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Comrades:   

 

Merry Christmas and Happy New 

Year to all my members of Unit #68 from 

my family to yours.  

  

The best Christmas present you could 

purchase is a membership for a family 

member to our Unit #68 and if you are a 

current member this year we offer a dual 

membership for a husband and wife for 

$60.00. Please do not try to transfer 

membership from other units as a way to 

save money as we will not accept these 

applications. This is for current or new 

members only and I have asked our 

secretary and membership chair person to 

be very diligent in this regard. At each 

convention we are allowed 1 delegate per 

100 members so our goal is to have 2 

delegates to our next Dominion 

Convention. We therefore need 101 

members. If every member signs up a 

spouse, we can achieve our goal. 

  

Some people might ask "Why join a Unit 

with no clubhouse?"  1st... We are the 

Friendly Club; 2nd... THE BUZZ;  

3rd...Trout Lake Picnic/Barbecue; 4th... 

The longest serving executive; 5th... 

Winning sports teams; 6th... Most Colour 

Guard members; 7th... Granted our charter 

July 1, 1930 (so we are not going 

anywhere); 8th... We operate from Unit 

#100 as an active and exciting club and of 

course your $35.00 membership supports 

the most important reason -- 9th.. Our 

Veterans. Oh-- Did I forget #10--- The Best 

President!!!--   

  

This month will be our 205th issue of “The 

BUZZ".  That’s 17 years & 8 months of 

dedication by our editors Mardi and her 

husband Fred. Every month I mail up to 30 

copies all over Canada and as far away 

as England. We publish 200 copies every 

month, with our secretary often adding 

another 50 copies because of high 

demand. Some comrades send their 

copies all over the world and people are 

even upset if they do not get a copy when I 

visit different units.  

 

A few years ago our Unit presented our 

editors with an Appreciation Award at our 

Provincial Convention, and recently 

various comrades donated to The Buzz so 

this Christmas I am very pleased to 

announce that I have presented Mardi with 

an early Christmas present - a cheque 

from those who donated, so they can enjoy 

a well deserved dinner, courtesy of their 

many fans. Thank You to all that have 

contributed to The Buzz and may 2015 be 

your best year ever.  

YOUR  

PRESIDENT’S  

REPORT 
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 Please support Unit #68 with a 

membership and keep The Buzz alive as 

long as Mardi and Fred are willing and 

able. 

  

FFrraatteerrnnaallllyy,,                                                                                                            

BBoobb  RRiieettvveelldd                                                                            

PPrreessiiddeenntt  AA..NN..AA..FF..  UUnniitt  ##6688  

 

PPRROOVVIINNCCIIAALL  CCOOLLOOUURR  

GGUUAARRDD  RREEPPOORRTT  

Comrades, 

As our Provincial B.C. Command Colour 

Guard struggles to survive with only about 

6 or 7 members still marching, my 

constant appeal for new members seems 

to be falling on deaf ears. Since our 

veterans are dying or ageing, the glitter 

and dedication is feeling its effects. "Lest 

We Forget" are the three words that 

come to mind. It is our duty to carry on 

this tradition for all those who gave their 

lives so we can have the freedom 

to honour their contributions. 

  

At many parades or functions I hear young 

people ask their parents about our 

uniforms and flags; they need this 

information, not just on November 11th but 

all year. Many functions are already a thing 

of the past, International Memorial Day, 

Hands across the Border, and even 9/11 

struggles to survive. All these were 

dedicated to help remember our fallen but 

are now gone forever and more are on the 

brink. It is great to march in such parades 

as The Grey Cup, Rogers Santa Clause 

Parade, Cloverdale Rodeo and many 

others but the real meaning for me is Vimy 

Day, Battle of Britain, Battle for the Atlantic 

and so many others that represent our 

past and present veterans. We Need 

"Help" and volunteers to step forward for 

next season. 

  

Like all organizations finding the right 

leaders is the secret to success and the 

Colour Guard is no different. Therefore our 

election of officers in January is vital and 

to those who take on this 

responsibility please think hard about your 

level of commitment because this is more 

important as the years go on.  Being 

elected Colour Sergeant is akin to being a 

General in my opinion, not only must you 

lead, but you must take full responsibility 

for this organization; someone that your 

comrades respect and wish to support.  

 

Fraternally, 

Bob Rietveld                                                 

Past Color Sergeant 

  

VVEETTEERRAANN’’SS  AAFFFFAAIIRRSS  

RREEPPOORRTT  

Comrades. 

 

Veterans Affairs Canada has returned 

$1.13 billion to the federal treasury in 

unspent funds since the Conservatives 

came to power in 2006 -- cash that should 

have gone towards improved benefits and 

services for our veterans. 

  

The figure was released by the House of 

Commons and has led to renewed 

criticism of the Harper Government, which 

is already smarting over its frayed 

relations with disgruntled former soldiers. 

  

Frank Valleriote, the Liberal veterans critic 

said ex-soldiers who've been denied 

benefits will look at the unspent funds and 

feel "hoodwinked, completely abandoned " 

and wonder why they've made sacrifices 

for our country. N.D.P. member Stoffer 

noted that overall budgets of departments 

are something the government is 

committed to under law. 

  

There is growing frustration within the 

party over Minister Fantino's apparent 

inability to forge positive relationships 
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with veterans. It is reprehensible and 

unconscionable what they're doing so that 

the government can create an image of 

fiscal responsibility.  

  

My only personal comment again is that 

your continued support of our organization 

is what keeps issues such as these at the 

forefront and I compliment our Dominion 

Command for keeping constant watch on 

our government. 

