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THE BUZZ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

"HAPPY 2015" Comrades! 

  

It is no coincidence that when you get this 

month’s Buzz I will have celebrated my 

70th birthday. It has also been 70 years 

since World War II. Therefore I thought I 

would share a true personal story. I was 

born, January 7, 1945 in Holland. I was 

born 6 weeks pre-mature, weighing only 2 

lbs 8 ozs. Since it was only 6 months after 

D-Day, a lot of people think that the war 

ended in 1945 but believe me it did not. 

  

As the Germans knew they were losing the 

war in Europe they were extremely cruel; 

there was no food, water or any utilities 

and my father, who was a Lieutenant in the 

Dutch army, had to go underground. He 

hid under the floor boards each day to 

avoid being shot by the Nazis as my 

mother struggled to feed me. Each night 

the bombs fell in our city and my dad 

would place me in a small bag and hang 

me from a hook under the stair well, as 

that was the strongest part of our 

apartment. Eventually our street and home 

were completely destroyed but by the 

grace of God we survived until the 

Canadian soldiers and their allies came 

and liberated our country. My father was 

then sent to Indonesia, a Dutch colony at 

the time, who were fighting for 

their Independence, and he did not return 

for 4 years. I was 5 years old when we 

were finally re-united. 

  

After the war ended my dad said "Canada 

is where we are going" so in 1951 we 

arrived in Quebec City and moved to 

Niagara Falls, Ontario, where my 93 year 

old mother still resides. 

 

Today in Holland, school children age 6, 

are assigned a gravestone at a Canadian 

Cemetery. They must learn all they can 

about the soldiers name on the grave and 

clean and look after their soldier's grave 

until they leave elementary school 

and then another 6 year old is given the 

task. This remembrance and respect will 

go on forever.   

 

The Dutch people will never forget the 

contribution and sacrifices made by our 

veterans and now you know why I march 

in the parades and proudly carry the 

Canadian Flag, and how extremely proud I 

am to be elected for my 8th consecutive 

term as President of East Vancouver Unit 

#68. This is my way of saying "Thank You 

Canada" 

  

FFrraatteerrnnaallllyy,,                                                                                                            

BBoobb  RRiieettvveelldd                                                                            

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

YOUR  

PRESIDENT’S  

REPORT 
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PPRROOVVIINNCCIIAALL  CCOOLLOOUURR  

GGUUAARRDD  RREEPPOORRTT  

 

Comrades, 

 

My apologies if anyone was offended with 

my December Colour Guard report. The 

statement referring to the dedication 

required by the officers was not intended 

for any one person.  It was simply a 

reminder that if you accept an executive 

position then be prepared to give it 110%.  

 

It is getting harder every year to find 

dedicated comrades as the veterans who 

participated in the Colour Guard have 

pretty well all passed away, and we are 

now mostly all non-military volunteers. 

 

In 2014 four long time comrades gave their 

resignations for various personal reasons 

and we desperately need new recruits. We 

currently have only 8 flag carriers. 

Although our membership list contains 15 

comrades, most are unable to march.  

 

Only 4 B.C. units have representatives on 

the Colour Guard-- Units #68, 26, 284 and 

280 while there are 19 units in B.C. so for 

this organization to continue more units 

need to respond. 

 

Our election of officers has been 

postponed until January 17, 2015, so I can 

not report our new officers until next 

issue. 

 

Fraternally, 

Bob Rietveld                                                 

Past Color Sergeant 

  

AAllwwaayyss  SSmmiillee  ..  ..  ..    

LLiiffee  iissnn’’tt  aallwwaayyss  ffuullll  ooff  rreeaassoonnss  ttoo  ssmmiillee,,  

bbuutt  yyoouurr  ssmmiillee  iittsseellff  iiss  aa  rreeaassoonn  ffoorr  ootthheerrss  

ttoo  ssmmiillee  ttoooo..  

  

VVEETTEERRAANN’’SS  AAFFFFAAIIRRSS  

RREEPPOORRTT  

Comrades. 

 

I received a letter December 18, 2014 from 

Mr. Robert MacDonald of Veterans Affairs 

Canada. 

 

I wish to share this letter for all those Units 

and individuals who supported my fund 

raising efforts on behalf of Wounded 

Warriors in Canada who help Veterans 

with P.T.S.D. Together we sent $2,000.00 

and again my personal Thank You. 

 

Dear Mr. Rietveld 

 

Thank you for helping us pay tribute to 

Canada's Veterans. 
 

Reflecting back we would like to thank you 

for your dedication and support during 

Veterans week and throughout 2014. 
 

Your commitment to remembrance and 

support for commemorative events and 

activities is very much appreciated. As a result 

of your effort, communities across Western 

Canada commemorated and honoured the 

sacrifices of Canadian Veterans in so 

many meaningful ways. 
 

