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BUZZ NEWS 

from your  

EDITOR-IN- 

CHIEF: 

 

Friends and Comrades . . .  

Wishing a Very Merry Christmas to 

all my Unit #68 Members. 

Many of my friends struggled with my 

President-elect "TRUMP" button which I 

wore during the American election 

campaign and at our Unit #68 picnic. 

Although like many of you, I was disgusted 

with many of Trump's personal actions, 

tweets and opinions. I firmly believed that 

their country and leaders needed a wake-

up call. The 1% hold more wealth then all 

the other 99% of the population and they 

have completely dominated the halls of 

power for many decades. The working 

class have been decimated to below living 

wages and other than large cities, the 

average citizen in rural America have been 

ignored. 

These forgotten uneducated working class 

people (as the media likes to call 

them) have spoken in large numbers.  

During the financial abyss of 2008 many 

lost their homes, their jobs, their 

investments and in many cases it resulted 

in divorces and loss of their families. 

Therefore many people like myself were 

not necessarily supporting Trump but 

voting for a clean sweep. I pray as Trump 

implements some of these very necessary 

changes that he keeps in mind that he is 

on borrowed time. The next American 

election is only 4 years away.  

I recently sent all my Unit #68 comrades a 

letter asking them to remain loyal to our 

Unit #68 and renew their 2017 

memberships. Although I am no longer 

your President, this was never about one 

person but the purpose of our 

organization. Our new Veterans need our 

support more than ever as they return 

from a conflict many Canadians do not 

associate with a real war. I have personally 

met these soldiers who suffer from 

P.T.S.D. and in some cases severe 

physical trauma so believe me they need 

our representation in Ottawa.  

Your dues support these heroes, so 

please see our membership chair, 

Jan Holt --- TODAY!!!!  

Yours Fraternally, 

Bob Rietveld 

        

““HHooww  iimmppoorrttaanntt  iitt  iiss  ffoorr  uuss                                        
ttoo  rreeccooggnniizzee  aanndd  cceelleebbrraattee                                              
oouurr  hheerrooeess  aanndd  sshhee--rrooeess!!””  

MMaayyaa  AAnnggeelloouu 
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Here is an excerpt of an email we just 

received from Bob - - -  

Hi Friends 

I just got all emotional because we 

decorated the Christmas Tree that used to 

be in our club on 20th and Fraser. Also a 

lot of decorations were from Roy and 

Shirley Blair when we emptied his 

apartment. Roy loved his Christmas 

gadgets that played Christmas music and 

were battery operated, I kept 3 of them and 

display them every year.  Also he had little 

ornaments hand-made which we just put 

on the tree. In all it is a very difficult time 

as we cannot share Christmas with you all. 

There are a lot of memories of comrades 

who have passed.  

Here is Bob and this cherished Unit #68 

Christmas Tree at his home in Penticton 

this year . . . . 

 

Great Tree Bob – and filled with Cherished 

Memories of many years past . . .  

 

PUPPIES’ CHRISTMAS  

~ Anon 

It’s the day before 
Christmas  
And all through the 
house  
The puppies are 
squeaking  
An old rubber mouse.  

The wreath which had merrily  

Hung on the door  
Is scattered in pieces  
All over the floor.  

The stockings that hung  
In a neat little row  
Now boast a hole in  
Each one of the toes.  

The tree was subjected  
To bright-eyed whims,  
And now, although splendid,  
It’s missing some limbs.  

I catch them and hold them.  
“Be good”, I insist.  
They lick me, then run off  
To see what they’ve missed.  

And now as I watch them  
The thought comes to me,  
That their’s is the spirit  
That Christmas should be.  

Should children and puppies  
Yet show us the way,  
And teach us the joy  
That should come with this day?  

Could they bring the message  

That’s written above,  

And tell us that, most of all  

Christmas is love.  
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2016 

POPPY 

CAMPAIGN 

UNIT #68 

RESULTS 

 

Hello Comrades 

 

With Remembrance Day all but a memory, 

another year of poppy tagging for the 

Vancouver Poppy Campaign has come to 

an end. I would like to extend my heartfelt 

thanks to my merry little band of poppy 

taggers, Ella and Sandi Kanciruk from Unit 

ANAF #26, Kay Grieves from Legion 

Branch #30 and 96 year old Agnes Keegan 

from Legion Branch #177. They did an 

excellent job again this year tagging at our 

downtown locations.   