 

Respectfully submitted in honour of Roy 

Blair.  

                                                   Fraternally, 

                                    Bob Rietveld 

 

SHUFF N’ STUFF . . .  

The Annual Provincial Command 

Snooker Tournament has been 

cancelled due to lack of interest. 

 

There are no Provincial Command sports 

events scheduled for December. 

 

The Annual Shuffleboard Memorial 

Tournament was held Saturday, 

November 15th at ANAF Unit 45 in North 

Vancouver. Thirty players divided into ten 

teams of three participated in the A-B-C 

event. The final results are as follows; 

 

3rd Place: Randy Storjeoff, Nick 

Storniss-Bliss and  Dallas Smith playing in 

memory of Bill Morrison 

2nd Place: Mike Billings, Geoff Anderson 

and John Brueckler in memory of Diane  

Heil. 

1st Place: Dan Williams, Randy 

Rothleiser and Marlene Cayer in 

memory of Bill Weir. 

 

Congratulations to the winners and a big 

thank you to our hosts at Unit 45. 

Dick Moore                                                   

Director, Sports 

HAPPY BIRTHDAY to our               

Unit #68 DECEMBER Celebrants! 

Shirley Aldridge Gordon Allen                  

Charlie Lee                Peter Pasenan 

John Stiles             Gordon Woodrow 

Happy Birthday Everyone!!!! 

 

Special Birthday Congratulations to 

Charlie Lee who turns 91 years 

young on December 28th!!! 

  

ANAF UNIT #68 

MEMBERSHIP . . . 

 

The membership chair for Unit #68 is our 

unit secretary - Jan Holt – please renew 

for the year 2015 as soon as possible so 

you may continue receiving all of the 

wonderful benefits membership accords. 

  

All cards and membership requirements 

will be done by Jan with a huge thank you 

from our executive.  

 

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

yyoouurr  ccoonnttiinnuueedd  ssuuppppoorrtt  aass  llooyyaall  aanndd  ddeeddiiccaatteedd  

MMeemmbbeerrss..  AAnn  aaccttiivvee  mmeemmbbeerrsshhiipp  mmaakkeess  ffoorr  aann  

aaccttiivvee  cclluubb!!  
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To everybody back home . . 

Back home now I know you're                   

prob'ly sleeping, 

 Over here it's the middle of the day. 

I finally found some time to write a letter, 

Sittin' here a half a world away. 

 

 

 

I heard about all them folks protesting, 

As if I really want this war. 

But that don't stop me from believing 

There's just some things worth                  

fighting for.  

 

And if I die before you wake, 

I pray the world will take 

A good look at what God's given us. 
 

If we could only understand 

Everything is in His hands. 

All we need is a little faith and trust.  

I want you to know it ain't too high                            

a price to pay 

If I die before you wake.  
 

 

 

Tell everybody that I miss them, 

and I can't wait to get back home. 

Until then, I'll serve my country  

and be proud to wear this uniform. 

 

And if I die before you wake, 

I pray the world will take 

A good look at what God's given us. 

 

If we could only understand 

Everything is in His hands. 

All we need is a little faith and trust. 
 

I want you to know it ain't too high                             

a price to pay 

If I die before you wake. 

 

No, it ain't too high a price to pay  

If I die before you wake. 
 

"Everything is in His hands" 

In support of all the men and women 

who have been called into military action. 

You're in our hearts, our thoughts,                

and in our prayers  
 

Thank you Dustin and all the guys in the 

Good Times 

 band for allowing me to share this 

GREAT song you have 

written to pay tribute to the men and 

women in the military.  

"If I Die Before You Wake"  

Sung by Dustin Evans 

Written by: Dustin Evans, Rick Tiger, and 

Dave Brainard 

The Good Times Band 

The song is available at Dustin's website 

Visit Dustin's website at:  

www.DustinEvans.com 

"Used by permission "  

http://www.dustinevans.com/
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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. 

  
 

AANN  AANNOONNYYMMOOUUSS  QQUUOOTTEE  BBUUTT  OOHH  

SSOO  TTRRUUEE  ..  ..  ..  ..   

Good friends are like quilts -               
they age with you, yet never lose 

their warmth. 
 

LOVE IN THE AFTERNOON . . .  
 

Love what kids come up with...they know 

so much they are not given  

credit for. 

 

The only way to pull off a Sunday 

afternoon "quickie" with their  

8-year-old son in the apartment was to 

send him out on the balcony with  

a Popsicle and tell him to report on all the 

neighborhood activities... 

 

- "There's a car being towed from the 

parking lot," he shouted.  

 

He began his commentary as his parents 

put their plan into operation:  

 

- "An ambulance just drove by!"  

 

- "Looks like the Andersons have 

company," he called out.  

 

- "Matt's riding a new bike!"  

 

- "Looks like the Sanders are moving!"  

 

- "Jason is on his skate board!"  

 

After a few moments he announced...  

 

- "The Coopers are having sex !”  

 

Startled, his mother and 

dad shot up in bed. Dad 

cautiously called out      ... 

"How do you know they're 

having sex?"  

 

"Jimmy Cooper is standing 

on his balcony with a 

Popsicle.” 
   
 

“It's the good girls who keep diaries;  

the bad girls never have the time.” 