Remembering all our Veterans have done 

during times of war, military conflict and 

peace helps us to better understand our 

nations history and its future. 
 

As we we move forward in 2015, we look 

forward to your continued dedication. 

 

We wish you the very best of the season. 

Mr. Robert Mac Donald. 

Pamela Shaw 

Keith Black. 

 

Respectfully submitted in honour of Roy 

Blair.  

                                                   Fraternally, 

                                    Bob Rietveld 
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AANNAAFF  IINNSSTTAALLLLAATTIIOONN  

INSTALLATION OF PRESIDENTS and 

EXECUTIVE OFFICERS OF UNIT #68 

AND UNIT #100 on Saturday, January 

17
h
 at 1:30 pm at the 100 Club. 

Everyone is welcome. Please come out to 

show your support for 

these executives.  

TOGETHER WE STAND 

SHOULDER TO 

SHOULDER 

  

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 JANUARY Celebrants! 

Virginia Overholt Bob Rietveld   

Happy Birthday to Virginia                             

and Bob!!! Enjoy! Enjoy! 

 

SAD NEWS . . .  

Joey Kimoff passed away Sunday January 

4, 2015 at age 68. Joey was a younger 

brother to John and Ann Kimoff and an 

uncle to our executive member Sandy 

Greenfield.  

 

Joey joined Unit #68 in 1986 and although 

he lived in Edmonton renewed his 

membership every year. Our condolences 

go his family. 

 

Fraternaly 

Bob Rietveld 

President Unit #68 

 

WHAT A GREAT SIGN!!!!! 

 

A FABULOUS QUOTE TO 

PONDER . . .  

 

“Show respect even to people 
who don’t deserve it; not as a 
reflection of their character, 
but as a reflection of yours.” 

 

Dave Willis 
 



 4                                                                                   THE BUZZ 
 

IN PRAISE OF WOMEN!!!! 

In case you missed it on 60 Minutes, this is 

what Andy Rooney thought about women 

over 60. 

 

60 Minutes Correspondent Andy Rooney 

(CBS) Andrew Aitken "Andy" Rooney 

(January 14, 1919 – November 4, 2011) 

 

As I grow in age, I value women over 60 

most of all. 

 

Here are just a few reasons why: 

 

A woman over 60 will never wake you in 

the middle of the night and ask, "What are 

you thinking?" She doesn't care what you 

think. 

 

If a woman over 60 doesn't want to watch 

the game, she doesn't sit around whining 

about it. She goes and does something 

she wants to do and it's usually more 

interesting. 

 

Women over 60 are dignified. They seldom 

have a screaming match with you at the 

opera or in the middle of an expensive 

restaurant. Of course, if you deserve it, 

they won't hesitate to shoot you, if they 

think they can get away with it. 

 

Older women are generous with praise, 

often undeserved. They know what it's like 

to be unappreciated. 

 

Women get psychic as they age. You never 

have to confess your sins to a woman over 

60. 

 

Once you get past a wrinkle or two, a 

woman over 60 is far sexier than her 

younger counterpart. 

 

Older women are forthright and honest. 

They'll tell you right off if you are a jerk or 

if you are acting like one. You don't ever 

have to wonder where you stand with her. 

Yes, we praise women over 60 for a 

multitude of reasons. Unfortunately, it's 

not reciprocal. 

 

For every stunning, smart, well-coiffed, hot 

woman over 60, there is a bald, paunchy 

relic in yellow pants making a fool of 

himself with some 22-year old waitress. 

 

Ladies, I apologize for all those men who 

say, "Why buy the cow when you can get 

the milk for free?" 

 

Here's an update for you. 

 

Nowadays, 80% of women are against 

marriage. Why? 

 

Because women realize it's not worth 

buying an entire pig just to get a little 

sausage! 

 

Andy Rooney was a really              

smart guy! 

  

  

DDoo  yyoouu  kknnooww  tthhaatt  wwhheenn  aa  wwoommaann  

wweeaarrss  aa  lleeaatthheerr  ddrreessss,,  aa  mmaann''ss  hheeaarrtt  

bbeeaattss  qquuiicckkeerr,,  hhiiss  tthhrrooaatt  ggeettss  ddrryy,,  hhee  

ggeettss  wweeaakk  iinn  tthhee  kknneeeess,,  aanndd  hhee  tthhiinnkkss  

iirrrraattiioonnaallllyy??  EEvveerr  wwoonnddeerr  wwhhyy??  

  

IItt''ss  bbeeccaauussee  sshhee  

ssmmeellllss  lliikkee  aa  NNeeww  

TTrruucckk!!  
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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. 

