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Comrades and Associates:   

To all my Comrades and friends of Unit 

#68 and Unit #26 I wish to extend a very 

Merry Christmas.  

  

To all of our out-of-town members and all 

the Buzz magazine family that we mail to 

every month across Canada, we wish you 

all a "Joyous Season".  We look forward to 

your comments throughout the year. A lot 

of our readers do not realize that I send 

out 30 Buzz magazines every month, as far 

away as Nova Scotia, Ontario, 

Manitoba and Alberta. A special mention 

and thank you goes out to our dedicated 

editors, Mardi and Fred, who continue to 

critique my President's articles. I try to 

keep them informative, but at times Mardi 

has to holster me in a bit.  Of course it's 

the jokes, everyone looks forward to.  I can 

hardly wait every month to see Janice 

Graham‟s (Unit #26 President) photo above 

her column and I b#@^h every month that 

my picture has never been in the paper! ! ! 

Just kidding Janice, you‟re much better 

looking. 

Well, our Units are once again at a serious 

crossroad. With the development proposal 

dead and our letter of intent with the 

developers expired, we are moving  

forward. An offer has been presented to 

the Unit #26 membership to sell the club 

and a Special Meeting will be held 

December 11, 2011 to vote on this offer. As 

mentioned in other articles, it was my 

biggest fear, but Unit #68 is a guest  in 

these clubrooms and we hope that their 

decision also opens the door to a new 

beginning at a different location in the near 

future. What form this will take is to be 

seen and I am confident that our Units will 

survive. Since all our A.N.A.F. clubs in 

Vancouver are too far away for our 

members, I will be asking my membership 

for approval as to where to move our club, 

if the sale is approved. Our old clubroom 

at 20
th

 & Fraser is a Legion now, so our 

members are quite comfortable in that 

location. I do not know if this is another 

first, with two Veteran's Organizations 

operating from one building, but I think in 

time you will see more and more of this 

happening. I will confer with B.C. 

Command on this issue. President Jean 

Noren of Branch #48 R.C.L. has invited us 

with open arms.  

   

For almost 6 years our two Units have 

laughed and cried together. Yes, there 

were many challenges, but I have made 

many friends and a lot of comrades hold 

joint memberships.  Together, we have 

also lost many Comrades and celebrated 

their lives together. Joint Installations was 

another first, joint executive meetings 

another first, the majority of Colour Guard 

members are from both our two Units, so I 

have absolutely no regrets. When the dust 

YOUR PRESIDENT’S REPORT 
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settles it will be "SHOULDER TO 

SHOULDER" 

  

Our annual A.G.M meeting and election 

will be held, Sunday January 22, 2012 in 

the Andy Capp room at 1:00 P.M. 

Nominations are now open for President of 

Unit #68 until 6:00 P.M. December 17, 

2011. Contact Sandy Greenfield for 

nomination papers. Nominations and 

elections for all other executive will be at 

the General Meeting in January. 

Scrutineers will be appointed by the 

President. 

   

Please re-new your 2012 membership 

cards now; the cost is still only $35.00 per 

year. 

Fraternally,                                                      

Bob Rietveld                                                 

President Unit #68 

 

GREETINGS FROM UNIT #26 

 

This morning is the 

“morning after the 

night before” THE 

LIONS TOOK THE 

CUP yesterday and we 

are all feeling it today!  

For those lucky 

enough to attend the 

game and those of us 

that watched the game in the Unit, it was 

great to watch.  Yelling, hollering, and the 

cheering was just over the top.  Then 

those 2 fans, and I use the term loosely, 

cheering for Winnipeg.  Drinking in our 

Unit!  Can you imagine that!  They were 

brave boys I tell ya!  We had great kitchen 

specials and our bar featured great 

shooters along with our Sunday draft 

specials.  Howie Evans and Carrol Bujak 

were winners of the CFL Trivia contest.  

Jim Dunn was second and Philo Singh and 

Bill Legge came in third.  I must say, some 

people are very creative when it comes to 

answering trivia questions! 

 

Yesterday at our General Meeting the 

membership endorsed the Executive to 

continue on as per our by-law change last 

year.  We have received an offer for the 

sale of the building which the Building 

Committee is looking into.  I‟m confident 

there will be a few more before we are 

finished.  What ever offers we receive and 

look into, you, the membership, will have 

the final say.  We collect the information 

and sort through it, then it is you, the 

membership, that makes the final decision. 

 

Our Unit Christmas Dinner is set for 

Sunday, December 18
th

 following the 

General Meeting.  Dinner will be served 

from 3-5 pm.  Glengo will provide our 

Christmas music for the afternoon.  

Tickets are $8.00 each.  Cut off for the 

tickets sales is on 

Friday the 16
th

.  I sure 

hope Santa is going to 

show up this year.   Last 

year he had a flat runner 

and a few of his 

reindeer were waiting 

for new shoes.  Such a 

disaster!  Even Santa runs into road 

blocks!   

 

Our Christmas bar raffle will be drawn that 

day.  One ticket takes all!  Tickets $1.00 

each /6 for $5.00 /12 for $10.00.  A wine and 

cheese basket will be awarded to the 

person who sells the most books of 

tickets.  Tickets are available at the bar. 

 

Watch for info coming out soon on our 

New Years Eve Dinner Dance.  The Great 

Out Doors will be our featured band for the 

evening.  The menu is yet to be 

determined. Tickets will be available soon.   

In closing, I would like to thank all those 

that took time out of their week to help us 

prepare and execute our November 11
th

 

Remembrance and Celebrations.  It takes a 
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lot of people to bring everything together 

and you all made it happen.  You are all #1 

in my books.  It was nice to see some of 

our senior members that were able to 

come to the Unit on November 11
th

.  Your 

smiles said it all.  I salute you! 

 

Janice Graham 

Unit #26 President 

  

PPRROOVVIINNCCIIAALL  CCOOLLOOUURR  

GGUUAARRDD  RREEPPOORRTT  

Comrades: 

We have now finished all our parades for 

the year. There were a total of 20 parades 

and meetings during 2011. Our New Years 

resolution is to sign up new 

members, especially from clubs who 

currently do not have a Colour Guard 

representative.  

  

As with all our organizations, our numbers 

are dwindling due to attrition, and as such, 

the number of current flag carriers is only 

at around 12 comrades. Although we have 

a lot of older members who still participate 

and support us, we are in need of new 

blood in order to give a strong A.N.A.F. 

showing at parades. Our current 

membership stands at 27 members.  