--- Tallulah Bankhead (1903 - 1968) 
 
 

mailto:bcanavets@telus.net
mailto:admin@newchelsea.ca
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RRREEEMMMIIINNNIIISSSCCCIIINNNGGG   WWWIIITTTHHH                                                                        

RRROOONNN   ‘‘‘AAANNNDDDYYY   CCCAAAPPPPPP’’’   RRROOOBBBIIINNNSSSOOONNN  

  

With Christmas just 

around the corner I think 

it’s time we talked ‘turkey’. 

I must warn you . . . 

portions of this column 

contain ‘FOWL’ language!  

TTuurrkkeeyy  SSttoorryy  NNoo..11:: We were on city 

relief (now known as welfare), the year 

was 1936 and it was the middle of the 

Great Depression and Christmas was 3 

days away and the chances of the 

Robinsons having a turkey for Christmas 

was only a dream. You’ve heard the 

expression of being ‘dirt poor’ – well we 

couldn’t even afford dirt! Then the miracle 

happened. A Model T Ford truck was 

driving by our house on East 49
th

 Avenue 

carrying crates of live turkeys. Unknown to 

the driver, one crate holding four turkeys 

fell off the truck and the truck just kept 

going. My Dad witnessed it all and 

somehow managed to drag the crate into 

our basement where he released the 

turkeys from the crate. Suddenly there was 

great joy in our house (I was 14 at the 

time). As we had no way of contacting the 

truck driver my mother began making 

plans to contact some of our close 

relatives to share with our good fortune on 

Christmas Day. Later that day, my oldest 

brother came home and unaware of what 

was in our basement, opened the door and 

the four lovely big juicy turkeys made a 

dash for freedom, 

never to be seen 

again. Obviously we 

didn’t have turkey 

for Christmas that 

year but through the 

years we often laugh 

at our turkey-less 

dinner 

TTuurrkkeeyy  SSttoorryy  NNoo..  22 happened almost 50 

years ago. We decided to take our children 

to visit their Great-Granma at her small 

ranch near Clinton. Her ranch had no 

electricity or indoor plumbing so naturally 

everyone went to bed as soon as it 

became dark. It wasn’t the best night I’ve 

ever had. Sometime through the night my 

wife said she heard strange noises in our 

bedroom. I grabbed the flashlight and 

scanned the room. Then I saw what was 

causing those strange noises. My light 

showed about 20 or 30 pairs of little beady 

eyes looking down at us from the 

windowsill above our bed. The eyes 

belonged to a large family of mice. Our 

evening became even longer. Finally dawn 

broke and not a moment too soon. The 

kids had to go to the bathroom so I let 

them out the backdoor and pointed out the 

outhouse. A few seconds later there were 

terrible screams coming from outside.  I 

rushed out and there were two of the 

children surrounded by a dozen or so ill-

mannered and vicious turkeys. I had to 

carry the children one by one to the 

outhouse and believe me I was just as 

frightened of the damn turkeys as my kids 

were! Our holidays improved after that. We 

spent the remainder of our holiday in a 

nice hotel in Clinton. And yes, it had 

electricity and indoor plumbing! After this 

incident I’ve decided the only good turkey 

is one that has tasty stuffing inside and 

hot gravy on the outside. 

TTuurrkkeeyy  SSttoorryy  NNoo..  33 really isn’t about a 

turkey but it’s close. Years ago when our 

children were little a friend of our family 

gave them a little ‘duck’ chick to raise as a 

pet. That little ‘duck’ chick grew into a very 

large goose. The older it got, the more 

ornery it became, and a real danger to the 

children. One Sunday my Uncle George 

was visiting us from Burnaby and I 

explained the trouble we were having with 

the children’s pet goose. My uncle 

promptly said he would be happy to take it 

home and raise it in his large back yard. 
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He told the kids that their goose would 

have a good home and a full happy life and 

they were welcome to visit their pet 

whenever they wished. Months passed and 

my Aunt Frances and Uncle George invited 

our family over for Christmas. Following 

our wonderful dinner I told the children we 

should go out and wish their goose a 

Merry Christmas. My Uncle stopped us and 

said we couldn’t see the goose. “Why 

not?” I asked. My Uncle answered, 

“Because we just ate him.” Of course 

myself and the kids were quite shocked 

and quite mad at my Uncle. Then he 

explained that the goose had become very 

difficult to manage. He too was constantly 

attacked by this very large goose. This 

Robinson story appeared in The 

Vancouver Sun on December 18, 1997 in 

their special Christmas edition. 

And now I want to wish all of my readers 

(if I have any) a VVeerryy  MMEERRRRYY  CCHHRRIISSTTMMAASS  

aanndd  aa  HHAAPPPPYY  NNEEWW  YYEEAARR  ffrroomm  tthhee  eennttiirree  

RROOBBIINNSSOONN  FFAAMMIILLYY!!!!  

  

EEddiittoorr’’ss  NNoottee::  II  mmuusstt  aaddmmiitt  RRoonnnniiee  ––  II  wwiillll  

nneevveerr  llooookk  aatt  aa  ttuurrkkeeyy  qquuiittee  tthhee  ssaammee  wwaayy  

aaggaaiinn    --  HHaaHHaa!!!!!!  

   

AA  VVeerryy  
MMeerrrryy  

CChhrriissttmmaass  
aanndd  aa  HHaappppyy  
NNeeww  YYeeaarr  ttoo  

aallll  ooff  oouurr  
CCoommrraaddeess  

aanndd  FFrriieennddss!!!!!!!!  

 

A QUOTE THAT IS OH SO TRUE . .  

 “In the end, we will remember not the 

words of our enemies, but the silence of 

our friends”        – Dr. Martin Luther King. 

