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Comrades: 

 

Congratulations to my Executive who were 

installed January 17th, 2015 together with 

our comrades of our host Unit #100. B.C. 

Command President Bruce Wight presided 

and installed both units which is always a 

great example of our motto "Shoulder to 

Shoulder" 

 

On behalf of our Unit #68, my fundraising 

effort for Wounded Warriors in Canada 

was a great success and thank you to all 

those units and individuals that donated, 

but our job is far from over. I am now 

asking for your help for an organization 

that does wonders for our new military 

veterans that suffer every day from PTSD.  

 

The Citadel Canine Society trains 

service dogs and a report made at our 

recent Dominion Convention had many of 

us in tears of joy when we heard a veteran 

speak on how his dog has changed his 

life. Where before he could barely function, 

he is now back to work and as we watched 

him speak he demonstrated how his dog 

reacts to any stress that confronts him in 

his daily routine. Currently the cost of 

training a service dog is $5,000.00 with all 

the funds going to the program as the 

society has no paid employees. 

 

Units #302 Sidney, Unit #290 Kamloops 

and Unit #97 Penticton have already 

donated and my Unit #68 will be asked at 

our AGM meeting to follow suit. So my 

goal is another 5 dogs and I would ask 

every unit that has funds sitting in their 

meat draw accounts. to make this 

organization a priority.  

 

These Dogs connect at the deepest level 

with the humans they are attached to and 

provide a profound degree of emotional 

support for those struggling with a variety 

of emotional and physical challenges. 

 

The Citadel Canine Society has 

provided 42 service dogs to date with 18 to 

our Veterans, 9 to Police Officers and 15 to 

First Responders. They have a network of 

5 qualified service dog trainers in B.C. 

They also have 3 in Alberta 2 in 

Saskatchewan and 3 in Ontario.  

 

My wife Rose and I came home last night 

from the movie "American Sniper " and 

as I knew nothing about the movie nor was 

I aware that it was a true story I left the 

theatre "SHOCKED TO MY SOUL"  and 

physically shaken. I turned to my wife and 

said call Brian Archer of the society and 

let’s get this fundraising effort in high 

gear.  

YOUR  

PRESIDENT’S  

REPORT 
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These new veterans need our help today 

so please contact them on their web site 

www.citadelcanine.com or contact me at 

sirbob999@hotmail.com or call my cell 

604-240-7084 at any time 24/7 

 

"LEST WE FORGET" They did their 

job, now it's our turn.  

 

Go see this movie, and you will write that 

cheque immediately. 

  

FFrraatteerrnnaallllyy,,                                                                                                            

BBoobb  RRiieettvveelldd                                                                            

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

  

PPRROOVVIINNCCIIAALL  CCOOLLOOUURR  

GGUUAARRDD  RREEPPOORRTT  

 

Comrades, 

 

Here are the Election results for 2015 

B.C.Command Colour Guard. 

 

Executive Positions are as follows: 

Colour Sergeant---Inder Malawarair 

2.I.C.-----------------Matthew McBride 

3.I.C.-----------------Eamund Wu 

Secretary------------Jan Holt 

Treasurer-----------Chuck McDonald 

Past Colour Srt.-------- Bob Rietveld 

 

I was very pleased to see Edmund Wu 

accept the position as 3.I.C. since he is 

a relatively new member in the Colour 

Guard. Thank you to Shirley Gibbons            

who \did this job for many years and I 

know from my personal experience it is a 

lot of work, as the main duty of the 3.I.C. is 

calling all our members for every event. 

 

I look forward to also seeing 

the appointment of a new liaison officer 

this year as Lou Mazur will become B.C. 

Command President at our next Provincial 

Convention in Kamloops April 23, 2015. It 

has been a real pleasure having Lou 

as our contact and his dedication to the 

Colour Guard has been fantastic -- Thanks 

Lou. 

Bob Rietveld                                                 

Past Color Sergeant 

  

 

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!!  

HAPPY BIRTHDAY to our               

Unit #68 FEBRUARY Celebrants! 

Reginald Campbell    Dick Moore          

Janet Lothian               Ron Robinson       

Mardi Zipursky  

Happy Birthday to All! Enjoy! Enjoy! 

And if we have missed anyone’s 

birthday we apologize . . . please let 

us know and we will put your name 

on our Birthday List 
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WHAT TO TAKE TO BED WITH YOU - 

NOT A JOKE. 

Pretty neat idea. Never 

thought of it before. 

***Put your car 

keys beside your 

bed at night.***   

 

Tell your spouse, your children, your 

neighbors, your parents, your Dr's office, 

the check-out girl at the market, everyone 

you run across. Put your car keys beside 

your bed at night.  If you hear a noise 

outside your home or someone trying to 

get in your house, just press the panic 

button for your car. The alarm will be set 

off, and the horn will continue to sound 

until either you turn it off or the car battery 

dies.   
 

This tip came from a neighborhood watch 

coordinator. Next time you come home for 

the night and you start to put your keys 

away, think of this: It's a security alarm 

system that you probably already have and 

requires no installation. Test it. It will go 

off from most everywhere inside your 

house and will keep honking until your 

battery runs down or until you reset it with 

the button on the key fob chain. It works if 

you park in your driveway or garage.  
 

If your car alarm goes off when someone 

is trying to break into your house, odds are 

the burglar/rapist won't stick around. After 

a few seconds, all the neighbors will be 

looking out their windows to see who is 

out there and sure enough the criminal 

won't want that. And remember to carry 

your keys while walking to your car in a 

parking lot. The alarm can work the same 

way there. This is something that should 

really be shared with everyone. Maybe it 

could save a life or a sexual abuse crime.