  

Personally I wish to thank all my executive, 

in 2011 who kept our Colour Guard family 

functioning. It's a lot of work doing all the 

phoning, keeping records and looking 

after our equipment, but I am sure you 

agree, it is all worth it.  See you all at the 

Christmas dinner on December 10th and of 

course at our elections on January 14th.  

  

If you ask any Colour Guard member, you 

will find that we are like a family and 

although it is a large commitment, the 

benefits far out weigh the effort. After 

every parade we socialize with a few 

cocktails and for every meeting we visit a 

different Unit, where we are treated like 

“ROYALTY “  So sign up today and join the 

fun and camaraderie. 

Fraternally, 

Bob Rietveld                                                 

Color Sergeant 

 

A SPECIAL THANK YOU 

I would like to extend a very special Thank 

You to all of our Comrades who helped 

make our Remembrance Day so very 

special. It takes a lot of work to organize 

the day and you all gave your utmost! Due 

to my stay in the hospital I was unable to 

attend to my duties that day, and I do 

apologize for that. The nurses were great 

but – no, not an enjoyable visit at all! 

Special Thanks also to our Poppy Taggers 

– that is a long and bone tiring job but as 

always the volunteer Taggers came 

through with flying colours! 

And last but not least, our Kruise for Kids 

Toy Drive was a huge success. We had the 

largest contributuion from our joint Units 

#26 and #68, and I want to thank each and 

every one of our Comrades who donated a 

toy or two or more. I was very proud of our 

contribution to this very worthwhile cause. 

We will make many a child very happy on 

Christmas morning. 

John Yates                                                      

Vice President Unit #26 

 

THE HOLIDAY SEASON means . . . .  

 

SHUFF N’ STUFF . . .  

SHUFFLEBOARD: 
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The 11th Annual Shuffleboard 

Memorial Tournament was held on 

Saturday, November 19th, 2011 at Unit 26. 

Our thanks to all those that participated 

and congratulations to: 

 

1
st
 Place - Lorraine Burchynski, Peter 

Walton, Randy Rotheisler. Playing in 

memory of Shirley Gillis. 

 

2
nd

 Place - Dan Williams, Jim Dunn, Derek 

Taylor. Playing in memory of Diane Heil. 

 

3rd Place - Marty Atkinson, Sam Bruni, 

Juergen Beerwald. Playing in memory of 

Ron Smith. 

 

4
th

 Place - Bryan Matson, John Kimoff, 

Kerry Nendick. Playing for Roy Blair. 

  

This was one of the best tournaments in 

some time. Thirty-nine players making up 

13 teams. Thanking you all again. 

  

SNOOKER: 

The Annual Provincial Command 

Snooker Tournament was held at Unit 

284 (Steveston) on Sunday, November 

20th. As of press time the results had not 

been received by Provincial Command. 

  

CURLING:  

The 3rd Annual Western Canada 

Anavets Challenge takes place at the 

CN Curling Rink in Saskatoon, 

Saskatchewan. The event takes place on 

the 17th, 18th and 19th of February 2012. 

Registration form will be posted in mid 

December on the main bulletin board. 

 

Happy Holidays Everyone! 

Dick Moore                                            

Sports Director 

  

HAPPY BIRTHDAY to all of our 

Unit #68 December Celebrants! 

Shirley Aldridge Gordon Allen                  

Philip R. Dupuis        Charlie Lee              

Peter Pasenan            Jessie Purewal        

Melvin Roemer        John Stiles             

Peter Walton   Gordon Woodrow 

We apologize if we have missed any of our 

members. 

Happy Birthday 

Everyone! 

 

We came across this very touching poem 

while researching for our December issue 

and thought it so very appropriate as we 

think back on our Remembrance Day 

celebrations in our Club . . . 

  

REMEMBRANCE DAY IS ALWAYS . . .  

 

Remembrance Days have come and gone, 

and yet… 

For some they stay, 

The bugler‟s had his final word, 

The crowd has gone its way. 

Today one man stood all alone, 

Until a boy came near, 

 

“Remembrance Day was yesterday, yet 

Now…I find you here.” 

 

Three words they saw upon the stone, 

And this… 

The man did say; 

“Remembrance Day is always, son 

It‟s not just yesterday.” 

 

~ Daryl Wedley 

ANAVETS AFFAIRS 
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AFFORDABLE RENTAL                HOUSING 

FOR SENIORS 

      ANAVET HOUSING 

 VVaannccoouuvveerr  EEaasstt                                                         

951 East 8
th

 Avenue 

RRiicchhmmoonndd - 11820 No. 1 Road 

NNoorrtthh  VVaann.. – 225 / 235 / 245 East 3
rd

 St. 

Call 874-8105 or email 

bcanavets@telus.net  for more information  

New Chelsea Society                                                 

#300 – 3640 Victoria Drive,                           

Vancouver, B. C. V5N                                      

Patrick Buchannon, Executive Director              

Telephone: (604) 874-6255 for Information 

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   

VETERANS AFFAIRS CANADA                 

308 – 7337 – 137
th

 St. Surrey, B.C. V3W 1A4 

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 $ 3,500.00? 

LAST POST FUND INC.                                                

British Columbia Branch #520                                

7337 – 137
th

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

for the burial of your loved ones, please 

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

 

OLD is good in some things: 

Old songs, 

Old movies, 

And best of all, OLD FRIENDS!! 

DEC. 2011 at Unit #26 

JJOOIINN  UUSS  FFOORR  CCHHRRIISSTTMMAASS  DDIINNNNEERR  

––  SSUUNNDDAAYY  DDEECC..  1188
tthh

  

TTiicckkeettss  oonnllyy  $$88  EEnntteerrttaaiinnmmeenntt  bbyy  GGlleennggoo    

  

LLAADDIIEESS  AAUUXXIILLIIAARRYY  BBAAKKEE  SSAALLEE  

SSaattuurrddaayy,,  DDeecceemmbbeerr  1177
tthh

  ––  33::3300  ––  77::0000  ppmm   

 

NEW YEARS EVE DINNER & DANCE 

Tickets $20 includes dinner & 

entertainment - The Great Outdoors 

 

Dancing to Great Bands all month  

Friday & Saturday Dec. 2nd & 3rd – 7:30   

 Midnight Eagles                                      

Friday & Saturday, Dec. 9th & 10th – 7:30  

 Piano Bob                                              

Friday & Saturday, Dec. 16th & 17th – 7:30  

 Nasty Habits 

Sunday, December 18
th

 - Glengo                                                

Friday Dec. 23
rd

  – 7:30 

 Glengo 

Friday & Saturday, Dec. 30
th

 & 31
st
 – 7:30 

 The Great Outdoors 

  

TUESDAY IS TRIPLE T DAY!! 