 

GOTTA LOVE SPINSTERS . . . 

A handsome young man walks into a 

chemist shop which is owned and run by 

two old spinster sisters. 

 

The man said to the two old women, 

"Every time I see a woman, I get the urge 

to hug and kiss her, and to make mad, 

passionate love. Is there anything you can 

give me for this?" 

 

The two old 

women whispered 

to each other for a 

moment, and then 

one of them 

replied, "My sister 

and I will give you 

$200 a week and 

the two-room flat 

above the shop." 

 

 

""DDoonn''tt  lleett  yyoouurr  lliiffee  ssppeeeedd  oouutt                                        
ooff  ccoonnttrrooll..    

LLiivvee  iinntteennttiioonnaallllyy..    

DDoo  ssoommeetthhiinngg  ttooddaayy  tthhaatt  wwiillll  llaasstt  
bbeeyyoonndd  yyoouurr  lliiffeettiimmee''''..  

Unknown author 
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THE HOMETOWN BATTLEFIELD  

              A song written by J.P. Cormier 

 

He got home from service as the spring 

began its turn 

12 long months away 

He folded up his uniform with the medals 

tucked inside 

Started living for today 

 

But the present could not find him,                

nor could his wife and kids 

He was there but he was gone 

Soon his only comfort was a bottle                   

and his gun 

Something right that went so wrong 

 

And silence keeps on coming as the movie 

plays again 

you can smell that yellow dust and death 

hanging on the wind 

and we thought the war was over, but the 

headlines do reveal 

That another soldier died today on the 

hometown battlefield 

 

He sits outside the courthouse with his 

pant legs tucked away 

No one knows his name 

One wrong step there in the sand put him 

where he is today 

One more just the same 

All his memories live there in the space 

below his knees 

Back when he was whole 

But that IED didn't just relieve him of                   

his legs 

It blew apart his soul  

 

And if you're wearing loafers you ain't 

walked the burning sands 

And you ain't never had to shoot another 

living man 

It don't matter if we won 

It don't matter if we lost 

They were following their orders 

No matter the cost 

 

So I remember what they've given when I 

see my flag unfurled 

Free against the sky 

And the way we seem to lose them when 

they get back to the world 

Can someone tell me why 

 

And silence keeps on coming as the movie 

plays again 

you can smell that yellow dust and death 

hanging on the wind 

and we thought the war was over, but the 

headlines do reveal 

That another soldier died today on the 

hometown battlefield 

 

We prayed the war was over, but the 

headlines do reveal 

That another soldier died today on the 

hometown battlefield 
 

 

 
J.P. Cormier is a very popular and well-

known singer and song composer who 

was born in U.S.A. His parents were from 

Cape Breton, a small french village. His 

father, Jos Cormier, was also a well-known 

fiddler. J.P. made numerous trips to C.B. 

as a young lad and decided later on in life 

to live there. In my opinion, this song is 

wonderful, and unfortunately so very true . 

.. . . . and I hope everyone enjoys it as 

much as I did. It definitely makes one 

reflect!!! Go to PP Cormier’s website at 

www.jp-cormier.com and listen to this 

song – It will touch your heart, and your 

soul. 

 

http://www.jp-cormier.com/
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A GREAT GOLF STORY . . . .  

A circus owner ran an ad for a lion tamer 

and two people show up. 

One is a retired golfer in his late sixties 

and the other is a gorgeous blond in her 

mid-twenties. 

The circus owner tells 

them,  "I'm not going 

to sugar coat it. This 

is one ferocious lion. 

He ate my last tamer 

so you two had better 

be good or you're 

history. Here's your 

equipment -- chair, a 

whip and a gun. Who 

wants to try out first?" 

The girl says, "I'll go first." She walks past 

the chair, the whip and the gun and steps 

right into the lion's cage. 

The lion starts to snarl and pant and 

begins to charge her. About halfway there, 

she throws open her coat revealing her 

beautiful naked body. 

The lion stops dead in his tracks, 

sheepishly crawls up to her and starts 

licking her feet and ankles. He continues 

to lick and kiss her entire body for several 

minutes and then rests his head at her 

feet. 

The circus owner's jaw is on the floor. He 

says, "I've never seen a display like that in 

my life." 

He then turns to the 

retired golfer and asks, 

"Can you top that?" 

The tough old golfer 

replies, "No problem, 

just get that lion out of 

there!!” 

THE LEMON SQUEEZER . . .              

At a local bar in downtown Courtenay....  

 

The owner & bartender, was so sure that 

he was the strongest man around, that he 

offered a standing $1000 bet. 

The bartender would squeeze a lemon until 

all the juice ran into a glass, and then hand 

the lemon to the patron. 

 

Anyone who could squeeze two more 

drops of juice out of it, would win the 

money. Many people had tried, over the 

years: weightlifters, longshoremen, etc., 

but nobody had ever been able to do it. 

 

One day, this scrawny little fellow came 

into the bar, wearing thick glasses and a 

polyester suit. He sat down, ordered a 

glass of draft, & started looking around the 

bar. 

 

After reading the sign on the wall about 

the lemon challenge, he said in a small 

voice: "I was just reading your sign, and 

I'd like to try the bet." 

 

After the laughter had died down, the 

bartender said: "Ok,..." He grabbed a 

lemon and squeezed the heck out of it ...... 

 

Then he handed the wrinkled remains of 

the rind to the little fellow. But the Crowd's 

laughter turned to total silence as the man 

clenched his little fist around the lemon 

and six drops fell into the glass. 