   

P.S. We are printing this in our BUZZ issue 

because we think it is fantastic. Would 

also be useful for any emergency, such as 

a heart attack, where you can't reach a 

phone. One of our neighbours has 

suggested to her hubby that he carry his 

car keys with him in case he falls outside 

and she doesn't hear him. He can activate 

the car alarm and then she'll know there's 

a problem.  

 

LLOOOOKKIINNGG  AATT  OOTTHHEERRSS  ..  ..  ..  ..  

  

HHaavvee  yyoouu  eevveerr  bbeeeenn  gguuiillttyy  ooff  llooookkiinngg  aatt  

ootthheerrss  yyoouurr  oowwnn  aaggee  aanndd  tthhiinnkkiinngg,,  ssuurreellyy  II  

ccaann’’tt  llooookk  tthhaatt  oolldd??????  WWeellll  ..  ..  ..  yyoouu’’llll  lloovvee  

tthhiiss  oonnee!!!!!!!!  

  

My name is Alice Smith and I was sitting in 

the waiting room for my first appointment 

with a new dentist. I noticed his dental 

diploma, which bore his full name. 

Suddenly I remembered a tall, handsome, 

dark-haired boy with the same name had 

been in my secondary school class some 

40-odd years ago. Could he be the same 

guy I had a secret crush on way back 

then? Upon seeing him, however, I quickly 

discarded any such thought. This balding, 

grey haired man with the deeply lined face 

was far too old to have been my 

classmate. After he examined my teeth I 

asked him if he had attended Morgan Park 

Secondary School. 

 

“Yes, yes I did. I’m a Morganner!!!’ he 

beamed with pride. 

 

“When did you leave to go to college?” I 

asked. 

 

He answered, “In 1965, why do you ask?” 

 

“You were in my class!!” I exclaimed. 

 

He looked at me closely. Then the ugly, 

old, bald, wrinkled, fat assed, grey haired 

decrepit, jackass asked . . . “What subject 

did you teach?” 
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  ‘GOLD WRAPPING PAPER'  

 

We received this from a friend who had a 

choice to make. It said that we had a 

choice to make too. We've chosen. Now 

it's your turn to choose.  

 

Keep those tissues handy . . . .  

 

The story goes that some time ago a 

mother punished her five year old 

daughter for wasting a roll of expensive 

gold wrapping paper. Money was 

tight and she became even more upset 

when the child used the gold paper to 

decorate a box to put under the Christmas 

tree.  

 

Nevertheless, the little girl brought the gift 

box to her mother the next 

morning and then said, 'This is for you, 

Momma.' 

 

The mother was embarrassed by her 

earlier over reaction, but her anger 

flared again when she opened the box and 

found it was empty. She spoke to 

her daughter in a harsh manner. 

'Don't you know, young lady, when you 

give someone a present there's 

supposed to be something inside the 

package?' 

 

Her daughter had tears in her eyes and 

said, 'Oh, Momma, it's not empty! I blew 

kisses into it until it was full.’ 

 

The mother was crushed. She fell on her 

knees and put her arms around her 

little girl, and she begged her forgiveness 

for her thoughtless anger. 

 

An accident took the life of the child only a 

short time later, and it is told that the 

mother kept that gold box by her bed for 

all the years of her life.  

 

Whenever she was discouraged or faced 

difficult problems she would open the 

box and take out an imaginary kiss and 

remember the love of the child who 

had put it there.  

 

IInn  aa  vveerryy  rreeaall  sseennssee,,  eeaacchh  ooff  uuss,,  aass  
hhuummaann  bbeeiinnggss,,  hhaavvee  bbeeeenn  ggiivveenn  aa  
GGoollddeenn  bbooxx  ffiilllleedd  wwiitthh  uunnccoonnddiittiioonnaall  
lloovvee  aanndd  kkiisssseess  ffrroomm  oouurr  cchhiillddrreenn,,  
ffaammiillyy  aanndd  ffrriieennddss  ..  ..  ..  TThheerree  iiss  nnoo  
mmoorree  pprreecciioouuss  ppoosssseessssiioonn  aannyyoonnee  
ccoouulldd  hhoolldd..    
 

You now have two choices:  

1. Pass this on to your friends, or 

2. Forget it and act like it didn't touch your 

heart.  

 

As you can see, we took choice No. 1.  

 

Friends are like angels who lift us to 

our feet, when our wings have 

trouble remembering how to fly.  

 

There’s never one of these 

when we need it . . . .  

 

 

 

Old Italian proverb... 

After the game, the King and the 
pawn go into the same box. 
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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. 

  
 

BBeeiinngg  hhaappppyy  ddooeessnn''tt  mmeeaann  

eevveerryytthhiinngg  iiss  ppeerrffeecctt..  IItt  mmeeaannss  

yyoouu''vvee  ddeecciiddeedd  ttoo  sseeee  bbeeyyoonndd              

tthhee  iimmppeerrffeeccttiioonnss    
 
 

SEX AND GOOD GRAMMAR 

This item is for all of our grammatically 

correct friends and comrades. 

 

On his 74th birthday, Roy got a gift 

certificate from his wife.                          

The certificate paid for a visit to a medicine 

man living on a nearby reservation who 

was rumored to have a wonderful cure for 

erectile dysfunction.  

 

After being persuaded, he drove to the 

reservation, then handed his ticket to the 

medicine man.  

 

The old man handed a potion to him, and 

with a grip on his shoulder warned, 

'This is a powerful medicine. You take only 

a teaspoonful, and then say '1-2-3.' 

When you do, you will become more manly 

than you have ever been in your life, and 

you can perform as long as you want." 

 

The man was encouraged. As he walked 

away, he turned and asked, "How do I stop 

the medicine from working?"  

 

"Your partner must say '1-2-3-4,'” he 

responded, "but when she does, the 

medicine will not work again until the next 

full moon."  