Tuesday, Trivia, & Tacos  

Trivia with Danny Stetski at 7 pm 

TEXAS HOLD’EM 

Every Wednesday and Friday evenings – 

Registration 6:30 pm 

DROP-IN EUCHRE Thursday at 7 pm 

MEAT DRAWS every week                                  

Fridays at 4:00 p.m. NOW 2 tickets for $1 

Saturdays at 4:00 p.m. NOW 2 tickets for $1 

No Draws on Dec. 24th & 31st 

MEMBERSHIP DRAW – every Saturday 

during Meat Draw . . . Must be Here to Win!                                 

THE JOKER DRAW 

Joker Card Wins The Prize! 

Play during the Fri. & Sat. Meat Draw 

 

REMEMBER: anavets26.ca for all 

the latest news and events 

mailto:bcanavets@telus.net
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RRREEEMMMIIINNNIIISSSCCCIIINNNGGG   WWWIIITTTHHH                                                                        

RRROOONNN   ‘‘‘AAANNNDDDYYY   CCCAAAPPPPPP’’’   RRROOOBBBIIINNNSSSOOONNN   

Climb aboard the 

Robinson TIME MACHINE! 

I‟m taking you back to 

1930. I was 10 years old 

and we lived in a house on 

49
th

 Avenue and Prince 

George Street; the same 

house I mentioned some time ago in one 

of these columns about all those big juicy 

turkeys escaping from our basement. 

About a block and a half from our house, 

49
th

 and Fredrick Street (first street off of 

Fraser Street) is where Sam Browne and 

his wife Mildred lived. Two of the nicest 

people I have ever met. I often wished that 

everyone could have such wonderful 

neighbours.  

Sam was the perfect Santa Claus, and us 

kids were lucky that we had our very own 

Santa in our very own neighbourhood. 

Sam had the same white beard displayed 

in drawings of Santa and was addressed 

as „Santa‟ more than he was as „Sam‟.  

He was a train engineer for the CPR for 35 

years. He was never seen without his 

engineer‟s cap on, whether he was 

working in his back yard or shopping in 

the Piggly Wiggly store at 45
th

 and Fraser 

(now known as Buy Low). He was never 

without that CPR cap. People used to say 

he even slept with it on, but it was never 

proven. 

After his retirement he became the Santa 

Claus for one of Vancouver‟s largest 

department stores, a position he held for 

26 years.  

Both Sam and Mildred are gone now but 

those around the same age as I am (I‟m 

two months from 90 years) may remember 

our „Santa‟. 

Now for some history: Santa was originally 

known as St. Nicholas of Myra. In Holland 

and elsewhere in Europe the custom of 

giving gifts to children on December 6
th

 

was called „Feast Day‟.  

In England, Santa became known as 

„Father Christmas‟. When the legend 

arrived in the United States it became 

known as „Santa Claus‟ and gifts for 

children was moved to December 24
th

 and 

25
th

.  

Now I‟m going to tell 

you how the Santa we 

know here in North 

America was born. It 

was 1916 in New York 

City where a freelance 

illustrator named 

Norman Rockwell was 

commissioned by the Saturday Evening 

Post magazine to draw the front page 

cover picture for their Christmas issue. He 

drew a picture of what he thought Santa 

looked like. The rest is history! All Santas 

now look like the one in his drawing, as 

did our very own Sam Browne!  

And now I want to wish all you wonderful 

people a great Christmas and the best New 

Year ever, from myself, Lilian and the huge 

Robinson family!!! 

 

EDITORS NOTE: Christmas would not be 

Christmas Ronnie without your wonderful 

stories of your life experiences. We still 

say – there is a book there!!!!!   

And we want to wish you, Lilian and your 

wonderful family a very Merry Christmas 

and a New Year with memories to cherish 

for many more years to come. 
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TTOOUUCCHH  OOFF  HHUUMMOOUURR  ..  ..  ..  tthhaannkkss  ttoo  

oouurr  RRoonnnniiee  RRoobbiinnssoonn  aanndd  KKaammllooooppss  

RRuutthhiiee  ..  ..  ..  ..    

Walking up to a department store‟s fabric 

counter, the pretty girl said, “I would like 

to buy this material for a new dress. How 

much does it cost?”  

 

“Only one kiss per yard,” 

replied the male clerk, with 

a smirk. 

 

“That‟s fine,” said the girl. 

“I‟ll take ten yards.” 

 

With expectation and 

anticipation written all over 

his face, the clerk quickly 

measured out the cloth, wrapped it up, 

then teasingly held it out. 

 

The girl snapped up the package, pointed 

to the old geezer standing beside her, and 

smiled, “Grandpa will pay the bill.” 
 

A officer noticed one of his soldiers 

behaving oddly. The soldier would pick up 

any piece of paper he found, frown and 

say, “That‟s not it” and put it down again.  

 

This went on for some time, until the 

officer arranged to have the soldier 

psychologically tested. The psychologist 

concluded that the soldier was deranged, 

and wrote out his discharge from the army.  

 

The soldier picked it up, smiled and said, 

“That‟s it.” 

 

Check your shampoo bottle label . . . 

I don‟t know WHY I didn‟t figure this out 

sooner!!!! It‟s the shampoo I use in the 

shower! When I wash my hair, the 

shampoo runs down my whole body and 

(duh!) printed very clearly on the shampoo 

label is this warning… For extra volume 

and body! NO wonder I have been gaining 

weight!!! 

 

Well! I have gotten rid of that shampoo and 

I am going to start using Dawn dish soap 

instead. Their label reads: Dissolves fat 

that is otherwise difficult to remove. 

Problem Solved!!! 

 

If I don‟t answer the phone when you 

call…I‟ll be in the shower!!! 

 

Two confirmed bachelors sat talking, their 

conversation drifted from politics to 

cooking. 

 

“I got a cookbook once,” said one, “but I 

could never do anything with it.” 

 

“Too much fancy work in it, eh?” asked 

the other. 

 

“You said it. Every one of the recipes 

began the same way - „Take a clean dish.” 
 