 

As the crowd cheered, the bartender paid 

the guy his $1000, and then asked the little 

man: "Do you mind if I ask what do you do 

for a living? Are you a 

lumberjack, a weight-lifter, 

or what?"  

 

The little fellow quietly 

replied: "I work for 

Revenue Canada." 
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British newspaper salutes 

Canada . . .  

As most of you know, "We the Canadian People" 

buried two of our finest young soldiers recently and 

in this light and that of our recent Remembrance 

Day observations, we forward this article of praise 

to Canada by an English reporter, written last 

November 2013. 

 
This is a good read. It is funny how  

it took someone in England to put it into 

words ...... Salute to a brave and  

modest nation -  

 

Kevin Myers, 'The Sunday Telegraph' 

LONDON: November 2013.  

 

Until the deaths of Canadian soldiers killed 

in Afghanistan, probably almost no one 

outside their home country had been 

aware that Canadian troops are deployed 

in the region.  

 

And as always, Canada will bury its dead, 

just as the rest of the world, as  

always will forget its sacrifice, just as it 

always forgets nearly everything Canada 

ever does.. It seems that Canada's historic 

mission is to come to the selfless aid both 

of its friends and of complete strangers, 

and then, once the crisis is over, to be well 

and truly ignored.  

 

Canada is the perpetual wallflower that 

stands on the edge of the hall,  

waiting for someone to come and ask her 

for a dance. A fire breaks out, she risks life 

and limb to rescue her fellow dance-goers, 

and suffers serious injuries. But when the 

hall is repaired and the dancing resumes, 

there is Canada, the wallflower still, while 

those she once helped glamorously cavort  

across the floor, blithely neglecting her yet 

again.  

 

That is the price Canada pays for sharing 

the North American continent with  

the United States, and for being a selfless 

friend of Britain in two global conflicts.  

 

For much of the 20th century, Canada was 

torn in two different directions:  

It seemed to be a part of the old world, yet 

had an address in the new one,  

and that divided identity ensured that it 

never fully got the gratitude it  

deserved. 

 

Yet, it's purely voluntary contribution to 

the cause of freedom in two world  

wars was perhaps the greatest of any 

democracy. Almost 10% of Canada's  

entire population of seven million people 

served in the armed forces during  

the First World War, and nearly 60,000 

died. The great Allied victories of  

1918 were spearheaded by Canadian 

troops, perhaps the most capable 

soldiers in the entire British order of 

battle. 

 

Canada was repaid for its enormous 

sacrifice by downright neglect, its  

unique contribution to victory being 

absorbed into the popular memory as  

somehow or other the work of the 'British.' 

 

The Second World War provided a re-run. 

The Canadian navy began the war with a 

half dozen vessels, and ended up policing 

nearly half of the Atlantic  

against U-boat attack. More than 120 

Canadian warships participated in the  

Normandy landings, during which 15,000 

Canadian soldiers went ashore on  

D-Day alone.  

 

Canada finished the war with the third-

largest navy and the fourth largest  

air force in the world. The world thanked 

Canada with the same sublime  

indifference as it had the previous time.  

 

Canadian participation in the war was 

acknowledged in film only if it was  

necessary to give an American actor a part 
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in a campaign in which the United  

States had clearly not participated - a 

touching scrupulousness which, of  

course, Hollywood has since abandoned, 

as it has any notion of a separate  

Canadian identity.  

 

So it is a general rule that actors and 

filmmakers arriving in Hollywood  

keep their nationality - unless, that is, they 

are Canadian. Thus Mary Pickford, Walter 

Huston, Donald Sutherland, Michael J. 

Fox, William Shatner, Norman Jewison, 

David Cronenberg, Alex Trebek, Art 

Linkletter, Mike Weir and Dan Aykroyd 

have in the popular perception become 

American, and Christopher Plummer, 

British.  

 

It is as if, in the very act of becoming 

famous, a Canadian ceases to be  

Canadian, unless she is Margaret Atwood, 

who is as unshakably Canadian as 

a moose, or Celine Dion, for whom Canada 

has proved quite unable to find any takers. 

 

Moreover, Canada is every bit as 

querulously alert to the achievements of  

its sons and daughters as the rest of the 

world is completely unaware of  

them. The Canadians proudly say of 

themselves - and are unheard by anyone  

else - that 1% of the world's population 

has provided 10% of the world's  

peacekeeping forces.  

 

Canadian soldiers in the past half century 

have been the greatest peacekeepers on 

Earth - in 39 missions on UN mandates, 

and six on non-UN peacekeeping duties, 

from Vietnam to East Timor, from Sinai to 

Bosnia. Yet the only foreign engagement 

that has entered the popular non-

Canadian imagination was the sorry affair 

in Somalia, in which out-of-control  

paratroopers murdered two Somali 

infiltrators. Their regiment was then  

disbanded in disgrace - a uniquely 

Canadian act of self-abasement for 

which, naturally, the Canadians received 

no international credit. So who today in  

the United States knows about the stoic 

and selfless friendship its northern  

neighbor has given it in Afghanistan? 

Rather like Cyrano de Bergerac,  

Canada repeatedly does honorable things 

for honorable motives, but instead of 

being thanked for it, it remains something 

of a figure of fun. It is the Canadian way, 

for which Canadians should be proud, yet 

such honor comes at a high cost. This 

past year (2013) more grieving Canadian 

families knew that cost all too tragically 

well.  

 

Lest we forget. Lest we forget. 
 