 

Special thanks also goes to my partner 

Kerr Adamson for all his help 

delivering/picking up poppy trays to our 

schools and businesses and for helping 

with the counting/rolling of coins and bank 

delivery. I could not do this without all his 

help. 

 

Now I’m sure all of you reading this are 

anxious to know how much we collected 

this year but before I tell you I would like 

to extend a message to our members. 

After many years of running the Poppy 

Campaign for Unit #68 I am very 

disappointed with the lack of help we have 

received during these campaigns from our 

membership and I am not sure at this point 

whether I can continue to run the 

campaign for 2017.  

 

To those Unit #68 members that are 

actively campaigning and supporting their 

other unit’s and branches thank you for all 

your hard work. Member’s Bill Ritchie and 

Leslie Leoppky campaigned for Branch 

#48 in Vancouver and Scott and Grace 

Browning campaigned for Burnaby.  

 

To the rest of our membership who are 

able bodied we need your help if we are 

going to continue to support this great 

cause. We have a number of other 

locations that we could have tagged this 

year had we the volunteers to cover them. 

We are not asking for a lot of your time. 

One volunteer tagging a location 

downtown spending 2 hours twice a week 

for the two week campaign would generate 

a lot more in donations. Please consider 

this message when it is time again next 

year to support the Poppy Campaign. You 

really could make a difference! 

 

And the results are in! My small but great 

team of taggers and support brought in 

$16,243.54 in donations for 2016. 

Thank you once again for all your time and 

hard work. 

 

Sincerely, 

Comrade Jan Holt  

Poppy Fund Coordinator  

Unit #68 
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ANAF UNIT #68 

MEMBERSHIP . . . 

 

The membership chair for 

Unit #68 is our unit secretary - Jan Holt – 

if you have not already enrolled for the 

year 2017 please do so NOW so you may 

continue receiving all of the wonderful 

benefits membership accords. 

 

A membership is only $35.00 per person 

and $60.00 for a couple. If you wish to mail 

in your membership fee, Jan Holt’s 

address is as follows: 

 #204 - 7850 Knight Street  

Vancouver. B.C. V5P 2X6 

 

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

aanndd  yyoouurr  ccoonnttiinnuueedd  ssuuppppoorrtt  aass  llooyyaall  aanndd  

ddeeddiiccaatteedd  MMeemmbbeerrss..  AAnn  aaccttiivvee  

mmeemmbbeerrsshhiipp  mmaakkeess  ffoorr  aann  aaccttiivvee  cclluubb!!  

 

HAPPY BIRTHDAY to our               

Unit #68 DECEMBER Celebrants! 

 

Gordon Allen            Charlie Lee                

Leslie Leoppky Shirley Oda  

Peter Pasenan  Gordon Woodrow 

  

Special Birthday Congratulations to 

Charlie Lee who turns 94 years 

young on December 28th!!! 

      

Happy Birthday Everyone!!!! 

All I Need To Know About 

Life Learned From A 

Snowman 

It's okay if you're a little bottom heavy. 

Hold your ground, even when the                   

heat is on. 

Wearing white is always appropriate. 

Winter is the best of the four seasons. 

It takes a few extra rolls 

to make a good 

midsection. 

There's nothing better 

than a                                  

foul weather friend. 

The key to life is to be a 

jolly, happy soul. 

It's not the size of the carrot,                               

but the placement that counts. 

We're all made up of mostly water. 

You know you've made it when                           

they write a song about you. 

Accessorize! Accessorize! Accessorize! 

Avoid yellow snow.                                       

Don't get too much sun. 

It's embarrassing when you can't                     

look down and see your feet. 

It's fun to hang out in your front yard. 

Always put your best foot forward. 

There's no stopping you once                                

you're on a roll. 

-- Funny Christmas Poems -- 

SNOWBALL . . .                    

~ Shel Silverstein 

I made myself a snowball,  

As perfect as could be,  

I thought I’d keep it as a pet,  

And let it sleep with me. 

I made it some pajamas,  

And a pillow for its head,  

Then last night it ran away,  

But first - it wet the bed! 
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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. 

 
 

 
“You can live to be a hundred if you 
give up all the things that make you 
want to live to be a hundred.” 
 

--- Woody Allen (1935 - ) 

CHRISTMAS DOG  

 

Tonight's my first night as a watchdog,  

And here it is Christmas Eve.  