A woman went her doctor complaining that 

she was exhausted all the time. After the 

diagnostic tests showed nothing, the 

doctor finally asked her how often she has 

intercourse. 

 

“Every Monday, Wednesday, and 

Saturday,” she says. 

 

The doctor advised her to cut out 

Wednesday. 

 

“I can‟t,” said the woman. “That‟s the only 

night I‟m home with my husband.” 
 

 

Treat everyone with politeness, 

even those who are rude to you, 

not because they are nice, 

but because you are. 
 

~Author Unknown 
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GOD SENT THEM . . .  

 

A fifth grader asked her mother the age-old 

question, 'How did I get here?' 

 

Her mother told her, 'God sent you.'  

 

'Did God send you, too?' asked the child.  

 

'Yes, Dear,' the mother replied.  

 

'What about Grandma and Grandpa?' the 

child persisted 

 

'He sent them also,' the mother said.  

 

'Did he send their parents, too?' asked the 

child.  

 

'Yes, Dear, He did,' said the mother 

patiently.  

 
'So you're telling me that there has been 

NO sex in this family for 200 years? No 

wonder everyone's so grouchy around 

here!' 

  

A woman goes to the police station to 

report that her husband was missing. 

 

"Can you give me a description of him?" 

asked the officer. 

 

"He's short and bald and skinny and 

wrinkled and wears dentures," answered 

the woman. "Come to think of it, most of 

him was missing before he was...." 

 

AA  RREECCEENNTT  SSTTUUDDYY  ..  ..  ..    

A recent study found out which days 

men prefer to have sex. It was found that 

men preferred to engage in sexual 

activity on the days that started with the 

letter "T".  

 

Examples of those days are as follows: 

Tuesday 

Thursday 

Thanksgiving 

Today 

Tomorrow 

Thaturday 

Thunday 

  

  
The Farmer's Almanac is predicting a very 

cold winter. 

It must be true because the squirrels are 

gathering NUTS. 

Three of our Comrades have disappeared. 

Are you O.K.? 

  

AA  JJOOBB  VVEERRYY  WWEELLLL  DDOONNEE  ..  ..  ..    

 Anavets Units 26 & 68 would like to thank 

all the Taggers and Volunteers that 

helped make this year bigger than last 

year.  The total amount to be donated to 

The Vancouver Poppy Fund is $21,034.31.  

Good work everyone!!  

Chairpersons Jan Holt – Unit #26 and 

Sheryl Calvert – Unit #68 
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WHAT IF . . . .  

What if there isn't "anymore"? 

 

One day a woman's husband died, and on 

that clear, cold morning, in the warmth of 

their bedroom, the wife was struck with 

the pain of learning that sometimes there 

isn't "anymore". 

 

No more hugs, no more special moments 

to celebrate together, no more phone calls 

just to chat, no more "just one minute." 

 

Sometimes, what we care about the most 

gets all used up and goes away, never to 

return before we can say “good-bye”, say 

"I love you." 

 

So while we have it, it's best we love it, 

care for it, fix it when it's broken and heal 

it when it's sick. 

 

This is true for marriage.....And old cars... 

And children with bad report cards, and 

dogs with bad hips, and aging parents and 

grandparents. We keep them because they 

are worth it, because we are worth it. 

 

Some things we keep -- like a best friend 

who moved away or a sister-in-law after 

divorce. There are just some things that 

make us happy, no matter what.  

 

Life is important, like people we know who 

are special . . . And so, we keep them 

close!  

 

Your Editors received this from someone 

who thought we were 'keepers'! Now we 

are sending it to the people we think of in 

the same way... our Readers. Now it's your 

turn to send this to all those people who 

are "keepers" in your life! Suppose one 

morning you never wake up, do all your 

friends know you love them? 

 

Let every one of your friends know you 

love them. Even if you think they don't love 

you back. And just in case we‟re gone 

tomorrow: 

WE LOVE YA!!! 

 

Live today because tomorrow is        

not promised. 
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THE OLD GAS STATION  

 

The service station trade was slow.  

The owner sat around,  

With sharpened knife and cedar stick  

Piled shavings on the ground.  

 

No modern facilities had 

they,  

The log across the rill  

Led to a shack, marked 

His and Hers  

That sat against the hill.  

 

"Where is the ladies restroom, sir?"  

The owner leaning back,  

Said not a word but whittled on,  

And nodded toward the shack.  

 

With quickened step she entered there  

But only stayed a minute  

Until she screamed, just like a snake  

Or spider might be in it.  

 

With startled look and beet red face  

She bounded through the door,  

And headed quickly for the car --  

Just like three gals before.  

 

She missed the foot log -- jumped the 

stream,  

The owner gave a shout,  

As her pantyhose, down at her knees  

Caught on a sassafras sprout.  

 

She tripped and fell -- got up,  

and then in obvious disgust,  

Ran to the car, stepped on the gas,  

And faded in the dust.  

 

Of course we all desired to know  

What made the gals all do  

The things they did, and then we found  

The whittling owner knew.  

 

A speaking system he'd devised  

To make the thing complete,  

He tied a speaker on the wall  

Beneath the toilet seat.  

He'd wait until the gals got set,  

And then the devilish guy  

Would stop his whittling long enough  

To speak into the mike.  

 

And as she sat, a voice below  

Struck terror, fright and fear,  

"Will you please use the other hole?  

We're painting under here."  

 

EDITORS NOTE: An „Oldie‟ but such a 

„Goodie‟ we couldn‟t resist!!! 

 

NO UNDERWEAR - MAKES SENSE 

TO ME 

A man came to visit his grandparents, and 

he noticed his grandfather sitting on the 

porch in the rocking chair wearing only a 

shirt, with nothing on from the waist down. 

 

'Grandpa, what are you doing? Your 

weenie is out in the wind for 

everyone to see!' he exclaimed. 

 

The old man looked off in the 

distance without answering.  

 

'Grandpa, what are you doing sitting out 

here with nothing on below the waist?' he 

asked again.  

 

The old man slowly looked at 

him and said, 'Well....last 

week I sat out here with no 

shirt on and I got a stiff neck. 

This is your grandma's idea.' 
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VVEETTEERRAANN’’SS  AAFFFFAAIIRRSS  RREEPPOORRTT  

 

FROM THE GLOBE AND MAIL 

Source: Lorne McCartney 

Dominion Secretary-Treasurer ANAVETS 

Army, Navy and Air Force Veterans in 

Canada  

LETTER FROM A CANADIAN 

VETERAN . . . .  