 
 

“The only thing necessary for the triumph 

of evil is for good men to do nothing”                               

– Edmund Burke. 
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Overheard in the Clubrooms 

When I went to the doctor for my yearly 

physical, my blood pressure was high, my 

cholesterol was high, I'd gained some 

weight and I didn't feel so hot. 

 

My doctor said that eating right doesn't 

have to be complicated and it would solve 

my physical problems. 

 

He said, "Just think in colors. Fill your 

plate with bright colors of greens, yellows, 

reds, etc." 

 

So, I went right home and emptied an 

entire bag of M&Ms onto a plate, ate them 

and sure enough, I felt better! 

 

A teacher announced that to practice 

spelling, each member of the class would 

say what their father did for a living and 

then spell the occupation.  A girl named 

Mary went first.  "My dad is a baker, b-a-k-

e-r, and if he were here, he would give 

each of us a cookie." 

 

Next came Tommy.  "My dad is a banker, 

b-a-n-k-e-r, and if he were here, he'd give 

each of us a quarter." 

 

Third came Jimmy.  "My dad is an 

electrician.”  But after struggling through a 

number of attempts to spell the word, the 

teacher asked him to sit and think about it 

for a moment while she called on someone 

else.  She then turned to little Johnny. 

 

"My dad is a bookie, b-o-o-k-i-e," Johnny 

said.  "And if he were here, he'd lay you 8-

to-5 that Jimmy ain't never gonna spell 

electrician!" 

 

PPRRAAYYEERR  FFOORR  GGRRAANNDDPPAA  

   This is just too beautiful not to share. 

Dear God, please send clothes for all 

those poor ladies on Grandpa's 

computer.  Amen 
     

 

MOVING TO NEVADA 

 

A man walks into his bedroom and sees 

his wife packing a suitcase. He asks, 

"What are you doing?" 

 

She answers, "I'm moving to Nevada. I 

heard that prostitutes there get paid 

$400.00 for what I'm doing for YOU for 

FREE!" 

 

Later that night, on her way out, the wife 

walks into the bedroom and sees her 

husband packing his suitcase.  

 

When she asks him where he's going, he 

replies, "I'm coming too. I want to see 

how you live on $800.00 a year." 

 

 

Ouch!!!!!  

 

Sorry Ladies! 
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PONDER THESE THOUGHTS  

 

All things in life are temporary. If they are 

going well, enjoy them, they will not last 

forever. If they are going wrong, don't 

worry, they can't last long either.   

 

 

Old friends are gold! New friends are 

diamond! If you get a diamond, don't 

forget the gold! To hold a diamond, you 

always need a base of gold! 
 
 

 

Worrying does not take away tomorrow's 

troubles; it takes away today's PEACE. 
 
 

 

Why is a car's windshield so large & the 

rear view mirror so small? Because our  

PAST is not as important as our FUTURE. 

So, look ahead and move on. 

 

 

Friendship is like a BOOK. It takes a few 

seconds to burn, but it takes years to 

write. 

 

 

The most powerful anti-depressant has 

four paws, fur and a wagging tail!! 

 

  

 
 

OLD FOOL FISHING 

It was raining hard and a big puddle had 

formed in front of an Irish pub.  

 

An old man stood beside the puddle 

holding a stick with a string on the end 

and jiggled it up and down in the water. 

A curious gentleman asked what he was 

doing. 

'Fishing,' replied the old man. 

 

'Poor old fool' thought the gentleman, so 

he invited the old man to have a drink in 

the pub.  

 

Feeling he should start 

some conversation 

while they were 

sipping their whisky, 

the gentleman asked, 

‘And how many have 

you caught?'  

 

'You're the eighth.' 
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KILROY WAS HERE!            

THE TRUE STORY 

He is engraved in stone in the National 

War Memorial in Washington, DC, back in 

a small alcove where very few people have 

seen it.  

 

For the WWII generation, this will bring 

back memories. For you younger folks, it's 

a bit of trivia that is a part of our American 

history.  

 

Anyone born in 1913 to about 1950, is 

familiar with Kilroy.  No one knew why he 

was so well known, but everybody seemed 

to get into it.   

 

So who was Kilroy?  

In 1946 the American Transit Association, 

through its radio program, "Speak to 

America," sponsored a nationwide contest 

to find the real Kilroy, offering a prize of a 

real trolley car to the person who could 

prove himself to be the genuine article.  

Almost 40 men stepped forward to make 

that claim, but only James Kilroy from 

Halifax, Massachusetts, had evidence of 

his identity. 'Kilroy' was a 46-year old 

shipyard worker during the War who 

worked as a checker at the Fore River 

Shipyard in Quincy. His job was to go 

around and check on the number of rivets 

completed. Riveters were on piecework 

and got paid by the rivet. He would count a 

block of rivets and put a check mark in 

semi-waxed lumber chalk, so the rivets 

wouldn't be counted twice.  

When Kilroy went off duty, the riveters 

would erase the mark.  

Later on, an off-shift inspector would 

come through and count the rivets a 

second time, resulting in double pay for 

the riveters.  

One day Kilroy's boss called him into his 

office. The foreman was upset about all 

the wages being paid to riveters, and 

asked him to investigate. It was then he 

realized what had been going on. The tight 

spaces he had to crawl in to check the 

rivets didn't lend themselves to lugging 

around a paint can and brush, so Kilroy 

decided to stick with the waxy chalk. He 

continued to put his check mark on each 

job he inspected, but added 'KILROY 

WAS HERE' in king-sized letters next to 

the check, and eventually added the sketch 

of the chap with the long nose peering 

over the fence and that became part of the 

Kilroy message.  