  
 

““LLiivvee  iinn  ssuucchh  aa  wwaayy  tthhaatt  yyoouu  wwoouulldd  nnoott  

bbee  aasshhaammeedd  ttoo  sseellll  yyoouurr  ppaarrrroott  ttoo  tthhee  

ttoowwnn  ggoossssiipp..””  

  

                                    ------  WWiillll  RRooggeerrss  ((11887799  --  11993355))  
 

Wisdom Comes With                  

The Years... 

 
A 72 year old man had one hobby - he 

loved to fish.  

 

He was sitting in his boat the other day 

when he heard a voice say, 'Pick me up.' 

he looked around and couldn't see 

anyone.  

 

He thought he was dreaming when he 

heard the voice say again, ''Pick me up. '  

 

He looked in the water and there, floating 

on the top, was a frog. 

 

The man said, 'Are you talking to me?' 
 

The frog said, 'Yes, I'm talking to you. Pick 

me up, then kiss me; and 

I'll turn into the most 

beautiful woman you 

have ever seen. I'll make 

sure that all your friends 

are envious and jealous, 

because I will be your 

bride!' 

 

The man looked at the frog for a short 

time, reached over, picked it up carefully 

and placed it in his shirt pocket. 

 

The frog said, 'What, are you nuts? Didn't 

you hear what I said?'  

 

I said, 'Kiss me, and I will be your beautiful 

bride.' 

 

He opened his pocket, looked at the frog 

and said, 'Nah. At my age, I'd rather 

have a talking frog.'  

 

With age - comes wisdom 

 
 

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

RRROOONNN   ‘‘‘AAANNNDDDYYY   CCCAAAPPPPPP’’’   RRROOOBBBIIINNNSSSOOONNN  

  

TTHHEE  CCHHIICCKKEENN  CCOOOOPP  

CCAASSIINNOO  CCAAPPEERR  

WARNING: This article may contain 

‘FOWL’ language. Newspaper Headlines: 

“City Council to Allow Chickens in 

Vancouver Back Yards.” 

Let me take you back to the late 30’s. I 

lived on East 51
st
 Avenue at that time and 

on our block we had houses with 

chickens, goats, rabbits and even a cow. 

Then Vancouver decided that having farm 

animals and chickens on their property 

was against the law. Our city ended up 

with empty chicken houses all over the 

city.  

My best friend Blakey  

and myself made our 

pocket money by                      

running errands for the 

poker players in 

Memorial Park on the 

weekends. This is 

where my story 

begins.  

When it rained we were out of business. 

My buddy Blakey came up with a great 

idea. We would give the poker players a 

dry place to play during the wet weather. 

Of all the empty chicken coops in our 

neighbourhood, Blakey’s folks had the 

largest one. He asked his folks if we could 

clean it up and use it for a club house. 

They gave us the okay. (Of course we 

never mentioned that we were using it for 

a ‘poker house’). 

We scrubbed the coop out and painted the 

insides with whatever paint 

we could find. We had enough 

room for two tables which 

meant 8 to 10 players.  

 

The place was a huge success. We had a 

full house (or coop) every weekend rain or 

shine. Our take was 25¢ from every pot. 

We decided to sell sandwiches to our 

poker players. That brought us more 

revenue. (I can’t remember if we washed 

our hands before we made the sandwiches 

or after we made them). This all happened 

seventy years ago and my stomach still 

gets cramps when I think of those guys 

eating those egg sandwiches in an old 

chicken coop! 

We became well-known up Fraser Street, 

and the fellows up in the Fraser Pool Hall 

gave our chicken house 

the name ‘Chicken Coop 

Casino’. Our ‘Casino’ 

was a huge success, and 

then – it all ended!!  

We were located at 52
nd

 and Prince Albert. 

The people on that street didn’t like their 

neighbourhood being 

overrun by the ‘Fraser 

Avenue Hoodlums’. The 

police showed up and 

closed our little casino. 

One of the policemen was 

‘Harry’ (we knew all of the 

local police by their first names in those 

days), and he told us they weren’t too 

happy in having to close us down because 

we had managed to keep the poker games 

out of Memorial Park. 

And no, my friend Blakey and myself were 

not baby gangsters or baby hoodlums. We 

were just two young kids trying to make a 

little pocket money – remember this was 

during the world’s worst depression. 

Editor’s Note: What a great story, 

Ronnie!! And a great idea – perhaps your 

little Chicken Coop Casino was the 

beginning of all of these huge casinos that 

now dot our landscape!! Little do they 

know that it all began with two young, 

enterprising entrepreneurs named Ronnie 

and Blakey!!  