Sergeant Ed Wadleigh of Deep River, Ont., 

is a 31-year-old Canadian Forces combat 

engineer. During his 10 years in the British 

and Canadian armies, he has served three 

tours of duty in Afghanistan. On his most 

recent, from May to November of 2010, he 

was stationed at Combat Outpost 

Ballpeen, at the southwest tip of the town 

of Nakhonay in the Panjwai district. At the 

time, it was the most frequently attacked 

Canadian outpost, sometimes coming 

under fire daily. His seven-person section 

alone found 35 IEDs.  

 

I am an Afghanistan veteran, and I am not 

homeless, shell-shocked, drunk or 

punching walls. I am not the modern 

version of the scruffy Vietnam vet living in 

a cardboard box, nor do I pay much mind 

to the label “Afghan vet.” However, I am 

forever grateful for the uncertain hand of 

chance that meant I was able to return 

home to my family, alive and with all my 

limbs. I am proud of what we achieved in 

my time there, even though the final 

outcome is far from certain. 

Sometimes I find myself longing for the 

stark simplicity of life at a combat outpost. 

Sometimes I find normal, everyday life to 

be boring, mundane, insignificant and dull, 

particularly when compared to the rush 

and thrill and terror of combat. Sometimes 

I miss Afghanistan, no matter how insane 

that thought may seem to the average 

person. 

I miss the daily tragic comedy of life in that 

place: The insane fearlessness of the 

Afghan National Army. The goofy, 

Keystone Kops-meet-Lawrence of Arabia 

ways of the Afghan Police. The craftiness 

of our foe, which was surprising given his 

routine displays of stupidity. The sturdy 

stoicism, yet outright welcoming nature, of 

the local elders and kids. I miss the 

camaraderie of living in spartan, isolated 

conditions at what seems like the edge of 

civilization; the dichotomy of a bearded, 

robed mullah living in a mud hut – with no 

electricity and toilet facilities best 

described as “the sidewalk” – sending text 

messages on a cell phone.  It is a world of 

violence, death, ancient tribalism, terror – 

offset by compassion, hope and kindness. 

Most of all, I miss being privileged to 

witness acts of courage and heroism that 

will never be spoken of or known to many 

Canadians. 

It‟s not all rose-tinted spectacles. There‟s a 

lot I don‟t miss: The heat. The daily roll of 

the dice where you don‟t know what you‟re 

going to head into or whether you‟ll come 

back out. The study of a foot path for any 

ground sign to see if there are things there 

that shouldn‟t be. The high-pitched, 

staccato beep of a metal detector that has 

found metal.  

And worse things: The smell of blood 

baking in the 2 p.m. sun. The discovery 

that not all wasps are vegetarian. The 

smell of detonated homemade explosive. 

The fizzing, rushing sound of a rocket-

propelled grenade, knowing that this time 

it‟s really close to you. The knowledge that 

a very bad day in your part of the world 

means that somewhere, eight hours west 

of you, someone else with a heart full of 

love who is now asleep is going to have 

their world destroyed in about five hours‟ 

time. And knowing all too well the meaning 

of the phrase “Angel Flight”. 

I would love to live up to the stereotype 

that I did it all for my country. But in all 

honesty, if you had asked us at the time, 
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very few of us would have been able to say 

we were in Afghanistan because it was the 

right thing to do. We were all there for our 

own reasons – be it to prove oneself, to 

play your part in a grand adventure, or 

simply to get in scraps and gunfights for a 

few months and to fuck shit up. But one 

thing we all know having returned is that 

we were there – and those who weren‟t 

will either forever wish they had been, or 

at least will never understand what exactly 

“there” means. 

But if I could ask one thing of all 

Canadians for Remembrance Day, it would 

be this: 

Spare not a thought for the fallen. Think 

instead of those left behind, the families. 

All soldiers join knowing the risks, and all 

soldiers deploy to wars even more aware 

of those risks, and are willing to take them, 

for themselves, for the challenge, or 

simply because it is expected. But no 

family freely offers their loved one up. No 

family truly thinks it could happen to their 

loved one. But in the end, it is they who 

pay the sacrifice long after their loved one 

is gone. Think of them, remember them, 

this November 11. 

Editor’s Note: This was emailed to our 

President Bob from Lorne McCartney – 

and we thought it very worthy of re-

printing in our Buzz!! It really says it all – 

doesn‟t it? 

DADDY, HOW WAS I 

BORN? 

 

A little boy goes to his father and asks 

'Daddy, how was I born?'  

 

The father Answers, 'Well, son, I guess one 

day you will need to find out anyway! Your 

Mom and I first got together in a chat room 

on Yahoo.  

   

Then I set up a date via e-mail with your 

Mom and we met at a cyber-cafe. We 

sneaked into a secluded room, and 

googled each other.  

  

There your mother agreed to a download 

from my hard drive.  

   

As soon as I was ready to upload, we 

discovered that neither one of us had used 

a firewall, and since it was too late to hit 

the delete button, nine months later a little 

Pop-Up appeared that said:  

 

You'll love this ....  

 

 
   

'You got Male! 

    

DID YOU KNOW . . . .  

stressed is just desserts 
spelled backwards 
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THE RAIN - TRULY AWESOME 

   

Live with laughter, and love with all your 

heart . . . 

 

Editor’s Note: We believe this story that 

is related below must have been written by 

a nurse . . .  

 

A gentleman in his 80s, arrived to have 

stitches removed from his thumb. He said 

he was in a hurry as he had an 

appointment at 9:00 am. 

 

I took his vital signs and had him take a 

seat, knowing it would be over an hour 

before someone would to able to see him. I 

saw him looking at his watch and decided, 

since I was not busy with another patient, I 

would evaluate his wound. 

 

On exam, it was well healed, so I talked to 

one of the doctors, got the needed 

supplies to remove his sutures and 

redress his wound. 

 

While taking care of his wound, I asked 

him if he had another doctor's 

appointment this morning, as he was in 

such a hurry. 

 

The gentleman told me no, that he needed 

to go to the nursing home to eat breakfast 

with his wife. I inquired as to her health. 

He told me that she had been there for a 

while and that she was a victim of 

Alzheimer's Disease. 

 

As we talked, I asked if she would be upset 

if he was a bit late. He replied that she no 

longer knew who he was, that she had not 

recognized him in five years now. 

 

I was surprised, and asked him, 'And you 

still go every morning, even though she 

doesn't know who you are?'  