Once he did that, the riveters stopped 

trying to wipe away his marks. Ordinarily 

the rivets and chalk marks would have 

been covered up with paint. With the war 

on, however, ships were leaving the 

Quincy Yard so fast that there wasn't time 

to paint them. As a result, Kilroy's 

inspection "trademark" was seen by 

thousands of servicemen who boarded the 

troopships the yard produced. 

His message apparently rang a bell with 

the servicemen, because they picked it up 

and spread it all over Europe and the 

South Pacific. 

Before war's end, "Kilroy" had been here, 

there, and everywhere on the long hauls to 

Berlin and Tokyo.  

To the troops outbound in those ships, 

however, he was a complete mystery; all 

they knew for sure was that someone 

named Kilroy had "been there first."  
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As a joke, U.S. Servicemen began placing 

the graffiti wherever they landed, claiming 

it was already there when they arrived. 

Kilroy became the U.S. Super-GI who had 

always "already been" wherever GIs went. 

It became a challenge to place the logo in 

the most unlikely places imaginable. It is 

said to be atop Mt. Everest, the Statue of 

Liberty, the underside of the Arc de 

Triomphe, and even scrawled in the dust 

on the moon. 

As the war went on, the legend grew. 

Underwater demolition teams routinely 

sneaked ashore on Japanese-held Islands 

in the Pacific to map the terrain for coming 

invasions by U.S. Troops (and thus, 

presumably, were the first GI's there).  

On one occasion, however, they reported 

seeing enemy troops painting over the 

Kilroy logo! 

In 1945, an outhouse was built for the 

exclusive use of Roosevelt, Stalin, and 

Churchill at the Potsdam conference. Its' 

first occupant was Stalin, who emerged 

and  asked his aide (in Russian), "Who is 

Kilroy?"  

To help prove his authenticity in 1946, 

James Kilroy brought along officials from 

the shipyard and some of the riveters. He 

won the trolley car, which he gave to his 

nine children as a Christmas gift and set it 

up as a playhouse in the Kilroy yard in 

Halifax, Massachusetts. 

And The Tradition Continues... 

 

EVEN Outside Osama Bin Laden's House!!! 

 
 
 

AA  TTOOUUCCHH  OOFF  HHOOLLYY  HHUUMMOOUURR  ..  ..     

When my daughter, Kelli, said her bedtime 

prayers, she would bless every family 

member, every friend, and every animal 

(current and past). For several weeks, after 

we had finished the nightly prayer, Kelli 

would say, "And all girls."  This soon 

became part of her nightly routine, to 

include this closing. My curiosity got 

the best of me and I asked her, "Kelli, why 

do you always add the part about all 

girls?"  Her response was, “Because 

everybody always finishes their prayers by 

saying, 'All Men'!" 
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HHUUMMOOUURROOUUSS  GGEEMMSS  ffrroomm  oouurr  

SSppeecciiaall  FFrriieenndd  EEllssiiee  FFrraasseerr of ANAF 

Assiniboia Unit 283 in Winnipeg, Manitoba 
 

An atheist was seated next to a little girl 

on an airplane and he turned to her and 

said, "Do you want to talk? Flights go 

quicker if you strike up a conversation 

with your fellow passenger." 

The little girl, who had just started to read 

her book, replied to the total stranger, 

"What would you want to talk about?" 

"Oh, I don't know," said the atheist. "How 

about why there is no God, or no Heaven 

or Hell, or no life after death?" as he 

smiled smugly. 

"Okay," she said. "Those could be 

interesting topics, but let me ask you a 

question first. A horse, a cow, and a deer 

all eat the same stuff - grass. Yet a deer 

excretes little pellets, while a cow turns  

out a flat patty, but a horse produces 

clumps. Why do you suppose that is?" 

The atheist, visibly surprised by the little 

girl's intelligence, thinks about it and says, 

"Hmmm, I have no idea." 

To which the little girl replies, "Do you 

really feel qualified to discuss God, 

Heaven and Hell, or life after death, when 

you don't know sh#t?" 

And then she went back to reading her 

book. 

The Taxman decides to audit Grandpa, and 

summons him to the Tax office. The 

taxman was not surprised when Grandpa 

showed up with his accountant. 

 

The taxman said, 'Well, sir, you have an 

extravagant lifestyle and no full-time 

employment, which you explain by saying 

that you win money gambling. I'm not sure 

the tax office finds that believable.' 

 

'I'm a great gambler, and I can prove it,' 

says Grandpa. 'How about a 

demonstration?' 

 

The taxman thinks for a moment and said, 

'Okay. Go ahead.' 

Grandpa says, 'I'll bet you a thousand 

dollars that I can bite my own eye.' 

The taxman thinks a moment and says, 'It's 

a bet.' 

Grandpa removes his glass eye and bites 

it. The taxman's jaw drops. 

 

Grandpa says, 'Now, I'll bet you two 

thousand dollars that I can bite my other 

eye.' 

Now the taxman can tell Grandpa isn't 

blind, so he takes the bet. 

Grandpa removes his false teeth and bites 

his good eye. 

The stunned taxman now realizes he has 

wagered and lost three grand, with 

Grandpa's accountant as a witness. He 

starts to get nervous. 

 

'Want to go double or nothing?' Grandpa 

asks. 'I'll bet you six thousand dollars that I 

can stand on this side of your desk, and 

pee into that wastebasket on the other 

side, and never get a drop anywhere in 

between.' 
 