CHICKEN COOP 

CASINO 
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DDRRAAFFTTIINNGG  GGUUYYSS  OOVVEERR  6600  

This is funny & obviously written by a 

Former Soldier... New Direction for any 

war: Send Service Vets over 60! 

 

I am over 60 and the Armed Forces think 

I'm too old to track down terrorists. You 

can't be older than 42 to join the military. 

They've got the whole thing ass-

backwards. 

 

Instead of sending 18-year olds off to fight, 

they ought to take us old guys. You 

shouldn't be able to join a military unit 

until you're at least 35. 

  

For starters, researchers say 18-year-olds 

think about sex every 10 seconds. Old 

guys only think about sex a couple of 

times a month, leaving us more than 

280,000 additional seconds per day to 

concentrate on the enemy. 

 

Young guys haven't 

lived long enough to be 

cranky, and a cranky 

soldier is a dangerous 

soldier. 'My back hurts! I 

can't sleep, I'm tired and 

hungry.' We are bad-

tempered and impatient, 

and maybe letting us kill 

some asshole that desperately deserves it 

will make us feel better and shut us up for 

a while. 

  

An 18-year-old doesn't even like to get up 

before 10am. Old guys always get up early 

to pee, so what the hell. Besides, like I 

said, I'm tired and can't sleep and since I'm 

already up, I may as well be up killing 

some fanatical son-of-a-bitch. 

  

If captured we couldn't spill the beans 

because we'd forget where we put them. In 

fact, name, rank, and serial number would 

be a real brainteaser. 

  

Boot camp would be easier for old 

guys.   We're used to getting screamed 

and yelled at and we're used to soft food. 

We've also developed an appreciation for 

guns. We've been using them for years as 

an excuse to get out of the house, away 

from the screaming and yelling. 

  

They could lighten up on the obstacle 

course however... I've been in combat and 

never saw a single 20-foot wall with rope 

hanging over the side, nor did I ever do 

any pushups after completing basic 

training. 

  

Actually, the running part is kind of a 

waste of energy, too . . . I've never seen 

anyone outrun a bullet. 

  

An 18-year-old has the whole world ahead 

of him. He's still learning to shave, to start 

a conversation with a pretty girl. He still 

hasn't figured out that a baseball cap has a 

brim to shade his eyes, not the back of his 

head. 

  

These are all great reasons to keep our 

kids at home to learn a little more about 

life before sending them off into harm's 

way. 

  

Let us old guys track down those 

terrorists. The last thing an enemy would 

want to see is a couple million pissed off 

old farts with bad attitudes and automatic 

weapons, who know that their best years 

are already behind them. 

  

HEY!! How about recruiting Women over 

50...in menopause!!! You think MEN have 

attitudes??   Ohhhhhhhhhhhh my God!!! If 

nothing else, put them on border patrol. 

They'll have it secured the first night! 

  

Editor’s Note: This is a re-run but such a 

great one we couldn’t resist!!! ENJOY! 

ENJOY!!! 

  



 8                                                                                   THE BUZZ 
 

VOTED BEST JOKE                        

IN IRELAND in 2014 

John O'Reilly hoisted 

his beer and said, 

"Here's to spending the 

rest of me life, between 

the legs of me wife!" 

 

That won him the top 

prize at the pub for the 

best toast of the night! 

 

He went home and told his wife, Mary, "I 

won the prize for the best toast of the 

night." 

 

She said, "Aye, did ye now. And what was 

your toast?" 

 

John said, "Here's to spending the rest of 

me life, sitting in church beside 

me wife." 

 

"Oh, that is very nice indeed, John!" Mary 

said. 

  

The next day, Mary ran into one of John's 

drinking buddies on the street corner. The 

man chuckled leeringly and said, "John 

won the prize the other night at the pub 

with a toast about you, Mary." 

 

She said, "Aye, he told me, and I was a bit 

surprised myself. You know, he's 

only been in there twice in the last four 

years. Once I had to pull him by 

the ears to make him come, and the other 

time he fell asleep".  

  

  

MANURE . . .    

 An interesting fact 

Manure: In the 16th and 17th centuries, 

everything had to be transported by ship 

and it was also before the invention of 

commercial fertilizers, so large shipments 

of manure were quite common. 

It was shipped dry, because in dry form it 

weighed a lot less than when wet, but 

once water (at sea) hit it, not only did it 

become heavier, but the process of 

fermentation began again, of which a by-

product is methane gas of course. 

As the stuff was stored below decks in 

bundles you can see what could (and did) 

happen. Methane began to build up below 

decks and the first time someone came 

below at night with a lantern, BOOM! 

Several ships were destroyed in this 

manner before it was determined just what 

was happening 

After that, the bundles of manure were 

always stamped with the instruction 'Stow 

high in transit' on them, which meant for 

the sailors to stow it high enough off the 

lower decks so that any water that came 

into the hold would not touch this volatile 

cargo and start the production of methane. 