 

He was very eager to see if it worked so he 

went home, showered, shaved, took a 

spoonful of the medicine, and then invited 

his wife to join him in the bedroom. 

When she came in, he took off his clothes 

and said, "1-2-3!" Immediately, he was the 

manliest of men.  

 

His wife was excited and began throwing 

off her clothes, and then she asked, "What 

was the 1-2-3 for?"  

 

And that, boys and girls, is why we should 

never end our sentences with a 

preposition, because we could end up with 

a dangling participle. 

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


 6                                                                                   THE BUZZ 
 

RRREEEMMMIIINNNIIISSSCCCIIINNNGGG   WWWIIITTTHHH                                                                        

RRROOONNN   ‘‘‘AAANNNDDDYYY   CCCAAAPPPPPP’’’   RRROOOBBBIIINNNSSSOOONNN  

  

I managed to keep my middle 

name a total secret for the 

first 14 years of my life, and 

then a school teacher at 

Fleming School ruined it all by asking in 

front of the entire class if ‘Valentine’ was 

just a nickname or my real name. I was 

forced to confess in front of my school 

mates that ‘Valentine’ was indeed my real 

name. Now I’m 93 years old and I really 

don’t care who knows, besides it helps fill 

up my Valentine’s column for The Buzz! 

I’m pretty sure most of us have celebrated 

Valentine’s Day in our school days by 

exchanging Valentines with most of the 

kids in your classroom. The average kid in 

my class would receive between ten or 

twenty Valentines every year. Not me, . . . 

even with the name Valentine I usually 

only received three or four cards. I figured 

it was because I was usually homelier than 

the school teacher, or the girls in my class 

never liked me.  

Anyways, this was my final Valentine’s Day 

that I would be celebrating at Fleming 

School before moving on to Alexander 

Mackenzie School. When the Valentine’s 

Box was opened in our classroom I 

discovered I had received 14 cards! It was 

a world’s record for me. Several came over 

to my desk and said how lucky I was . . . I 

was suddenly important! One girl actually 

tried to kiss me but I brushed her aside. 

Little did I realize that two or three years 

later I would spend the rest of my young 

life TRYING to get a girl to KISS me!! 

Anyways when I walked home from school 

that Valentine’s Day at Fleming I finally 

realized I had committed my first major 

crime! Ten of those fourteen cards I 

received from the classroom Valentine’s 

Box were purchased by myself!!  

Looking for Valentine facts for this BUZZ 

column I set aside my Playboy magazine 

and reached into my book cabinet and 

found a very dusty encyclopedia. Inside 

this seldom read book of mine I 

discovered many interesting Valentine 

facts. How many of you knew that there 

was actually a Pope Valentine. The man 

lived in Rome and was ordained as Pope 

Valentine in the year 827. Many years 

prior, even further back in history, there 

was a Saint Valentine who was martyred 

on February 14 in the year 271. It may be 

hard to believe but the giving of 

‘Valentines’ actually got their start in that 

era! I shudder to think how much a card 

would cost because I don’t think they 

had dollar stores in those days! 

My next ‘Valentine’ story is all about 

Rudolph . . . No! No! Not THAT Rudolph! 

That Red-Nosed Rudolph only shows up 

at Christmas . . . I’m talking about 

Rudolph Valentino who became known 

as America’s greatest lover during the 

silent movie era. I just gotta tell you the 

true facts about Valentino, and just think 

. . . you read it all in The Buzz!!  

Rudolph worked as a studio gardener 

when someone decided to put him in a 

couple of low-budget movies. The two 

movies made little money until one of the 

studio’s publicity men began sending out 

stories to the newspapers and movie 

magazines telling the public that women 

were fainting in the theatres whenever 

Valentino came on the screen. From then 

on Rudolph became famous around the 

world as the heartthrob of the century. 

In 1926 Valentino appeared as a sheik in 

his greatest movie ever – ‘Son of The 

Sheik’! A few days following completion 

of the movie Valentino died from a 

ruptured appendix on August 29
th

, 1926. 

The film was released to the theatres on 

the same day as his funeral in the 

Hollywood Cemetery. A story has gone 

around Hollywood for all these years 
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since his death that a woman dressed in 

black appears at Rudolph’s graveside 

and places a single red rose on his 

grave. The studio claims she hasn’t 

missed a year since Valentino died. 

She’s really doing great . . . because I 

figure that ‘Woman in Black’ has to be 

well over 115 years old! Come on 

Hollywood!! 

Happy Valentine’s Day to you all, and to 

Mrs. Calabash wherever you are . . . .  

 

Editor’s Note: Another of your great 

columns Ronnie – we look forward to 

many, many more!!! Happy, Happy 93! 

 

Here is old age at its best!  

(An ‘Oldie but Goodie’ and definitely worth 

repeating!!!) 

Russ and Sam, two friends, met in the park 

every day to feed the pigeons, watch the 

squirrels and discuss world problems. 

One day Russ didn't show up. Sam didn't 

think much about it and figured maybe he 

had a cold or something. But after Russ 

hadn't shown up for a week or so, Sam 

really got worried. However, since the only 

time they ever got together was at the 

park, Sam didn't know where Russ lived, 

so he was unable to find out what had 

happened to him. A month had passed, 

and Sam figured he had seen the last of 

Russ, but one day, Sam approached the 

park and -- lo and behold -- there sat Russ! 

Sam was very excited and happy to see 

him and told him so. Then he said, 'For 

crying out loud Russ, what in the world 

happened to you?'  

 

Russ replied, 'I have been in jail.'  

 

'Jail!' cried Sam. What in the world for?'  

'Well,' Russ said, 'you know Sue, that cute 

little blonde waitress at the coffee shop 

where I sometimes go?'  

'Yeah,' said Sam, 'I remember her. What 

about her?’  