 

He smiled as he patted my hand and said, 

'She doesn't know me, but I still know who 

she is!' 

 

I had to hold back tears as he left, I had 

goose bumps on my arm, and thought, 

'That is the kind of love I want in my life.'  

 

True love is neither physical, nor 

romantic. 

 

True love is an acceptance of all that is, 

has been, will be, and will not be. 

 

With all the jokes and fun that are sent in 

emails, sometimes there is one that comes 

along that has an important message... 

 

This one, (sent to us with our thanks to 

President Janice) we thought, we could 

share with all of you. 

 

The happiest people don't necessarily 

have the best of everything; they just make 

the best of everything they have!  

 

'Life isn't about how to survive the storm, 

but how to dance in the rain.' 

 

We are all getting Older 

Tomorrow may be our turn. 

 

 

 
 

HAPPY HOLIDAYS EVERYONE!!! 
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MAXINE’S 1 DAY EMPLOYMENT. .   

 

So after landing my new job as a Wal-Mart 

greeter, a good find for many retirees, I 

lasted less than a day ....   

 

About two hours into my first day on the 

job a very loud, unattractive, mean-acting 

woman walked into the store with her two 

kids, yelling obscenities at them all the 

way through the entrance.   

 

I said pleasantly, 'Good morning and 

welcome to Wal-Mart. Nice children you 

have there. Are they twins?'   

 

The ugly woman stopped yelling long 

enough to say, 'Hell no, they ain't twins. 

The oldest one's 9, and the other one's 7.  

Why the hell would you think they're 

twins? Are you blind, or stupid?'  

 

So I replied, 'I'm neither blind nor stupid, 

Ma'am, I just couldn't believe someone 

slept with you twice. Have a good day and 

thank you for shopping at Wal-Mart.'   

 

My supervisor said I probably wasn't cut 

out for this line of work!! 

 

Editor’s Note: An „Oldie‟ but definitely a 

„Goodie‟!!! 

 

LLaasstt  NNiigghhtt  II  HHaadd  TThhee  SSttrraannggeesstt  

DDrreeaamm  ..  ..  ..  ..  
 

Last night I had the strangest dream  

I ever dreamed before  

'Cause I dreamed the world  

Had all agreed to put an end to war  

I dreamed I saw a mighty room  

Filled with women & men  

And the papers they were signing said  

They'd never fight again  

There be no more war  

Or War dead that is the gist of what 

was said  

And when the papers were all signed  

And a million copies made  

They all joined hands & they bowed 

their heads  

And grateful prayers were prayed  

In different regions names it was said  

To Allah & Buda & Lord God above  

And the people in the streets below  

Were dancing 'round & 'round  

And swords & guns & uniforms  

Were scattered on the ground  

Last night I had the strangest dream  

I'd ever dreamed before  

'Cause I dreamed the world  

Had all agreed to put an end to death 

through war  
 

Written By Andy-John Catton 

 

 

QUOTE OF THE MONTH . . . .  

“Whenever you want to marry someone, 

go have lunch with his ex-wife." 

 

 Shelley Winters 
  

 



 16                                                                                   THE BUZZ 
 

HOW OLD ARE WE GETTING??? 

 
It could happen to any of 

us . . . . 

This is so funny; I hope 

you enjoy it. 

 

$5.37! That's what the 

kid behind the counter at 

Tim Horton's said to me. 

I dug into my pocket and 

pulled out some lint and two dimes and 

something that used to be a Lifesaver. 

Having already handed the kid a five-spot, I 

started to head back out to the truck to 

grab some change when the kid with the 

Elmo hairdo said the worst thing anyone 

has ever said to me. He said, "It's OK. I'll 

just give you the senior citizen discount." 

 

I turned to see who he was talking to and 

then heard the sound of change hitting the 

counter in front of me. "Only $4.68" he 

said cheerfully. 

 

I stood there stupefied. I am 56, not even 

60 yet? A mere child! Senior citizen? 

 

I took my food and walked out to the truck 

wondering what was wrong with Elmo. 

Was he blind? As I sat in the truck, my 

blood began to boil. Old? Me? 

 

I'll show him, I thought. I opened the door 

and headed back inside. I strode to the 

counter, and there he was waiting with a 

smile. 

 

Before I could say a word, he held up 

something and jingled it in front of me, like 

I could be that easily distracted! What am I 

now? A toddler? 

 

"Dude! Can't get too far without your car 

keys, eh?" I stared with utter disdain at the 

keys. I began to rationalize in my mind. 

 

"Leaving keys behind hardly makes a man 

elderly! It could happen to anyone!" 

 

I turned and headed back to the truck. I 

slipped the key into the ignition, but it 

wouldn't turn. What now? I checked my 

keys and tried another. Still nothing. 

 

That's when I noticed the purple beads 

hanging from my rear view mirror. I had no 

purple beads hanging from my rear view 

mirror. 

 

Then, a few other objects came into focus. 

The car seat in the back seat. Happy Meal 

toys spread all over the floorboard. A 

partially eaten doughnut on the dashboard. 

 

Faster than you can say ginkgo biloba, I 

flew out of the alien vehicle. 

 

Moments later I was speeding out of the 

parking lot, relieved to finally be leaving 

this nightmarish stop in my life. That is 

when I felt it, deep in the bowels of my 

stomach: hunger! My stomach growled 

and churned, and I reached to grab my 

coffee, only it was nowhere to be found. 

 

I swung the truck around, gathered my 

courage, and strode back into the 

restaurant one final time. There Elmo 

stood, draped in youth and black nail 

polish. All I could think was, "What is the 

world coming to?" 

 

All I could say was, "Did I leave my food 

and drink in here"? At this point I was 

ready to ask a Boy Scout to help me back 

to my vehicle, and then go straight home 

and apply for Social Assistance benefits. 

 

Elmo had no clue. I walked back out to the 

truck, and suddenly a young lad came up 

and tugged on my jeans to get my 

attention. He was holding up a drink and a 

bag. His mother explained, "I think you left 

this in my truck by mistake." 
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I took the food and drink from the little boy 

and sheepishly apologized. 

 

She offered these kind words: "It's OK. My 

grandfather does stuff like this all the 

time." 

 

All of this is to explain how I got a ticket 

doing 85 in a 40. Yes, I was racing some 

punk kid in a Prius. And no, I told the 

officer, I'm not too old to be driving this 

fast. 

 

As I walked in the front door, my wife met 

me halfway down the hall. I handed her a 

bag of cold food and a $300 speeding 

ticket. I promptly sat in my rocking chair 

and covered up my legs with a blanket. 