The children are sleeping all                              

cozy upstairs,  

While I'm guardin' the stockin's and tree.  

 

What's that now---footsteps                                 

on the rooftop?  

Could it be a cat or a mouse?  

Who's this down the chimney?  

A thief with a beard---  

And a big sack for robbin' the house?  

 

I'm barkin', I'm growlin',                                    

I'm bitin' his butt.  

He howls and jumps back in his sleigh.  

I scare his strange horses, t                             

hey leap in the air.  

I've frightened the whole bunch away.  

 

Now the house is all peaceful                          

and quiet again.  

The stockin's are safe as can be.  

Won't the kiddies be glad when                    

they wake up tomorrow  

And see how I've guarded the tree. 

(Written by Shel Silverstein) 

   

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

‘‘‘AAANNNDDDYYY   CCCAAAPPPPPP’’’   RRROOOBBBIIINNNSSSOOONNN      ………      

In Loving Memory - - - - 

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. 

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 
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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!!!!  

Written in December 2008 

FFoorreevveerr  iinn  oouurr  MMeemmoorriieess  

 

LAUGHTER IS SO GOOD FOR 

ALL OF US . . .  

There's nothing worse than a snotty 

doctor's receptionist who insists you tell 

her what is wrong in a room full of other 

patients. I know you all have experienced 

this, and here's the way one old guy 

handled it.  

 

An 86-year-old man walked into a crowded 

doctor's office. As he approached the 

desk, the receptionist said, "Yes sir, what 

are you seeing the doctor for today?"  

 

“There's something wrong with my dick," 

he replied.  

 

The receptionist became irritated and said, 

"You shouldn't come into a crowded office 

and say things like that."  

 

"Why not? You asked me what was wrong 

and I told you," he said.  

 

The receptionist replied, "You've obviously 

caused some embarrassment in this room 

full of people. You should have said there 

is something wrong with your ear or 

something and then discussed the 

problem further with the doctor in private."  

 

The man walked out, waited several 

minutes and then reentered. The 

receptionist smiled smugly and asked, 

"Yes?"  

 

“There's something wrong with my ear," 

he stated.     

 

The receptionist nodded approvingly and 

smiled, knowing he had taken her advice.  

 

"And what is wrong with your ear, Sir?"  

 

"I can't piss out of it," the man replied.  

 

The doctor's office erupted in roaring 

laughter.  
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THE LETTER 

FROM GRAMMA: 

 

The other day I went up to 

a local Christian 

bookstore and saw a 

"Honk if you love Jesus" 

bumper sticker.  I was 

feeling particularly sassy 

that day because I had 

just come from a thrilling 

choir performance, followed by a 

thunderous prayer meeting, so I bought 

the sticker and put it on my bumper. 

 

I was stopped at a red light at a busy 

intersection, just lost in thought about the 

Lord and how good He is and I didn't 

notice that the light had changed.  It is a 

good thing someone else loves Jesus 

because if he hadn't honked, I'd never 

have noticed! I found that LOTS of people 

love Jesus! 

 

Why, while I was sitting there, the guy 

behind started honking like crazy, and 

then he leaned out of his window and 

screamed, "For the love of GOD! GO! GO! 

Jesus Christ, GO!"  What an exuberant 

cheerleader he was for Jesus! 

 

Everyone started honking! I just leaned out 

of my window and started waving and 

smiling at all these loving people. I even 

honked my own horn a few times to share 

in the love! There must have been a man 

from Florida back there because I heard 

him yelling something about a "sunny 

beach"... 

 

I saw another guy waving in a funny way 

with only his middle finger stuck up in the 

air. I asked my teenage grandson in the 

back seat what that meant. He said that it 

was probably a Hawaiian good luck sign or 

something. 

 

Well, I've never met anyone from Hawaii, 

so I leaned out the window and gave him 

the good luck sign back. My grandson 

burst out laughing...why, even he was 

enjoying this religious experience!  A 

couple of the people were so caught up in 

the joy of the moment that they got out of 

their cars and started walking towards me. 

 

I bet they wanted to pray or ask what 

church I attended, but this is when I 

noticed the light had changed. So, I waved 

to all my sisters and brothers, grinning of 

course, and drove on through the 

intersection. 