 

'Well, one day she filed rape charges 

against me; and, at 89 years old, I was so 

proud, that when I got into court, I pled 

'guilty'. 'The damn judge gave me 30 days 

for perjury.’ 

  

GOTTA LOVE                         

LITTLE JOHNNY . . . 

"Pastor," Johnny says, "I heard you say 

today that our bodies came from the dust." 

 

"That's right, Johnny, I did."  

 

"And I heard you say that when we die, our 

bodies go back to dust." 

 

"Yes, I'm glad you were 

listening.  Why do you 

ask?" 

 

"Well you better come 

over to our house right 

away and look under my 

bed, 'cause there's 

someone either comin' or goin'!" 
 

  

A woman answered her front door and 

found Little Johnny and Billy holding a list. 

 

"Lady," Johnny explained, "we are on a 

scavenger hunt, and we still need three 

grains of wheat, a pork chop bone and a 

piece of used carbon paper to earn a 

dollar." 

 

"Wow," the woman replied. "Who sent you 

on such a challenging hunt?" 

 

"Our baby-sitter's boyfriend." 
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PROTECT YOURSELVES . . . 

1. LONG-TERM PARKING:  

Some people left their car in the long-term 

parking at San Jose while away, and 

someone broke into the car. Using the 

information on the car's registration in the 

glove compartment, they drove the car to 

the people's home in Pebble Beach and 

robbed it. So I guess if we are going to 

leave the car in long-term parking, we 

should NOT leave the 

registration/insurance cards in it, nor your 

remote garage door opener. This gives us 

something to think about with all our new 

electronic technology.  

 

2. GPS:  

Someone had their car broken into while 

they were at a football game. 

Their car was parked on the green which 

was adjacent to the football 

stadium and specially allotted to football 

fans. Things stolen from the 

car included a garage door remote control, 

some money and a GPS which had been 

prominently mounted on the dashboard. 

When the victims got home, they found 

that their house had been ransacked and 

just about everything worth anything had 

been stolen. The thieves had used the GPS 

to guide them to the house. They then 

used the garage remote control to open 

the garage door and gain entry to the 

house. The thieves knew the owners were 

at the football game, they knew what time 

the game was scheduled to finish and so 

they knew how much time they had to 

clean out the house. It would appear that 

they had brought a truck to empty the 

house of its contents. Something to 

consider if you have a GPS - don't put your 

home address in It. Put a nearby address 

(like a store or gas station) so you can still 

find your way home if you need to, but no 

one else would know where you live if 

your GPS were stolen.  

 

3. CELL PHONES:  

I never thought of this....... This lady has 

now changed her habit of how she lists 

her names on her cell phone after her 

handbag was stolen. Her handbag, which 

contained her cell phone, credit card, 

wallet, etc., was stolen. Twenty minutes 

later when she called her hubby, from a 

pay phone telling him what had happened, 

hubby says, "I received your text asking 

about our Pin number and I've replied a 

little while ago." When they rushed down 

to the bank, the bank staff told them all the 

money was already withdrawn. The thief 

had actually used the stolen cell phone to 

text "hubby" in the contact list and got 

hold of the pin number. Within 20 minutes 

he had withdrawn all the money from their 

bank account.  

 

Moral of the lesson:  

A. Do not disclose the relationship 

between you and the people in your 

contact list. Avoid using names like Home, 

Honey, Hubby, Sweetheart, Dad, 

Mom, etc....  

B. And very importantly, when sensitive 

info is being asked through texts, 

CONFIRM by calling back.  

C. Also, when you're being texted by 

friends or family to meet them 

somewhere, be sure to call back to confirm 

that the message came from 

Them. If you don't reach them, be very 

careful about going places to meet 

"family and friends" who text you.  

 

4. PURSE IN THE GROCERY CART 

SCAM:  

A lady went grocery-shopping at a local 

mall and left her purse sitting in the 

children's seat of the cart while she 

reached something off a shelf... Wait till 

you read the WHOLE story! Her wallet was 

stolen, and she reported it to the store 

personnel. After returning home, she 

received a phone call from the Mall 

Security to say that they had her wallet 
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and that although there was no money in 

it, it did still hold her personal papers. She 

immediately went to pick up her wallet, 

only to be told by Mall 

Security that they had not called her. By 

the time she returned home again, her 

house had been broken into and 

burglarized. The thieves knew that by 

calling and saying they were Mall Security, 

they could lure her out of her house long 

enough for them to burglarize it.  

 

TO REALIZE . . . .   

To realize 

The value of a sister/brother 

Ask someone who doesn't have one. 

  

To realize 

The value of ten years: 

Ask a newly divorced couple. 

  

To realize 

The value of four years: 

Ask a graduate. 

  

To realize 

The value of one year: 

Ask a student who has failed a final exam. 

  

To realize 

The value of nine months: 

Ask a mother who gave birth to a stillborn. 

  

To realize 

The value of one month: 

Ask a mother who has given birth to a 

premature baby. 

  

To realize 

The value of one week: 

Ask an editor of a weekly newspaper. 

  

To realize 

The value of one minute: 

Ask a person who has missed the train, 

bus or plane. 

  

To realize 

The value of one second: 

Ask a person who has survived an 

accident. 

  

Time waits for no one. 

Treasure every moment you have. 

  

You will treasure it even more when 

You can share it with someone special. 

  

To realize the value of a friend or family 

member: 

LOSE ONE. 

  

The origin of this letter is unknown, 

But it brings good luck to everyone who 

passes it on. 

  

Remember....Hold on tight to the 

ones you love! 

  

  

  

  

A doctor's secretary called an old farmer 

and said: "Your check came back." 

 

The old man replied, "So did my arthritis." 