 

The good news was I had successfully 

found my way home. 

 

P.S. Save the earth....... It's the only 

planet with seniors discounts !!!! 

 

 

GGEEMMSS  ffrroomm  oouurr  SSppeecciiaall  FFrriieenndd  EEllssiiee  

FFrraasseerr of ANAF Assiniboia Unit 283 in 

Winnipeg, Manitoba . . . .  

 

In September 1960, I woke up one morning 

with six hungry babies and just 75 cents in 

my pocket. Their father was gone. The 

boys ranged from three months to seven 

years; their sister was two.  

Their Dad had never been much more than 

a presence they feared. Whenever they 

heard his tires crunch on the gravel 

driveway they would scramble to hide 

under their beds. He did manage to leave 

$15 a week to buy groceries. 

 

Now that he had decided to leave, there 

would be no more beatings, but no food 

either. If there was a welfare system in 

effect in southern Indiana at that time, I 

certainly knew nothing about it.  

 

I scrubbed the kids until they looked brand 

new and then put on my best homemade 

dress, loaded them into the rusty old 51 

Chevy and drove off to find a job. The 

seven of us went to every factory, store 

and restaurant in our small town.  

No luck. 

 

The kids stayed crammed into the car and 

tried to be quiet while I tried to convince 

who ever would listen that I was willing to 

learn or do anything. I had to have a job. 

 

Still no luck. The last place we went to, 

just a few miles out of town, was an old 

Root Beer Barrel drive-in that had been 

converted to a truck stop.  It was called the 

Big Wheel. 

 

An old lady named Granny owned the 

place and she peeked out of the window 

from time to time at all those kids. She 

needed someone on the graveyard shift, 

11 at night until seven in the morning. She 

paid 65 cents an hour, and I could start 

that night.  

 

I raced home and called the teenager down 

the street that baby-sat for people. I 

bargained with her to come and sleep on 

my sofa for a dollar a night.  She could 

arrive with her pajamas on and the kids 

would already be asleep This seemed like 

a good arrangement to her, so we made a 

deal. 

 

That night when the little ones and I knelt 

to say our prayers, we all thanked God for 

finding Mommy a job. And so I started at 

the Big Wheel.  

 

When I got home in the mornings I woke 

the baby-sitter up and sent her home with 

one dollar of my tip money-- fully half of 

what I averaged every night.  

 

As the weeks went by, heating bills added 

a strain to my meager wage.  The tires on 

the old Chevy had the consistency of 
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penny balloons and began to leak. I had to 

fill them with air on the way to work and 

again every morning before I could go 

home.  

 

One bleak fall morning, I dragged myself 

to the car to go home and found four tires 

in the back seat. New tires! There was no 

note, no nothing, just those beautiful 

brand new tires. Had angels taken up 

residence in Indiana? I wondered. 

 

I made a deal with the local service station.  

In exchange for his mounting the new 

tires, I would clean up his office. I 

remember it took me a lot longer to scrub 

his floor than it did for him to do the tires.  

 

I was now working six nights instead of 

five and it still wasn't enough. Christmas 

was coming and I knew there would be no 

money for toys for the kids.  I found a can 

of red paint and started repairing and 

painting some old toys. Then I hid them in 

the basement so there would be 

something for Santa to deliver on 

Christmas morning.  

 

Clothes were a worry too. I was sewing 

patches on top of patches on the boys 

pants and soon they would be too far gone 

to repair.  

 

On Christmas Eve the usual customers 

were drinking coffee in the Big Wheel. 

There were the truckers, Les, Frank, and 

Jim, and a state trooper named Joe. A few 

musicians were hanging around after a gig 

at the Legion and were dropping nickels in 

the pinball machine. The regulars all just 

sat around and talked through the wee 

hours of the morning and then left to get 

home before the sun came up.  

 

When it was time for me to go home at 

seven o'clock on Christmas morning, to 

my amazement, my old battered Chevy 

was filled full to the top with boxes of all 

shapes and sizes. I quickly opened the 

driver's side door, crawled inside and 

kneeled in the front facing the back seat. 

Reaching back, I pulled off the lid of the 

top box.  Inside was a whole case of little 

blue jeans, sizes 2-10! I looked inside 

another box: It was full of shirts to go with 

the jeans. Then I peeked inside some of 

the other boxes. There was candy and nuts 

and bananas and bags of groceries. There 

was an enormous ham for baking, and 

canned vegetables and potatoes. There 

was pudding and Jell-O and cookies, pie 

filling and flour. There was whole bag of 

laundry supplies and cleaning items.  

 

And there were five toy trucks and one 

beautiful little doll. 

 

As I drove back through empty streets as 

the sun slowly rose on the most amazing 

Christmas Day of my life, I was sobbing 

with gratitude.  And I will never forget the 

joy on the faces of my little ones that 

precious morning. 

 

Yes, there were angels in Indiana that 

long-ago December. And they all hung out 

at the Big Wheel truck stop.... 

 

THE FOUR STAGES OF LIFE:  

1) You believe in Santa Claus.  

2) You don't believe in Santa 

Claus. 

3) You are Santa Claus. 

4) You look like Santa Claus. 

 

 

Always remember to forget the troubles 

that pass your way;  

 

BUT NEVER forget the blessings that 

come each day. 

 
 

Take the time to live!!! 

Life is too short.  

Dance naked. Woo-hoo! 
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A Different Christmas Poem 

      The embers glowed softly, and in their 

dim light, 

       I gazed round the room and                             

I cherished the sight. 

       My wife was asleep, her head                      

on my chest, 

       My daughter beside me,                        

angelic in rest. 

       Outside the snow fell,                                         

a blanket of white, 

       Transforming the yard to                               

a winter delight. 

 The sparkling lights in the tree I believe, 

       Completed the magic that was 

Christmas Eve. 

     My eyelids were heavy, my breathing 

was deep, 

       Secure and surrounded by love                     

I would sleep. 

       In perfect contentment, or so it would 

seem, 

       So slumbered I, perhaps I started to 

dream. 

The sound wasn't loud, and it wasn't                  

too near, 

       But I opened my eyes when                   

it tickled my ear. 

       Perhaps just a cough, I didn't quite 

know,  
Then the sure sound of footsteps outside 

in the snow. 

      My soul gave a tremble, I struggled to 

hear, 

       And I crept to the door just to see who 

was near. 

