. 

  

Within the year, Easy Eddie's life ended in 

a blaze of gunfire on a lonely Chicago 

Street. But in his eyes, he had given his 

son the greatest gift he had to offer, at the 

greatest price he would ever pay. Police 

removed from his pockets a rosary, a 

crucifix, a religious medallion, and a poem 

clipped from a magazine. 

  

The poem read: 

  

"The clock of life is wound but once, and 

no man has the power to tell just when the 

hands will stop, at late or early hour. Now 

is the only time you own. Live, love, toil 

with a will. Place no faith in time. For the 

clock may soon be still."  
  

STORY NUMBER TWO:  

 

World War II produced many heroes. One 

such man was Lieutenant Commander 

Butch O'Hare. 

  

He was a fighter pilot assigned to the 

aircraft carrier Lexington in the South 

Pacific. 

  

One day his entire squadron was sent on a 

mission. After he was airborne, he looked 

at his fuel gauge and realized that 

someone had forgotten to top off his fuel 

tank. 

  

He would not have enough fuel to 

complete his mission and get back to his 

ship.  
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His flight leader told him to return to the 

carrier. Reluctantly, he dropped out of 

formation and headed back to the fleet. 

  

As he was returning to the mother ship, he 

saw something that turned his blood cold; 

a squadron of Japanese aircraft was 

speeding its way toward the American 

Fleet. 

  

The American fighters were gone on a 

sortie, and the fleet was all but 

defenseless. He couldn't reach his 

squadron and bring them back in time to 

save the fleet. Nor could he warn the fleet 

of the approaching danger. There was only 

one thing to do. He must somehow divert 

them from the fleet. 

  

Laying aside all thoughts of personal 

safety, he dove into the formation of 

Japanese planes.. Wing-mounted 50 

caliber's blazed as he charged in, attacking 

one surprised enemy plane and then 

another. Butch wove in and out of the now 

broken formation and fired at as many 

planes as possible until all his ammunition 

was finally spent.  

  

Undaunted, he continued the assault. He 

dove at the planes, trying to clip a wing or 

tail in hopes of damaging as many enemy 

planes as possible, rendering them unfit to 

fly. 

  

Finally, the exasperated Japanese 

squadron took off in another direction. 

  

Deeply relieved, Butch O'Hare and his 

tattered fighter limped back to the carrier. 

  

Upon arrival, he reported in and related the 

event surrounding his return. The film 

from the gun-camera mounted on his 

plane told the tale. It showed the extent of 

Butch's daring attempt to protect his fleet. 

He had, in fact, destroyed five enemy 

aircraft. This took place on February 20, 

1942, and for that action Butch became the 

Navy's first Ace of W.W.II, and the first 

Naval Aviator to win the Medal of Honor. 

  

A year later Butch was killed in aerial 

combat at the age of 29. His home town 

would not allow the memory of this WW II 

hero to fade, and today, O'Hare Airport in 

Chicago is named in tribute to the courage 

of this great man. 

  

So, the next time you find yourself at 

O'Hare International, give some thought to 

visiting Butch's memorial displaying his 

statue and his Medal of Honor. It's located 

between Terminals 1 and 2. 

  

SO WHAT DO THESE TWO STORIES 

HAVE TO DO WITH EACH OTHER? 

  

Butch O'Hare was "Easy Eddie's" 

son . . . . 

 

When a teenage girl smiles at a boy, he 

tries to decide what makes him so sexy. 

 

When a young lady smiles at a man in his 

fifties, he turns around to see who's the 

handsome dude behind him. 

 

But when a female of any age smiles at a 

man of 80, he looks down to see if he's 

unzipped. 
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FROM OUR UNIT #68 

BUZZ RECIPE 

CORNER: 

BAKED SLOPPY JOE CUPS 

INGREDIENTS 

 1 pound ground chuck beef (80% 

lean) 

 1/2 cup chopped yellow onion 

 1 can (15 oz each) Manwich® 

Original Sloppy Joe Sauce 

 1 pkg (12 oz each) refrigerated 

Texas-style buttermilk biscuits 

 2/3 cup shredded Cheddar and 

Monterey Jack cheese blend 

DIRECTIONS 

1. Preheat oven to 400°F. Heat large 

skillet over medium-high heat; cook 

beef and onion 7 minutes or until 

beef is crumbled and no longer 

pink, stirring occasionally. Drain. 

Add Sloppy Joe sauce; cook 1 

minute more or until hot. 

2. Meanwhile, press 1 biscuit into 

bottom and up sides of each 

medium muffin cup, being careful 

not to tear dough. Place 1/4 cup 

meat mixture in each cup. Bake 10 

to 12 minutes or until biscuits are 

golden brown. 

3. Sprinkle cheese evenly over top of 

each cup. Let stand 1 minute or 

until cheese softens. Carefully 

remove from pan. 

FROM YOUR EDITORS . . .  

Spring has definitely 

Sprung!! And . . . We 

welcome her with open 

arms!!! 

 

We want to, as always, thank all of our 

loyal readers and all who send us great 

items and cartoons, etc. for our newsletter 

every month – it is very much appreciated!!  

 

And our Special Thanks as always to our 

Star Columnist, Ron ‘Andy Capp’ 

Robinson!! We thank you once again for 

taking us with you down Memory Lane!!  

 

Remember – you have a standing 

invitation to visit our webpage at 

anavets68.com 

 

OUR PICNIC IS COMING UP SOON!!!! 

Our Unit #68 Annual Picnic and 

BarBQ is on Saturday, July 23rd – all 

of our friends and comrades are very 

welcome!! It is a ‘Fun Day’ so plan to join 

us at Trout Lake in John Henry Park!! 

 

                    Your Editors,  

                                   Mardi & Fred 

 