  



 10                                                                                   THE BUZZ 
 
HHUUMMOOUURROOUUSS  GGEEMMSS  ffrroomm  oouurr  

SSppeecciiaall  FFrriieenndd  EEllssiiee  FFrraasseerr of ANAF 

Assiniboia Unit 283 in Winnipeg, Manitoba 
 

SIX BASIC RULES FOR GOOD 

HEALTH . . .  

1. F***ing once a week is good for your 

health, every day is even better. 

2. F***ing gives proper relaxation for your 

mind & body. 

3. F***ing refreshes you. 

4. After F***ing don't eat too much ... Go 

for more liquids. 

5. F***ing can even reduce your 

cholesterol level !!! 

SO ... REMEMBER ... 

6. FISHING is good for 

your health and soul ... 

And may the Good Lord 

cleanse your Filthy Mind !!! 

 

OLD WOMAN 

When an old woman died in the geriatric 

ward of a nursing home in Moosomin, 

Saskatchewan, it was believed that she 

had nothing left of any value. Later, when 

the nurses were going through her 

meager possessions, they found this 

poem. Its quality and content so 

impressed the staff that copies were 

made and distributed to every nurse in the 

hospital. One nurse took her copy to 

Alberta. 

 

The old woman's sole bequest to posterity 

has since appeared in the 

Christmas edition of the News Magazine of 

the St. Louis Association for Mental 

Health. A slide presentation has also been 

made based on her simple, but eloquent, 

poem. And this little old woman, with 

nothing left to give to the world, is now the 

author of this 'anonymous' poem winging 

across the Internet. 
  

Crabby Old Lady 

What do you see nurses? .. .. ..                          

What do you see?  

What are you thinking .. .. ..                            

When you're looking at me?  
 

A crabby old lady .. .. ..                                       

Not very wise,  

Uncertain of habit .. .. ..                               

With faraway eyes? 

Who dribbles her food .. .. ..                                  

And makes no reply.  

When you say in a loud voice .. .. ..                 

'I do wish you'd try!'  

Who seems not to notice .. .. ..                 

The things that you do.  

And forever is losing .. .. ..                                     

A sock or shoe? 

Who, resisting or not .. .. ..                                   

Lets you do as you will,  

With bathing and feeding .. .. ..                              

A long day to fill?  
 

Is that what you're thinking? .. .. ..                  

Is that what you see?  

Then open your eyes, nurse .. .. ..        

You're not looking at me. 

I'll tell you who I am .. .. ..                                              

As I sit here so still,  

As I do at your bidding, .. .. ..                           

As I eat at your will.  
 

I'm a small girl of Ten .. .. ..                  

With a father and mother,  

Brothers and sisters .. .. ..                  

Who love one another. 
 

A young girl of Sixteen .. .. ..             

With wings on her feet.  

Dreaming that soon now .. .. ..                          

A lover she'll meet.  
 

A bride soon at Twenty .. .. ..                  

My heart gives a leap.  
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Remembering, the vows .. .. ..                     

That I promised to keep. 
 

At Twenty-Five, now .. .. ..                                   

I have young of my own.  

Who need me to guide .. .. ..                     

A secure happy home.  
 

A woman of Thirty .. .. ..                                   

My young now grown fast,  

Bound to each other .. .. ..                              

With ties that should last. 
 

At Forty, my young sons .. .. ..                

Have grown and are gone,  

But my man is beside me .. .. ..                  

To see I don't mourn.  
 

At Fifty, once more, .. .. ..                      

Babies play 'round my knee,  

Again, we know children .. .. ..                        

My loved one and me. 
 

Dark days are upon me .. .. ..                      

My husband's now dead.  

I look at the future .. .. ..                     

And shudder with dread.  
 

For my young are all rearing .. .. ..       

Young of their own.  

And I think of the years .. .. ..                      

And the love that I've known. 
 

I'm now an old woman .. .. ..                     

And nature is cruel.  

'Tis jest to make old age .. .. ..            

Look like a fool.  

The body, it crumbles .. .. ..           

Grace and vigor depart.  

There is now a stone .. .. ..          

Where I once had a heart. 
 

But inside this old carcass .. .. ..                          

A young girl still dwells,  

And now and again .. .. ..                                       

My battered heart swells.  

I remember the joys .. .. ..                                              

I remember the pain.  

And I'm loving and living .. .. ..                 

Life over again. 

I think of the years, all too few .. .. ..  

Gone too fast.  

And accept the stark fact .. .. ..                              

That nothing can last.  

So open your eyes, people .. .. ..              

Open and see.  

Not a crabby old woman .. .. ..              

Look closer .. .. .. See ME!! 
 

Remember this poem when you next meet 

an older person who you might brush aside 

without looking at the young soul within. 

We will all, one day, be there, too! 

 

Editor’s Note: We extend a very special 

Thank You to Elsie for bringing this 

wonder true story to our attention – It 

definitely brings tears to the eyes – it is so 

very true!!! 

 

 

  
 

 

 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

Happiness keeps you Sweet,                            

Trials keep you Strong, 

Sorrows keep you Human,                          

Failures keep you Humble, 

Success keeps you Glowing,                                 

But ...Only Friends & Family... 

Keep You Going !!! 
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AA  TTRRUUEE  GGRREEAATT  DDOOGG  SSTTOORRYY  

Well Worth the Reading!!! 

They told me the big black Lab's name was 

Reggie, as I looked at him lying in his pen.  

The shelter was clean, no-kill, and the 

people really friendly. 
 

I'd only been in the area for six months, 

but everywhere I went in the small college 

town, people were welcoming and open. 