Thus evolved the term 'S.H.I.T', (Stow 

High In Transit which has come down 

through the centuries and is in use to this 

very day. 

You probably did not 

know the true history 

of this word. 

Neither did we!    

We had always 

thought it was a golf 

term!! 
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DATING ADS FOR SENIORS 

FOUND IN FLORIDA 

NEWSPAPER 

You can say what you want about Florida, 

but you never hear of anyone retiring and 

moving north. These are actual ads seen in 

''The Villages'' a Florida newspaper. (Who 

says seniors don't have a sense of 

humor?) 

FOXY LADY: 

Sexy, fashion-conscious blue-haired 

beauty, 80's, slim, 5'4' (used to be 5'6'), 

searching for sharp-looking, sharp-

dressing companion. Matching white 

shoes and belt a plus. 

  

LONG-TERM COMMITMENT: 

Recent widow who has just buried fourth 

husband, looking for someone to round 

out a six-unit plot. Dizziness, fainting, 

shortness of breath not a problem. 

 

SERENITY NOW: 

I am into solitude, long walks, sunrises, 

the ocean, yoga and meditation. If you are 

the silent type, let's get together, take our 

hearing aids out and enjoy quiet times. 

 

WINNING SMILE: 

Active grandmother with original teeth 

seeking a dedicated flossier to share rare 

steaks, corn on the cob and caramel 

candy. 

 

BEATLES OR STONES? 

I still like to rock, still like to cruise in my 

Camaro on Saturday nights and still like to 

play the guitar. If you were a groovy chick, 

or are now a groovy hen, let's get together 

and listen to my eight-track tapes. 

  

MEMORIES: 

I can usually remember Monday through 

Thursday. If you can remember Friday, 

Saturday and Sunday, let's put our two 

heads together. 

And our favorite… 

MINT CONDITION: 

Male, 1932 model , high mileage, good 

condition, some hair, many new parts 

including hip, knee, cornea, valves. Isn't in 

running condition, but walks well. 

 

Do not regret growing older.                

It is a privilege denied to many. 

  

OVERHEARD IN THE CLUBROOMS 

  

"So, what's the matter? I thought you just 

got back from a nice relaxing fishing trip 

with your husband." 

 

"Oh, everything went wrong: First he said I 

talked so loud I would scare the fish. Then 

he said I was using the wrong bait; and 

then that I was reeling in too soon. 

 

"All that might have been all right; but 

then, to make matters worse, I ended up 

catching twelve fish and he caught none!" 
 

  

ANYONE FOR A MUFFIN???? 

 

"Look at ME!" boasted the fit old man to a 

group of young people. "Every morning I 

do fifty push-ups, do fifty sit-ups, and walk 

two miles. I'm fit as a fiddle! And you want 

to know why? I don't smoke, I don't drink, I 

don't stay up late, and I don't chase after 

women!" 

 

He smiled at them, teeth white, eyes 

glittering, "And tomorrow, I'm going to 

celebrate my 95th birthday!" 

 

"Oh, really?" drawled one of 

the young onlookers, "How? 

With a bare naked bran 

muffin?" 
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A LETTER HOME . . .  

 

Dear Ma and Pa: 

 

Am well. Hope you are. Tell Brother Walt 

and Brother Elmer the Army beats working 

for old man Minch. Tell them to join up 

quick before all the places are filled. 

 

I was restless at first because you got to 

stay in bed till nearly 6 a.m. (but am getting 

so I like to sleep late.) All you do before 

breakfast is smooth your cot and shine 

some things -- no hogs to slop, feed to 

pitch, mash to mix, wood to split, fire to 

lay. Practically nothing. The guys have to 

shave, but they say it is not bad in warm 

water, and after I thumped a few of them, 

they don't tell nobody about why I don't 

need to shave. 

 

Breakfast is strong on trimmings like fruit 

juice, cereal, eggs, bacon, etc., but kind of 

weak on chops, potatoes, beef, ham steak, 

fried eggplant, pie and regular food, but 

you can always sit between two city boys 

that live on coffee. 

 

Their food plus yours holds you till noon, 

when you get fed. It's no wonder these city 

boys can't walk much. We go on "route 

marches," which, the Sgt. says, are long 

walks to harden us. If he thinks so, it is not 

my place to tell him different. A "route 

march" is a casual stroll about as far as to 

our mailbox at home. Then the city guys all 

get sore feet and we ride back in trucks. 

The country is nice, but awful flat. 

 

The Sgt. is like a schoolteacher. He nags 

some. The Capt. is like the school board. 

Kernels and Generals just ride around and 

frown. They don't bother you none. 