The taxman, twice burned, is cautious 

now, but he looks carefully and decides 

there's no way this old man could possibly 

manage that stunt, so he agrees again. 

 

Grandpa stands beside the desk and 

unzips his pants, but although he strains 

mightily, he can't make the stream reach 

the wastebasket on the other side, so he 

pretty much pees all over the taxman's 

desk. 

 

The taxman leaps with joy, realizing that he 

has just turned a major loss into a huge 

win. 
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But Grandpa's own accountant moans and 

puts his head in his hands. 

 

'Are you okay?' the taxman asks. 

'Not really,' says the accountant. 'This 

morning, when Grandpa told me he'd been 

summoned for an audit, he bet me twenty-

five thousand dollars that he could come 

in here  and piss all over your desk and 

that you'd be happy about it!' 

 

Don't Mess with Old People . . . . 

We may be old, but we are                     

not stupid! 

 

WAY AHEAD, THAT'S US!!  

 

After having dug to a depth of 10 feet last 

year, British scientists found traces of 

copper wire dating back 200 years and 

came to the conclusion that **their** 

ancestors already had a telephone network 

more than 150 years ago.  

 

Not to be outdone by the Brits, in the 

weeks that followed, an American 

archaeologist dug to a depth of 20 feet, 

and shortly after, a story published in the 

New York Times: "American 

archaeologists, finding traces of 250-year-

old copper wire, have concluded that 

**their** ancestors already had an 

advanced high-tech communications 

network 50 years earlier than the British". 

 

One week later, Canadian Dept. Of Mines 

and Resources in Newfoundland reported 

the following: "After digging as deep as 30 

feet in NE Canada, Jack Lucknow, a self-

taught archaeologist, reported that he 

found absolutely f--k all. Jack has 

therefore concluded that 250 years ago, 

Canada had already gone wireless."  

 

Just makes you bloody proud to be 

Canadian! 

 

AND FROM OUR UNIT #68 

BUZZ RECIPE CORNER: 

Just in time for 

Holiday Entertaining 

MINI CHEESE 

BALLS 

INGREDIENTS:  

2 ½ cups shredded cheddar cheese 

¾ cup grated Parmesan cheese 

2 eggs 

4 tbsp white flour 

1 tsp baking powder  

Canola oil for frying 

 

METHOD: 

Combine all ingredients in a bowl; 

Mix until everything holds together and 

you can shape into small balls (not too big 

because they will almost double in size 

when you fry them); 

Fry cheese balls in hot oil until golden 

brown; 

Drain on paper towels. 

 

BROCCOLI CHEESE BITES 

INGREDIENTS:  

2 cups broccoli 

1 ½ cups grated cheddar cheese 

3 eggs 

Salt and pepper 

1 cup of seasoned Italian bread-crumbs  

 

METHOD: 

Mix all ingredients together in a large 

bowl; 

With your hands, form small patties and 

lay them on a parchment-lined baking 

sheet; 

Bake at 375°F for 30 minutes, turning after 

the first 15 minutes. 

 

ENJOY!!!! 
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AA  VVEERRYY  SSPPEECCIIAALL  TTHHAANNKK  YYOOUU  

Fred and I want to say a Very 

Special Thank You to all of our 

loyal readers who contributed to 

our wonderful and very much 

appreciated Christmas / Buzz 

Birthday Gift that Bob and Rose 

presented to us this past week!!! Our 

Buzz newsletter is always a joy to 

work on, and a lot of love and 

good wishes go into each and every 

issue. We will continue for as long 

as we are able!! Thank You, Thank 

You, Thank You!!!! 

Your Editor, Mardi 

 

Why I Mow My 

Own Lawn - Lee 

Trevino: a true 

story . . . 

One day, shortly after joining the PGA tour 

in 1965, Lee Trevino, a professional golfer 

and married man, was at his home in 

Dallas, Texas, mowing his front lawn, as 

he always did.   

 

A lady driving by in a big, shiny Cadillac 

stopped in front of his house, lowered the 

window and asked, “Excuse me, do you 

speak English?"   

 

Lee responded, “Yes Ma'am, I do."   

 

The lady then asked, “What do you charge 

to do yard work?”   

 

Lee said, "Well, the lady in this house lets 

me sleep with her."   

The lady hurriedly put the car into gear and 

sped off. 

 

FROM YOUR EDITORS . .  

The Holiday Season is upon us 

and it brings a definite Joy 

into our hearts!! Please 

remember to always give 

your friends and comrades a 

hug and tell them how very much they 

mean to you! 

 

This is the beginning of our 18
th

 year doing 

The Buzz and as always, we want to 

extend a Special Thank You to all who 

contribute on a regular basis – and of 

course to our Special Star Columnist, 

and Cover Artist, Ron ‘Andy Capp’ 

Robinson. 

 

Many Thanks also to our loyal Buzz 

readers – hope you continue over the 

coming year 2015 to enjoy all that is 

contained within these pages. 

 

Until next month our wish to you is for 

many special memories and cherished 

moments to treasure well into our new 

year!! Enjoy!! Enjoy!! 

 

Your Editors,                              

Mardi & Fred 

Merry Christmas 

and Happy New 

Year Everyone!!! 

Holidays are opportunities for friends 

and relatives to get together and celebrate 

life. Our lives have become so hectic and 

stressful that we spend way too little 

time with the people we love.  As human 

beings we need to realize that we function 

in a community and we need to support 

each other. It is imperative that we use 

the holidays that we are given to spend 

time with our loved ones. 
 