Everyone waves when you pass them on 

the street.  But something was still 

missing as I attempted to settle in to my 

new life here, and I thought a dog couldn't 

hurt.  Give me someone to talk to. And I 

had just seen Reggie's advertisement on 

the local news. The shelter said they had 

received numerous calls right after, but 

they said the people who had come down 

to see him just didn't look like "Lab 

people," whatever that meant. They 

must've thought I did.  But at first, I 

thought the shelter had misjudged me in 

giving me Reggie and his things, which 

consisted of a dog pad, bag of toys almost 

all of which were brand new tennis balls, 

his dishes and a sealed letter from his 

previous owner. 

 

See, Reggie and I didn't really hit it off 

when we got home.  We struggled for two 

weeks (which is how long the shelter told 

me to give him to adjust to his new home). 

Maybe it was the fact that I was trying to 

adjust, too.  Maybe we were too much 

alike. 

I saw the sealed envelope.  I had 

completely forgotten about that.  "Okay, 

Reggie," I said out loud, "let's see if your 

previous owner has any advice." 
 

To Whomever Gets My Dog: 

Well, I can't say that I'm happy you're 

reading this, a letter I told the shelter could 

only be opened by Reggie's new owner. 

I'm not even happy writing it. He knew 

something was different. 

 

So let me tell you about my Lab in the 

hopes that it will help you bond with him 

and he with you. First, he loves tennis 

balls. The more the merrier.  Sometimes I 

think he's part squirrel, the way he hoards 

them.  He usually always has two in his 

mouth, and he tries to get a third in there. 

Hasn't done it yet. Doesn't matter where 

you throw them, he'll bound after them, so 

be careful.  Don't do it by any roads. 

 

Next, commands. Reggie knows the 

obvious ones - "sit," "stay," "come," 

"heel."  He knows hand signals, too: He 

knows "ball" and "food" and "bone" and 

"treat" like nobody's business.  Feeding 

schedule: twice a day, regular store-

bought stuff; the shelter has the brand.   

He's up on his shots. Be forewarned: 

Reggie hates the vet.  Good luck getting 

him in the car. I don't know how he knows 

when it's time to go to the vet, but he 

knows.  Finally, give him some time. It's 

only been Reggie and me for his whole life. 

He's gone everywhere with me, so please 

include him on your daily car rides if you 

can.  He sits well in the backseat, and he 

doesn't bark or complain. He just loves to 

be around people, and me most especially. 

 

And that's why I need to share one more 

bit of info with you ...  His name's not 

Reggie. He's a smart dog, he'll get used to 

it and will respond to it, of that I have no 

doubt. But I just couldn't bear to give them 

his real name. But if someone is reading 

this ... Well it means that his new owner 

should know his real name.  His real name 
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is "Tank." Because, that is what I drive.  I 

told the shelter that they couldn't make 

"Reggie" available for adoption until they 

received word from my company 

commander.  You see, my parents are 

gone, I have no siblings, no one I could've 

left Tank with ... And it was my only real 

request of the Army upon my deployment 

to Iraq, that they make one phone call to 

the shelter ... In the "event" ... To tell them 

that Tank could be put up for adoption.    
 

Luckily, my CO is a dog-guy, too, and he 

knew where my platoon was headed. He 

said he'd do it personally. And if you're 

reading this, then he made good on his 

word. Tank has been my family for the last 

six years, almost as long as the Army has 

been my family. And now I hope and pray 

that you make him part of your family, too, 

and that he will adjust and come to love 

you the same way he loved me.    
 

If I have to give up Tank to keep those 

terrible people from coming to the US I am 

glad to have done so. He is my example of 

service and of love. I hope I honoured him 

by my service to my country and 

comrades.  All right, that's enough. I 

deploy this evening and have to drop this 

letter off at the shelter. Maybe I'll peek in 

on him and see if he finally got that third 

tennis ball in his mouth. 
 

Good luck with Tank. Give him a good 

home, and give him an extra kiss 

goodnight - every night - from me. 

 

Thank you, Paul Mallory 

  

I folded the letter and slipped it back in the 

envelope. Sure, I had heard of Paul 

Mallory, everyone in town knew him, even 

new people like me. Local kid, killed in Iraq 

a few months ago and posthumously 

earning the Silver Star when he gave his 

life to save three buddies.  Flags had been 

at half-mast all summer.   

 

I leaned forward in my chair and rested my 

elbows on my knees, staring at the dog.  

"Hey, Tank," I said quietly.  The dog's head 

whipped up, his ears cocked and his eyes 

bright. 

 

"C'mere boy."  He was instantly on his 

feet, his nails clicking on the hardwood 

floor.  He sat in front of me, his head tilted, 

searching for the name he hadn't heard in 

months. "Tank," I whispered.  His tail 

swished.  I kept whispering his name, over 

and over, and each time, his ears lowered, 

his eyes softened, and his posture relaxed 

as a wave of contentment just seemed to 

flood him. I stroked his ears, rubbed his 

shoulders, buried my face into his scruff 

and hugged him. 
 

"It's me now, Tank, just you and me. Your 

old pal gave you to me."  Tank reached up 

and licked my cheek.  "So whatdaya say 

we play some ball?"  His ears perked 

again.  "Yeah? Ball? You like that? Ball?"  

Tank tore from my hands and disappeared 

into the next room.  And when he came 

back, he had three tennis balls in his 

mouth.    

If you can read this without getting a lump 

in your throat or a tear in your eye, you 

just ain't right. 
 

"The true soldier fights not because he 

hates what is in front of him, but because 

he loves what is behind him." 

G. K. Chesterton 
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A FEW HANDY 

HOUSEHOLD 

HINTS FOR 

YOU . . . 

 

DID YOU KNOW?  

Peel a banana from the bottom and you 

won't have to pick the little 'stringy things' 

off of it. That's how the primates do it. 

Take your bananas apart when you get 

home from the store. If you leave them 

connected at the stem, they ripen faster.  

 

Store your opened chunks of cheese 

in aluminum foil.  It will stay fresh much 

longer and not mold!   