 

I keep getting medals for shooting. I don't 

know why, the bull's-eye is near big as a 

chipmonk and don't move and it ain't 

shooting at you, like the Higsett boys at 

home. All you got to do is lie there all 

comfortable and hit it. You don't even load 

your own cartridges. They come in boxes. 

 

Be sure to tell Walt and Elmer and Mary to 

hurry and join before others get onto this 

setup and come stampeding in. 

 

Your loving daughter, 

 

Pat 

 
SOME GOOD NEWS FOR 

SENIORS AT LAST  . . .      

        
                    

Brains of older people are slow because 

they know so much. People do not decline 

mentally with age, it just takes them longer 

to recall facts because they have more 

information stored in their brains, 

scientists believe. Much like a computer 

struggles as the hard drive becomes more 

full, so humans also take longer to access 

information, it has been suggested.  

      

Researchers say this slowing down is not 

the same as cognitive decline. The human 

brain works slower in old age, said Dr. 

Michael Ramscar, but only because we 

have stored more information over time.  

 

The brains of older people do not get 

weak. On the contrary, they simply know 

more but just may not be able to access 

the information.  

      

Also, older people often go to another 

room to get something and when they get 

there, they stand there wondering what 

they came for. It is NOT a memory 

problem; it is nature's way of making older 

people do more exercise. 

 

  SO THERE!!  
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50 SHADES OF GOLF 

 

Four guys have been going to the same 

golfing trip to St Andrews for many years. 

Two days before the group is to leave, 

Jack's wife puts her foot down and tells 

him he isn't going. Jack's mates are very 

upset that he can't go, but what can they 

do. 

 

Two days later, the three get to St Andrews 

only to find Jack sitting at the bar with four 

drinks set up! 

 

"Wow, Jack, how long have you been here, 

and how did you talk your misses into 

letting you go?" 

 

"Well, I've been here since last night. 

Yesterday evening, I was sitting in my 

living room chair and my wife came up 

behind me and put her hands over my eyes 

and asked, 'Guess who?" I pulled her 

hands off, and there she was, wearing a 

nightie. 

 

She took my hand and pulled me into our 

bedroom. The room had candles and rose 

petals all over. Well she's been reading ‘50 

Shades of Grey’...... 

 

On the bed she had handcuffs, and ropes! 

She told me to tie her up and cuff her to 

the bed, so I did. 

 

And then she said, "Do 

whatever you want." 
 

So--- Here I am!  

  

  

Old friends are gold! New friends are 
diamond! If you get a diamond, don't 
forget the  gold! To hold a diamond, 
you always need a base of gold!  

  

  

5 FACTS . . .  

 

1. We all love to spend money buying new 

clothes but we never realize that the best 

moments in life are enjoyed without 

clothes. 

 

2. Having a cold drink on a hot day with a 

few friends is nice, but having a hot friend 

on a cold night after a few drinks - 

PRICELESS. 

 

3. Breaking News: Condoms don't 

guarantee safe sex anymore. A friend of 

mine was wearing one when he was shot 

dead by the woman's husband. 

 

4. Arguing over a girl's bust size is like 

choosing between Molson, Heineken, 

Carlsberg, & Budweiser. Men may state 

their preferences, but will grab whatever is 

available. 

 

5. I haven't verified this on Snopes, but it 

sounds legitimate. A recent study found 

that women who carry a little extra weight 

live longer than the men who mention it. 
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AUSTRALIAN DEFINITIONS 

OF A CANADIAN                     

(Fabulous compliment!) 

 

Once in a while someone does a nice job 

of describing a Canadian; this time it was 

an Australian dentist You probably missed 

it in the local news, but there was a report 

that someone in Pakistan had advertised 

in a newspaper an offer of a reward to 

anyone who killed a Canadian - any 

Canadian...  

 

An Australian dentist wrote the following 

editorial to help define what a Canadian is, 

so they would know one when they found 

one.  

 

A Canadian can be English, or French, or 

Italian, Irish, German, Spanish, Polish, 

Russia, Dutch, or Greek. A Canadian can 

be Mexican, African, Indian, Chinese, 

Japanese, Korean, Australian, Iranian, 

Asian, Arab, Pakistani or Afghan.  

 

A Canadian may also be a Cree, Métis, 

Mohawk, Blackfoot, Sioux, or one of the 

many other tribes known as native 

Canadians.  

 

A Canadian's religious beliefs range from 

Christian, Jewish, Buddhist, Muslim, Hindu 

or none. In fact, there are more Muslims in 

Canada than in Afghanistan. The key 

difference is that in Canada they are free to 

worship as each of them chooses. 

Whether they have a religion or no 

religion, each Canadian ultimately answers 

only to God, not to the government, or to 

armed thugs claiming to speak for the 

government and for God.  