 

I noticed I was the only car that got 

through the intersection before the light 

changed again and I felt kind of sad that I 

had to leave them after all the love we had 

shared, so I slowed the car down, leaned 

out of the window and gave them all the 

Hawaiian good luck sign one last time as I 

drove away. 

 

Praise the Lord for such wonderful folks! 

 

Hugs to you . . .  

Grandma 
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THE NIGHT BEFORE 

CHRISTMAS  

A Warrior's Version  

 

T'was the night before Christmas,                         

he lived all alone, 

  In a one bedroom house made of plaster 

and stone. 

I had come down the chimney with 

presents to give, and to see just who in 

this home did live. 

 

I looked all about, a strange sight                                     

I did see. 

    No tinsel, no presents, not                       

even a tree. 

   No stocking by mantle, just boots filled 

with sand. 

    On the wall... hung pictures                                

of far distant lands. 

 

 

 

Medals and badges, awards of all kinds, 

   a sober thought came through                        

my mind. 

  This house was different,                                          

it was dark and dreary, 

    The home of a warrior, once I                      

could see clearly. 

He lay sleeping, silent and alone, 

     curled up on the floor in this one 

bedroom home. 

   The face was so gentle, the room in 

such disorder, 

      not how I pictured a Canadian Soldier. 

 

 

 

Was this the Hero of whom I'd just read? 

    Curled up on a poncho, the floor                       

for a bed? 

  I realized the families that I saw                            

this night, 

    owed their lives to these who were 

willing to fight. 

 

Soon round the world, the children                 

would play, 

    and grownups would celebrate a bright 

 

Christmas day. 

    They all enjoyed freedom each month of 

the year, 

    because of the warriors, like the one 

lying here. 

 

 

I couldn't help wonder how                                

many lay alone, 

     on a cold Christmas eve in a land                   

far from home. 

    The very thought brought a tear                      

to my eye, 

   I dropped to my knees and                               

started to cry. 

 

The soldier awakened and I heard a                   

rough voice, 

          "Santa don't cry, this life is                      

my choice; 

    I fight for freedom, I don't ask                          

for more, 

          My Life Is My God, My Country,     

My Corps." 

 

 

 

He rolled over and drifted back to sleep, 

   I couldn't control it, I continued                        

to weep. 

   I kept watch for hours, so silent                         

and still 

 and we both shivered from                                

the cold night's chill. 

 

I didn't want to leave on that cold                     

dark night,   

    this guardian of honor,                                      

so willing to fight. 

  Then he rolled over, with a voice                       

soft and pure, 

    whispered, "Carry on Santa, it's 

Christmas Day, All is Secure." 

 

One look at my watch and I knew                              

he was right.  

"Merry Christmas My Friend and to All a 

Good Night." 

God Bless our Troops –                               

on this Christmas Day!!! 
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HHUUMMOOUURROOUUSS  GGEEMMSS  ffrroomm  oouurr  

SSppeecciiaall  FFrriieenndd  EEllssiiee  FFrraasseerr of ANAF 

Assiniboia Unit 283 in Winnipeg, Manitoba  

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                                       

"It’s 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. 

 

“I can live through the cold and                                 

the being alone, 

Away from my family,                                

my house and my home. 
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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,                       

"harbour 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." 

 

EDITOR’S NOTE: We have included this 

wonderful poem once again this year, with 

our Special Thanks to our friend and 

comrade Elsie Fraser who originally 

brought it to our attention.  

Christmas will be coming soon and a great 

deal of credit is due to our Canadian 

service men and women for our being able 

to celebrate these festivities.  

 

Let's try in this small way to pay a tiny bit 

of what we owe.  Make people stop and 

think of our heroes, living and dead, who 

sacrificed themselves for us.  

 

PONDER THIS AS OUR 

HOLIDAY SEASON 

APPROACHES . . . 

Life is not about waiting for the 
storms to pass ... it's about 
caring and loving your relatives 
and friends while you can touch 
and see them, and they are still 
among us. 

 
Be kind to all you meet, each of 

us carries a burden that                  
others can't see. 
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CCHHRRIISSTTMMAASS  AATT  TTHHEE  FFRROONNTT  

 

Christmas is a special time of year to be 

with family. Although we all benefit from 

Canada’s military efforts, most of us have 

little understanding of war and its impact 

on everyday life around the world. We may 

often overlook the little things, such as the 

difficulties and heartache that soldiers and 

their families feel while being apart at 

Christmas. No one wants to be away from 

their loved ones during the holidays, but 

for Canadian troops and their families, it 

can be a sad reality. 