        

Standing out in the cold and the dark of 

the night, 

       A lone figure stood, his face weary and 

tight. 
 

 A soldier, I puzzled, some twenty                  

years old, 

       Perhaps a Trooper, huddled here in 

the cold.    

      Alone in the dark, he looked up                 

and smiled, 

       Standing watch over me, and my wife 

and my child.  

 

      "What are you doing?" I asked            

without fear, 

       "Come in this moment, it's freezing 

out here!  

       Put down your pack, brush the snow 

from your sleeve, 

      You should be at home on a cold 

Christmas Eve!"  

 

       For barely a moment I saw                           

his eyes shift, 

       Away from the cold and the snow 

blown in drifts.  

       To the window that danced with a 

warm fire's light 

      Then he sighed and he said                      

"Its really all right, 

       I'm out here by choice. I'm here           

every night."  

 "It's my duty to stand at the front                       

of the line, 

       That separates you from the darkest   

of times.  

       No one had to ask or beg or                

implore me, 

       I'm proud to stand here like my fathers 

before me. 

       My Gramps died in Europe on a                  

day in December," 

                                                                         

Then he sighed,  

"That's a Christmas 'Gram always 

remembers."    

       I've not seen my own son in more than 

a while, 

       But my wife sends me pictures,                

he's sure got her smile. 

         

Then he bent and he carefully pulled               

from his bag, 

       The red and the white ...                              

A Canadian flag. 
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 I can live through the cold and the                

being alone, 

       Away from my family, my house              

and my home. 

       I can stand at my post through the rain 

and the sleet, 

       I can sleep in a foxhole with                   

little to eat. 

       I can carry the weight of killing 

another, 

       Or lay down my life with my sister        

and brother. 

       Who stand at the front against         

any and all, 

       To ensure for all time that this flag  

will not fall."  

"So go back inside," he said,                   

"harbor no fright, 

      Your family is waiting and I'll be                  

all right." 

 

       "But isn't there something I can do,               

at the least, 

      "Give you money," I asked, "or prepare 

you a feast? 

      It seems all too little for all that               

you've done, 

      For being away from your wife               

and your son." 

     

  Then his eye welled a tear that held                 

no regret, 

       "Just tell us you love us, and                 

never forget.  

      To fight for our rights back at home 

while we're gone, 

       To stand your own watch, no matter 

how long. 

       For when we come home, either 

standing or dead, 

      To know you remember we fought and 

we bled. 

      Is payment enough, and with that          

we will trust, 

     That we mattered to you as                 

you mattered to us."  

 
Author unknown 

THERE WILL BE PEACE 

There will be peace: 

when attitudes change; 

when self-interest is seen as part of 

common interest; 

when old wrongs, old scores, old mistakes 

are deleted from the account; 

when the aim becomes co-operation and 

mutual benefit 

rather than revenge or seizing maximum 

personal or group gain; 

when justice and equality before the law 

become the basis of government; 

when basic freedoms exist; 

when leaders - political, religious, 

educational - and the police and media 

wholeheartedly embrace the concepts of 

justice, equality, freedom, tolerance, and 

reconciliation as a basis for renewal; 

when parents teach their children new 

ways to think about people. 

There will be peace: 

when enemies become fellow                   

human beings. 

                                        

“The poem, There will be no peace, was 

written in 1999 in connection with the 

conflict in Kosovo. In 2005 I decided that it 

was not a good idea to have written the 

poem in such a negative form, so I re-

wrote it as There will be peace.”  

David Roberts 

1999. 

Source: warpoetry.co.uk 

 

Christmas is not in tinsel 

and lights and                           

outward show. 

The secret lies in an  inner 

glow. 

It‟s lighting a fire                  

inside the heart. 

Good will and joy                    

a vital part. 

Its higher thought and a greater plan. 

    Its glorious dream in the soul of man. 

              ~ Wilfred A. Peterson 
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AND FROM OUR UNIT #68 

BUZZ RECIPE CORNER . . . 

. . . just in time for your holiday 

celebrations . . . 

MAKE ‘EM, SET ‘EM, SHOOT ‘EM, 

REPEAT!!!!  

TRADITIONAL 

JELLO SHOTS 

RECIPE 

 

INGREDIENTS: 

10 oz vodka 

(2) 3 oz boxes of Jello 

2 c boiling water 

1 c cold water  

 

METHOD: 

Bring water to a boil and remove from 

heat.  

Dissolve the packages of Jello in 2 cups 

boiling water, stirring at least 2 minutes, 

until gelatin is dissolved. 

Stir in ice-cold water and 

vodka.  

Pour mixture into shot 

glasses or disposable shot 

cups. Let shots set in the 

refrigerator for at least 4 

hours.   

ENJOY!!!! ENJOY!!! 

 

A SPECIAL WARNING at this Holiday 

Season . . . . 

When you drink vodka over ice, it can give 

you kidney failure. 

When you drink rum over ice, it can give 

you liver failure. 

When you drink whiskey over ice, it can 

give you heart problems. 

When you drink gin over ice, it can give 

you brain problems. 

 

Apparently, ice is really bad for you. 

Warn all your friends. 

FROM YOUR EDITORS . . .  

The Holiday Season is here once 

again (how time flies!!!) and 

we are looking forward to 

welcome the New Year 

2012!!  May the year 2012 be a Great 

Year for both of our Units - Unit #26 and Unit 

#68!! May we continue to go forward into our 

future together „Shoulder to Shoulder”!!!  

 

Happy Birthday to our Buzz newsletter as 

it turns 15 years old this month!! It has 

always been a joy putting this newsletter 

together each month – the research is 

always informative, and we appreciate all of 

our wonderful contributors – all in all - we 

learn so much, and certainly enjoy a giggle 

or two each and every day!  

Therefore, as we have mentioned many 

times before, we hope our Comrades keep 

enjoying reading our issue each month!  

Special Thanks as always to our Ronnie 

Robinson for his fabulous covers and his 

fun and informative column each month! We 

couldn‟t do it without you, Ronnie!!! Keep 

them coming!!! Don‟t even think about 

retiring!!! 

Special Thanks once again to Marlise Reuter 

for placing our Buzz on the club‟s webpage 

anavets26.ca each month.   

In closing we would like to wish 

everyone a Very Joyous and Merry 

Holiday Season! ENJOY! ENJOY! 

Your Editors, Mardi & Fred 

 
HAPPY NEW 
YEAR 2012 
EVERYONE!!! 