 

A Canadian lives in one of the most 

prosperous lands in the history of the 

world. The root of that prosperity can be 

found in the Charter of Rights and 

Freedoms which recognize the right of 

each person to the pursuit of happiness.  

A Canadian is generous and Canadians 

have helped out just about every other 

nation in the world in their time of need, 

never asking a thing in return. Canadians 

welcome the best of everything, the best 

products, the best books, the best music, 

the best food, the best services and the 

best minds. But they also welcome the 

least - the oppressed, the outcast and the 

rejected. 

 

These are the people who built Canada.  

 

You can try to kill a Canadian if you must 

as other blood-thirsty tyrants in the world 

have tried but in doing so you could just 

be killing a relative or a neighbour. This is 

because Canadians are not a particular 

people from a particular place.  

 

They are the embodiment of the human 

spirit of freedom. Everyone who holds to 

that spirit, everywhere, can be a Canadian.  

 

Please keep this message going . . .      

it says it all, for all of us. 
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The Boarding of Flight 2015 

has been announced....... 

 

Your luggage should only contain the best 

souvenirs from 2014..... 

 

 The bad and sad moments should be left 

in the garbage....... The duration of the 

flight will be 12 months. So, tighten your 

seatbelt. 

 

The next stop-overs will be: Health, Love, 

Joy, Harmony, Well-Being and Peace. 

 

The captain offers you the following menu 

which will be served during the flight....... 

 

A Cocktail of Friendship,                                      

A Supreme of Health, 

A Gratin of Prosperity,                                   

A Bowl of Excellent News, 

A salad of Success,                                             

A Cake of Happiness, 

and All accompanied by bursts   

of laughter...... 

 

Wishing you an enjoyable trip on board of 

flight 2015..... 

  

Before 2014 Ends, Let Us Thank All The 

Good People Like You, 

Who Made 2014 Beautiful For Us. 

We Pray You be Blessed With a Successful 

Year Ahead. 

We wish you a great 2015. 

 

And God Looked Down . . . 

 

Most seniors never get enough exercise. 

So in his wisdom, God decreed that 

seniors would become forgetful so they 

would have to search for their glasses, 

keys and other things misplaced, and do 

some walking. 

           

And God Looked down and saw that it was 

good. 

 

Then God saw there was yet another need. 

So God in his wisdom made seniors lose 

coordination so that they would drop 

things which would require them to bend 

and reach and stretch. 

            

And God looked down and saw that it was 

good. 

 

Then God considered the functioning of 

senior’s bladders and decided that in His 

wisdom there might be calls of nature 

more frequently requiring more trips to the 

relief station and that would burn calories. 

           

God looked down and saw that it was 

good. 

 

Seniors were obliged to exercise more 

from these senior shortcomings did 

become more active as a result. So if you 

find you are required to get up and down 

more as you age, remember it’s God’s will 

and in your best interests, even though 

you mutter under your breath. 

HAPPY NEW YEAR EVERYONE!!!! 
ENJOY!! ENJOY!! 
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HHUUMMOOUURROOUUSS  GGEEMMSS  ffrroomm  oouurr  

SSppeecciiaall  FFrriieenndd  EEllssiiee  FFrraasseerr of ANAF 

Assiniboia Unit 283 in Winnipeg, Manitoba 
 

AND FROM THE BACK PEW . . .  

A Pastor's wife was expecting a baby, so 

he stood before the congregation and 

asked for a raise. After much discussion, 

they passed a rule that whenever the 

pastor's family expanded so would his 

paycheck.  

 

After 6 children, this started to get 

expensive and the congregation decided to 

hold another meeting to discuss the 

pastor's expanding salary. A great deal of 

yelling and inner bickering ensued, as to 

how much the pastor's additional children 

were costing the church, and how much 

more it could potentially cost. 

 

After listening to them for about an hour, 

the pastor rose from his chair and spoke, 

"Children are a gift from God, and we will 

take as many gifts as He gives us."  

 

Silence fell over the congregation. In the 

back pew, a little old lady struggled to 

stand, and finally said in her frail voice, 

"Rain is also a gift from God, but when we 

get too much of it, we wear rubbers." 

 

The entire congregation said, "Amen." 

 

A man walks into a bar and sees an 

attractive woman sitting by herself and 

asks, "May I buy you a cocktail?" 

 

"No thank you," she replies, "alcohol is 

bad for my legs.” 

 

“Sorry to hear that, do they swell?” 

 

 “No they spread.” 

 

  
 

GETTING OLD IN ARIZONA 

 

Two elderly ladies are sitting on the front 

porch in Scottsdale, doing nothing. 