CHRISTMAS IN NIJMEGEN 

Dr. Gordon Theal 
Source: Heroes Remember 

Veterans Affairs Canada 

 
See, Nijmegen and Mook were a 

connecting point. The people that were on 

duty were in Mook, facing a small group of 

Germans further down, and the others 

were on leave in Nijmegen, so to speak. 

They were so close together, twenty five 

miles or so between, maybe fifteen. My 

regimental aid post was in a house with...it 

had been a telephone exchange for the 

town and also had a pump organ. This was 

the room I used as my operating room, if 

you like calling it an operating room. The 

house was in good shape. It had a roof. 

And, I remember it had a room off the main 

room which served as a bedroom. The 

Padre and I each used that room. We had a 

bed on each side. It was approaching 

Christmas and we were getting Christmas 

parcels with cake in them, and the mice 

were having a field day. The mice were 

running up and down the walls, under the, 

the paper was glued to burlap, which was 

in turn fastened to the wall and the mice 

were in behind the burlap running up and 

down, and we were using our boots... And 

so, we were preparing for Christmas and 

we held our Christmas celebrations in 

Nijmegen. The companies that were not on 

duty had their Christmas celebrations and 

then they went down and relieved the 

others and they came up, and it was a 

wonderful Christmas. Things were going 

well, obviously, we were winning the war.  

 

A MOST MEMORABLE 

CHRISTMAS! 

Don Bradley – Canadian Forces 
Source: Heroes Remember 

Veterans Affairs Canada 
 

But talking about Somalia for Christmas, 

again I was there as advance party so 

there wasn’t a lot of us there, the whole 

regiment hadn’t deployed. Most of the 

regiment was deploying after Christmas. 

We did have a padre there, a priest. And 

we held a Christmas service in the desert 

in Somalia. A tree was flown in, I believe 

the tree came from Norway, the “Herc” 

brought it in and it was decorated with 

chem, what we call chem glows, the little 

sticks that you snap and shake and they 

light up at night. And it was decorated like 

that and we all stood around the tree and it 

was dark. And there was, of course, no 

light pollution there at all and so when we 

say dark, I am saying dark. It was pitch 

black. And the stars were shining and the 

tree was lit and the padre said his 

Christmas mass and to this day I would 

say it was the most moving Christmas I 

have ever had in my life. I still get a little 

emotional thinking about it. It was 
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something, there was almost something 

mystical about being there and celebrating 

Christmas and the connection to the first 

Christmas. As corny as that may sound, 

you know, in the middle of the desert, not 

in the middle of snow and it was quite 

moving. It gave you an opportunity to 

reflect on what you were doing and what 

was really on the line and how important 

all of that sort of ties in. It’s still something 

I talk about all the time when people talk 

about what was the most memorable 

Christmas in my life. Curiously it was not 

with my family, it was out in the middle of 

the desert in Somalia at night with a 

handful of soldiers.  

 

A MEMORY I WILL TAKE TO 

MY GRAVE 

Donald Sommerville 
Source: Heroes Remember 

Veterans Affairs Canada 
 

As years went by I have never had 

anything that meant more to me in life 

than the evening of that New Year’s, 

1944, that would be ’45 coming that 

night. Because the Germans were 

running all away loose around there 

dressed up as American officers or 

Canadians and that, everybody was out 

on points but in the meantime we had 

given the nuns this church, the food 

and that and we went in there and had 

the meal and that and at the altar back 

up, you know where the altar was, 

there was twelve nurses or nuns as 

you would call them and they were 

singing Christmas carols. And, of 

course, really the feeling of it made me 

really, it’s hard to explain but I was 

brought up more or less in Sunday 

school and that but with all the death 

and destruction around to hear that at 

Christmas time so beautifully singing, 

it’s out of this world to me, it was 

something to hang on to through the 

rest of the world and to me in the 

whole life in the army that’s my best 

memory and I will have it until I go to 

my grave.  

 

WHAT WE HAVE TO LOOK 

FORWARD TO . . .  
This is what all of us: 60+ other seniors, 

and kids (south of 60) have to look forward 

to! This is something that happened at an 

assisted living center.  