 

Peppers with 3 bumps on the bottom 

are sweeter and better for eating.  

Peppers with 4 bumps on the bottom 

are firmer and better for cooking.   

 

Add a teaspoon of water when frying 

ground beef. It will help pull the grease 

away from the meat while cooking.   

 

To really make scrambled eggs or 

omelets rich add a couple of spoonfuls of 

sour cream, cream cheese, or heavy cream 

in and then beat them up.   

 

Add garlic immediately to a recipe if you 

want a light taste of garlic and at the end 

of the recipe if your want a stronger taste 

of garlic.   

 

Reheat Pizza - Heat up leftover pizza in a 

nonstick skillet on top of the stove, set 

heat to med-low and heat till warm. This 

keeps the crust crispy. No soggy micro 

pizza.  

 

Easy Deviled Eggs: Put cooked egg 

yolks in a zip lock bag. Seal, mash till they 

are all broken up. Add remainder of 

ingredients, reseal, keep mashing it up 

mixing thoroughly, cut the tip of the 

baggy, squeeze mixture into egg. Just 

throw bag away when done easy clean up. 
  

Reheating refrigerated bread: To 

warm biscuits, pancakes, or muffins that 

were refrigerated, place them in a 

microwave with a cup of water. The 

increased moisture will keep the food 

moist and help it reheat faster.  

 

Broken Glass: Use a wet cotton ball or 

Q-tip to pick up the small shards of glass 

you can't see easily.   
 

Measuring Cups: Before you pour sticky 

substances into a measuring cup, fill with 

hot water Dump out the hot water, but 

don't dry cup. Next, add your ingredient, 

such as peanut butter, and watch how 

easily it comes right out.  

 

Reopening envelopes: If you seal an 

envelope and then realize you forgot to 

include something inside, just place your 

sealed envelope in the freezer for an hour 

or two. Viola! It unseals easily.  
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INTERESTING INFO ABOUT 

CLOTHES DRYERS  

The heating unit went out on our dryer! 

The gentleman that fixes things around the 

house for us told us that he wanted to 

show us something and he went over to 

the dryer and pulled out the lint filter. It 

was clean. (I always clean the lint from the 

filter after every load clothes.)  

 

As he had mentioned he explained that he 

wanted to show us something; he took the 

filter over to the sink and ran hot water 

over it. The lint filter is made of a mesh 

material ... I'm sure you know what your 

dryer's lint filter looks like. Well ... the hot 

water just sat on top of the mesh! It didn't 

go through it at all!  

 

He told us that dryer sheets cause a film 

over that 

mesh that's 

what burns 

out the 

heating unit. 

You can't 

SEE the film, but it's there. It's what is in 

the dryer sheets to make your clothes soft 

and static free .... that nice fragrance too. 

You know how they can feel waxy when 

you take them out of the box ... well this 

stuff builds up on your clothes and on 

your lint screen. This is also what causes 

dryer units to potentially burn your house 

down with it!  

 

He said the best way to keep your dryer 

working for a very long time (and to keep 

your electric bill lower) is to take that filter 

out and wash it with hot soapy water and 

an old toothbrush (or other brush) at least 

every six months.  He said that makes 

the life of the dryer at least twice as long! 

    

You can't change the past, but you can 

ruin the present by worrying over                     

the future  

LETTUCE, HOOKERS AND 

HOCKEY PLAYERS  . . .            

A man in a Florida supermarket tried to 

buy half a head of lettuce. The very young 

produce assistant told him that they sell 

only whole heads of lettuce.  

The man persisted and asked to see the 

manager. The boy said he'd ask his 

manager about it. 

Walking into the back room, the boy said 

to his manager, 'Some a**hole wants to 

buy half a head of lettuce.' 

As he finished his sentence, he turned to 

find the man standing right behind him, so 

he added, 'And this gentleman has kindly 

offered to buy the other half.' 

The manager approved the deal, and the 

man went on his way.  

 

Later the manager said to the boy, 'I was 

impressed with the way you got yourself 

out of that situation earlier. We like people 

who think on their feet here. Where are you 

from, son?' 

 

'Canada, sir,' the boy replied. 

 

'Well, why did you leave Canada?' the 

manager asked. 

 

The boy said, 'Sir, there's nothing but 

hookers and hockey players up there.'  

 

˜Really?' said the 

manager. 'My wife 

is from Canada.' 

 

˜No sh*t?' replied 

the boy. 'Who'd she 

play for?' 

  

SMILE:    
A curve that can set  a lot of                   

things straight!   
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BUYING A BATHING 

SUIT   For all you gals that 

have been there....and for those 

that just need a good laugh - 

Enjoy!!!!  

When I was a child in the 1960s, the 

bathing suit for the mature figure was 

boned, trussed and reinforced, not so 

much sewn as engineered. They were built 

to hold back and uplift, and they did a 

good job. Today's stretch fabrics are 

designed for the prepubescent girl with a 

figure carved from a potato chip.   

 

The mature woman has a choice, she can 

either go up front to the maternity 

department and try on a floral suit with a 

skirt, coming away looking like a 

hippopotamus that escaped from Disney's 

Fantasia, or she can wander around every 

run-of-the-mill department store trying to 

make a sensible choice from what 

amounts to a designer range of 

fluorescent rubber bands.   

 

What choice did I have? I wandered 

around, made my sensible choice and 

entered the chamber of horrors known as 

the fitting room. The first thing I noticed 

was the extraordinary tensile strength of 

the stretch material. The Lycra used in 

bathing costumes was developed, I 

believe, by NASA to launch small rockets 

from a slingshot, which gives the added 

bonus that if you manage to actually lever 

yourself into one, you would be protected 

from shark attacks. Any shark taking a 

swipe at your passing midriff would 

immediately suffer whiplash.  