 

The people who lived there have small 

apartments but they all eat at a central 

cafeteria. One morning one of the 

residents didn't show up for breakfast so 

my wife went upstairs and knocked on his 

door to see if everything was OK. She 

could hear him through the door and he 

said that he was running late and would be 

down shortly so she went back to the 

dining area.  

 

An hour later he still hadn't arrived so she 

went back up towards his room and she 

found him on the stairs. He was coming 

down the stairs but was having a hell of 

time. He had a death grip on the hand rail 

and seemed to have trouble getting his 

legs to work right. She told him she was 

going to call an ambulance but he told her 

no, he wasn't in any pain and just wanted 

to have his breakfast. So she helped him 

the rest of the way down the stairs and he 

had his breakfast.  

 

When he tried to return to his room he was 

completely unable to get up even the first 

step so they called an ambulance for him. 

A couple hours later she called the 

hospital to see how he was doing. The 

receptionist there said he was fine, he just 

had both of his legs in one leg of his boxer 

shorts. 
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AND THEN IT IS WINTER . . . 

You know ...  time has a way of moving 

quickly and catching you unaware of the 

passing years. 

It seems just yesterday that I was young, 

just married and embarking on my new life 

with my mate. Yet in a way, it seems like 

eons ago, and I wonder where all the years 

went. I know that I lived them all. I have 

glimpses of how it was back then and of 

all my hopes and dreams. But, here it is... 

the winter of my life and it catches me by 

surprise... How did I get here so fast? 

Where did the years go, and where did my 

youth go? I remember well seeing older 

people through the years and thinking that 

those older people were years away from 

me and that winter was so far off that I 

could not fathom it or imagine fully what it 

would be like. But, here it is...my friends 

are retired and getting gray...they move 

slower and I see an older person now. 

Some are in better and some worse shape 

than me...but, I see the great change....Not 

like the ones that I remember who were 

young and vibrant...but, like me, their age 

is beginning to show and we are now 

those older folks that we used to see and 

never thought we'd be.  

Each day now, I find that just getting a 

shower is a real target for the day! And 

taking a nap is not a treat anymore... it's 

mandatory! Cause if I don't on my own free 

will... I just fall asleep where I sit! 

And so... now I enter into this new season 

of my life unprepared for all the aches and 

pains and the loss of strength and ability 

to go and do things that I wish I had done 

but never did! 

But, at least I know, that though the winter 

has come, and I'm not sure how long it will 

last...this I know, that when it's over on 

this earth... it's NOT over. A new adventure 

will begin! 

Yes, I have regrets. There are things I wish 

I hadn't done... things I should have done, 

but indeed, there are many things I'm 

happy to have done. It's all in a lifetime.  

So, if you're not in your winter yet... let me 

remind you, that it will be here faster than 

you think. So, whatever you would like to 

accomplish in your life please do it 

quickly! Don't put things off too long! 

Life goes by quickly. So, do what you can 

today, as you can never be sure whether 

this is your winter or not! You have no 

promise that you will see all the seasons 

of your life... so, live for today and say all 

the things that you want your loved ones 

to remember... and hope that they 

appreciate and love you for all the things 

that you have done for them in all the 

years past! 

"Life" is a gift to you. The way you live 

your life is your gift to those who come 

after. Make it a fantastic one. 

LIVE IT WELL! ENJOY TODAY! DO 

SOMETHING FUN! BE HAPPY! HAVE 

A GREAT DAY! REMEMBER :....   

"It is health that is real wealth and not 

pieces of gold and silver.  

"Live happy in this year and every year! 

Lastly, consider the following:   

today is the oldest you've ever been, yet 

the youngest you'll ever be so - enjoy this 

day while it lasts.  

Stay well, "OLD FRIENDS!" Pass this on to 

other "Old Friends!" and let them smile in 

AGREEMENT!!!  

It's Not What You Gather, But What You 

Scatter That Tells What Kind Of Life You 

Have Lived.  

Life really is like a roll of toilet paper. The 

closer it gets to its end, the faster it goes. 
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WHY PEOPLE DON'T TRUST 

SENIOR CITIZENS . . .  

 

The other day I went over to a nearby 

Pharmacy. When I got there, I went 

straight to the back of the Store to where 

the Pharmacists' Counter is located.  

 

I took out my little brown bottle along with 

a teaspoon and laid them both onto the 

counter.  

 

The Pharmacist came over smiled and 

asked if he could help me.  

 

I said, "Yes! Could you please taste this for 

me?"  

 

Being I'm a Senior Citizen...I guess the 

Pharmacist just went along with me. He 

picked up the spoon and put a tiny bit of 

the liquid on his tongue and swilled it 

around.  

 

Then with a stomach-churning look on his 

face he spat it out on the floor and began 

coughing. When he finally was finished, I 

looked him right in the eye asked, "Now, 

does that taste sweet to you?"  

 

The Pharmacist, shaking his head back 

and forth with a venomous look in his eyes 

yelled, "HELL NO!!!"  

 

So I said, "Oh thank God! That's such a 

relief! My Doctor told me to get a 

Pharmacist to test my Urine for sugar!"  

 

Well, I can never go 

back to that 

Pharmacy, but I really 

don't care though, 

because they aren't 

very friendly there 

anyway!!! 

    

 

LAUGHTER IS SO GOOD FOR 

YOU  . . . ENJOY! 

 

"I'd like to buy some gloves for my wife," 

the young man said, eyeing the cute 

salesgirl, "but I don't know her size." 

 

"Will this help?" she asked sweetly, 

placing her hand in his. 

 

"Oh, yes," he answered. "Her hands are 

just slightly smaller than yours." 

 

"Will there be anything else?" the salesgirl 

queried as she wrapped the gloves. 

 

"Now that you mention it," he replied, "she 

also needs a bra." 

 

 

Our mind is a garden,                     
Your thoughts are the seeds. 

You can grow flowers or                       
you can grow weeds. 

 Don't forget to water it! 
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FROM OUR UNIT #68 BUZZ 

RECIPE CORNER:  

PUMPKIN PIE BITES  

All the flavors of Homemade 

Pumpkin Pie packed into 

perfect portable fall dessert – 

Easy Pumpkin Pie Bites…. Yield: 24 

 

INGREDIENTS: 

 2 pre-made, ready to roll pie crusts  

 1 (8oz) package cream cheese, 

softened to room temperature  

 1 cup pumpkin puree  

 1/2 cup sugar  

 2 eggs + 1 egg for egg wash  

 1 tsp vanilla  

 1 tsp pumpkin pie spice  

 Whipped cream 

 

METHOD:   

1. Preheat oven to 350 degrees.  

2. Grease and flour (or use nonstick 

cooking spray) a mini-muffin pan. Set 

aside.  

3. Roll the dough or pie crust out on a 

floured surface with a floured rolling 

pin.  

4. Using a round cookie or biscuit cutter 

(approximately 3 inches diamater) cut 

at least 24 rounds out ( or 12 rounds of 

each pie crust, if using store bought)  

5. Carefully press each round into the 

mini-muffin pan. Use your fingers to 

round the ends into a pie crust.  

6. Brush egg wash from one egg to the 

top edges of each pie.  

7. Using an electric mixer, beat the cream 

cheese and sugar until smooth. Add 

eggs one at a time, beating each until 

combined.  

8. Add pumpkin puree and beat to 

combine. Stir in vanilla and pumpkin 

pie spice.  

9. Spoon mixture into each mini pie crust 

almost up to the top.  

10. Bake for 15-20 minutes or until golden 

around the edges.  

11. Remove from oven and let cool on a 

cooling rack, or chill in the fridge for 30 

minutes.  

12. Top with whipped cream and sprinkle 

with more pumpkin pie spice or 

cinnamon on top and before serving. 

Keep refrigerated.  

13. * Pies will be puffy when they come out 

of the oven, but will sink back down 

when cooled.  
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THE FABLE OF TWO 

WOODPECKERS 

A Mexican woodpecker and a Canadian 

woodpecker were in Mexico arguing about 

which place had the toughest trees. The 

Mexican woodpecker claimed Mexico had 

a tree that no woodpecker could peck. The 

Canadian woodpecker accepted his 

challenge and promptly pecked a hole in 

the tree with no problem. 

The Mexican woodpecker was amazed. 

The Canadian woodpecker then 

challenged the Mexican woodpecker to 

peck a tree in Canada that was absolutely 

'impeckable' (a term frequently used by 

woodpeckers). 

The Mexican woodpecker expressed 

confidence that he could do it and 

accepted the challenge. The two flew to 

Canada where the Mexican woodpecker 

successfully pecked the so-called 

'impeckable' tree almost without breaking 

a sweat. 