I fought my way into the bathing suit, but 

as I twanged the shoulder strap in place I 

gasped in horror, my boobs had 

disappeared! Eventually, I found one boob 

cowering under my left armpit. It took a 

while to find the other. At last I located it 

flattened beside my 7th rib.   

The problem is that modern bathing suits 

have no bra cups. The mature woman is 

now meant to wear her boobs spread 

across her chest like a speed bump. I 

realigned my speed bump and lurched 

toward the mirror to take a full view 

assessment. The bathing suit fit all right, 

but unfortunately it only fitted those bits of 

me willing to stay inside it. The rest of me 

oozed out rebelliously from top, bottom 

and sides. I looked like a lump of Playdoh 

wearing undersized cling wrap. As I tried 

to work out where all those extra bits had 

come from, the prepubescent sales girl 

popped her head through the curtain, "Oh, 

there you are," she said, admiring the 

bathing suit.   

 

I replied that I wasn't so sure and asked 

what else she had to show me. I tried on a 

cream crinkled one that made me look like 

a lump of masking tape, and a floral two-

piece that gave the appearance of an 

oversized napkin in a serving ring. I 

struggled into a pair of leopard-skin 

bathers with ragged frills and came out 

looking like Tarzan's Jane, pregnant with 

triplets and having a rough day.  

I tried on a black number with a midriff 

fringe and looked like a jellyfish in 

mourning. I tried on a bright pink pair with 

such a high cut leg I thought I would have 

to wax my eyebrows to wear them.   

 

Finally, I found a suit that fit; it was a two-

piece affair with a shorts-style bottom and 

a loose blouse-type top. It was cheap, 

comfortable, and bulge-friendly, so I 

bought it. My ridiculous search had a 

successful outcome, I figured. When I got 
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it home, I found a label that read, "Material 

might become transparent in water."  

So, if you happen to be on the beach or 

near any other body of water this year and 

I'm there too, I'll be the one in cut-off jeans 

and a T-shirt!   

 

You'd better be laughing or rolling on the 

floor by this time. Life isn't about how to 

survive the storm, but how to dance in the 

rain, with or without a stylish bathing suit!  

 

A TOUCH OF HUMOUR . . . . 

From a wife’s point of view 

He didn't like the casserole 

And he didn't like my cake. 

My biscuits were too hard,  

Not like his mother used to make.  

 

I didn't perk the coffee right 

He didn't like the stew.  

I didn't mend his socks,  

The way his mother used to do.  

 

I pondered for an answer  

I was looking for a clue.  

Then I turned around and smacked him, 

Like his Mother used to do.  

 

 

 

FROM OUR UNIT #68 BUZZ 

RECIPE CORNER: 

  

EGG, HAM & MUSHROOM 

VOL AU VENT 

INGREDIENTS:  

4 large puff pastry shells 

1/4 cup (50 ml) butter or margarine 

1/2 cup (125 ml) diced celery 

1 – 1/2 cup (375 ml) fresh mushrooms, 

quartered 

7 tbsp (105 ml) all-purpose flour 

1 – 1/2 cups (375 ml) milk 

1 – 1/2 cups (375 ml) canned chicken broth 

8 hard-cooked eggs, peeled and sliced 

1 – 1/2 cups (375 ml) diced cooked ham 

Pepper, to taste 

1 tsp (5 ml) poppy seeds 

 

METHOD: 

On baking sheet, heat pastry shells in 

preheated 350° F (180 ° C) oven for 10 

minutes or according to package 

directions; 

In saucepan, melt butter or margarine  

over medium-high heat;  

Add celery and mushrooms; 

Cook until tender crisp, about 4 minutes 

at low heat; 

Add milk and chicken broth and 

continue cooking, whisking until mixture 

thickens; 

Stir in eggs and ham; season with 

pepper; 

Spoon over warm pastry shells and 

sprinkle with poppy seeds. ENJOY! 
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POETRY 4 U . . . . 

We wanted to leave you with a fun poem 

we found in 2012 and we think many of us 

can appreciate . . . . 

 

Funny Valentine Poem                       

For Seniors 

by Julie (Reno, NV, USA)  

My dear, my love, my one and only, 

my reason for joy (that’s no baloney), 

you’re no longer young,                                         

you have hair on your toes, 

you snore in your sleep,                                    

there's a wart on your nose. 

 

You’ve aged there’s no doubt, I have too. 

In our old age, dear, I still love you, 

more than I did when young and pretty, 

that’s why I wrote this Valentine ditty. 

 

We’ve been together for a lifetime                        

it seems, 

through good times and bad                                    

we’ve shared our dreams. 

We’ve grown old and saggy,                                   

turned gray together. 

Skin that was soft now wrinkled                            

like leather. 

 

You with your walker, me with my cane, 

we shuffle together down life’s                           

winding lane. 

Together so long now,                                                  

I’m yours and you’re mine. 

We’re older than dirt now, Valentine. 

 HAPPY 

VALENTINES 

DAY 

EVERYONE!! 

ENJOY! 

ENJOY!! 

 

 

FROM YOUR EDITORS . . .  

As we all know, February 

is Heart Month! So 

please eat healthy, 

exercise and take care of your 

heart!!!!! Live, Love and Laugh often!!! 

 

We attended the Grand Opening of Unit 

26’s new clubrooms on January 31st – 

Congratulations to President Janice 

Graham and her Executive – delicious 

food, great music and a warm feeling of 

comradery!!! 

 

We want to extend our sincere Happy 

Birthday wishes to our amazing star 

columnist, Ron ‘Andy Capp’ 

Robinson – enjoy your 93
rd

 birthday 

Ronnie, and may you have many, many 

more!!! Keep those fabulous life 

experiences coming – we still say – you 

should write a book!!!!! 

 

                                   Your Editors,  

                                   Mardi & Fred 

  