Both woodpeckers were now terribly 

confused. How is it that the Canadian 

woodpecker was able to peck the Mexican 

tree, and the Mexican woodpecker was 

able to peck the Canadian tree, yet neither 

was able to peck the tree in their own 

country? 

 

After much woodpecker pondering, they 

came to the same conclusion:  

Apparently, your pecker gets harder when 

you're away from home. 

 

CHILDBIRTH AT 65 . . .  

(An ‘Oldie but Goodie’!!) 

With all the new technology regarding 

fertility recently, a 65-year-old friend of 

mine was able to give birth. When she was 

discharged from the hospital and went 

home, I went to visit. 

'May I see the new baby?' I asked.   

'Not yet,' She said 'I'll make coffee and we 

can visit for a while first.'   

 

Thirty minutes had passed, and I asked, 

'May I see the new baby now?'  

 

'No, not yet,' She said.   

After another few minutes had elapsed, I 

asked again, 'May I see the baby now?' 

  

'No, not yet,' replied my friend.  

Growing very impatient, I asked, 'Well, 

when can I see the baby?'  

'WHEN HE CRIES!' she told me.  

'WHEN HE CRIES?' I demanded. 

'Why do I have to wait until he CRIES?'  

'BECAUSE I FORGOT WHERE I PUT HIM, 

O.K.?' 
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CCHHEERRIISSHHEEDD  MMEEMMOORRIIEESS  OOFF  OOUURR  
CCOOMMRRAADDEESS  WWHHOO  WWEE  HHAAVVEE  LLOOSSTT  

TTHHIISS  PPAASSTT  YYEEAARR  ..  ..  ..  ..    
 

Some people              
 come into our lives    

 and quickly go.      
Some people 

become friends 
 and stay awhile... 

  
Leaving beautiful 
footprints on our 

hearts.... 
and we are 

 never 
 quite the same 

because we have 
made a good 

 friend!! 
 

I think this is special . . . Life is 

precious . . . live and savor every 

moment . . . This is not a dress 

rehearsal! 

 

HHoolliiddaayyss  aarree  ooppppoorrttuunniittiieess  ffoorr  
ffrriieennddss  aanndd  rreellaattiivveess  ttoo  ggeett  

ttooggeetthheerr  aanndd  cceelleebbrraattee  lliiffee..  OOuurr  
lliivveess  hhaavvee  bbeeccoommee  ssoo  hheeccttiicc  aanndd  
ssttrreessssffuull  tthhaatt  wwee  ssppeenndd  wwaayy  ttoooo  

lliittttllee  ttiimmee  wwiitthh  tthhee  ppeeooppllee  wwee  lloovvee..    
AAss  hhuummaann  bbeeiinnggss  wwee  nneeeedd  ttoo  
rreeaalliizzee  tthhaatt  wwee  ffuunnccttiioonn  iinn  aa  
ccoommmmuunniittyy  aanndd  wwee  nneeeedd  ttoo  

ssuuppppoorrtt  eeaacchh  ootthheerr..  IItt  iiss  
iimmppeerraattiivvee  tthhaatt  wwee  uussee  tthhee  

hhoolliiddaayyss  tthhaatt  wwee  aarree  ggiivveenn  ttoo  
ssppeenndd  ttiimmee  wwiitthh  oouurr  lloovveedd  oonneess..  

 

FROM YOUR EDITORS . . .  

The Holiday Season is 

upon us and as always it 

brings a definite Joy into 

our hearts!! Please 

remember to give your friends and 

comrades a big hug and tell them how very 

much they mean to you! 

 

This is the beginning of our 20
th

 year doing 

The Buzz and as always, we want to 

extend a Special Thank You to all who 

contribute each month. We want to also 

thank all of our loyal readers who have 

been faithful to us over all of these past 

years – it is very much appreciated!!  

 

Please excuse any repeats but when we do 

issue one it is always because they are 

worth another look! 

 

Until next month our wish to you is for 

many special memories and cherished 

moments to treasure well into our new 

year!! Enjoy!! Enjoy!! 

 

Remember – you have a standing 

invitation to visit our webpage at 

anavets68.com 

 

Wishing all a Joyous Holiday 

Season, and all the best for the 

coming New Year 2017!!! May our 

Unit #68 continue to light our way 

and make us proud!!! 

                    Your Editors,  

                                   Mardi & Fred  