 

One lady turns and asks, 'Do you still get 

horny?'? 

 

The other replies, 'Oh sure I do.' 

 

The first old lady asks, 'What do you do 

about it?' 

 

The second old lady replies, 'I suck a 

lifesaver.' 

 

After a few moments, the first old lady 

asks, 'Who drives you to the beach?' 

 

  

Three old ladies were sitting side by side 

in their retirement home in Phoenix 

reminiscing. 

 

The first lady recalled shopping at the 

green grocers and demonstrated with her 

hands, the length and thickness of a 

cucumber she could buy for a penny 

 

The second old lady nodded, adding that 

onions used to be much bigger and 

cheaper also, and demonstrated the size of 

two big onions she could buy for a penny 

a piece. 

 

The third old lady remarked, "I can't hear a 

word you're saying, but I remember the 

guy you're talking about.”   

 

The guys at the golf course asked me to 

name an actress I would like to be stuck in 

an elevator with. 

 

I told them the one who knows how to fix 

elevators. 

 

I'm old, I'm tired, and I have to pee a lot. 
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AA  FFEEWW  TTHHOOUUGGHHTTSS  TTOO  

PPOONNDDEERR  IINN  22001155  

Wouldn't it be great if we could put 

ourselves in the dryer for ten minutes; 

come out wrinkle-free and three sizes 

smaller! 

 

Last year I joined a support group for 

procrastinators.  We haven't met yet! 

 

I don't trip over things, I do random gravity 

checks! 

 

I don't need anger management.  I need 

people to stop pissing me off! 

 

Old age is coming at a really bad time! 

 

When I was a child I thought Nap Time was 

a punishment ... now, as a grown up, it just 

feels like a small vacation! 

 

The biggest lie I tell myself is ... "I don't 

need to write that down, I'll remember it." 

 

Lord grant me the strength to accept the 

things I cannot change, the courage to 

change the things I can & the friends to 

post my bail when I finally snap! 

 

I don't have gray hair.  I have "wisdom 

highlights".  I'm just very wise. 

 

My people skills are just fine.  It's my 

tolerance to idiots that needs work. 

 

Teach your daughter how to shoot, 

because a restraining order is just a piece 

of paper. 

 

If God wanted me to touch my toes, he 

would've put them on my knees. 

 

I like my middle finger best because it 

always sticks up for me! 

 

I'm going to retire and live off of my 

savings.  Not sure what I'll do that second 

week. 

 

I've lost my mind and I'm pretty sure my 

kids took it! 

 

Even duct tape can't fix stupid ... but it can 

muffle the sound! 

 

Why do I have to press one for English 

when you're just gonna transfer me to 

someone I can't understand anyway? 

 

Lord, Give me patience and give it to me 

NOW. 

 

Of course I talk to myself, sometimes I 

need expert advice. 

 

Oops! Did I roll my eyes out loud? 

 

At my age "Getting lucky" means walking 

into a room and remembering what I came 

in there for. 

 

Chocolate comes from cocoa which is a 

tree ... that makes it a plant which means 

... chocolate is a veggie!!! Yeah! 

 

And your Editor’s Favorite: 

The day the world runs out of wine is just 

too terrible to think about! 
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TTIIMMEELLIINNEE  ..  ..  ..  ..  EENNJJOOYY!!!!!!  

Read it through to the end, it gets better as 

you go! 

 

I've learned that I like my teacher 

because she cries when we sing "Silent 

Night." 

Age 5 

         

I've learned that our dog doesn't want to 

eat my broccoli either. 

Age 7 

 

I've learned that when I wave to people 

in the country, they stop what they are 

doing and wave back. 

Age 9 

         

I've learned that just when I get my room 

the way I like it, Mom makes me clean it up 

again. 

Age 12 

         

I've learned that if you want to cheer 

yourself up, you should try cheering 

someone else up. 

Age 14 

         

I've learned that although it's hard to 

admit it, I'm secretly glad my parents are 

strict with me. 

Age 15 

         

I've learned that silent company is often 

more healing than words of advice. 

Age 24 

         

I've learned that brushing my child's hair 

is one of life's great pleasures. 

Age 26 

         

I've learned that wherever I go, the 

world's worst drivers have followed me 

there. 

Age 29         

I've learned that if someone says 

something unkind about me, I must live so 

that no one will believe it. 

Age 30 

 

I've learned that there are people who 

love you dearly but just don't know how to 

show it. 

Age 42 

 

I've learned that you can make 

someone's day by simply sending them a 

little note. 

Age 44 

 

I've learned that the greater a person's 

sense of guilt, the greater his or her need 

to cast blame on others. 

Age 46 

         

I've learned that children and 

grandparents are natural allies. 

Age 47 

         

I've learned that no matter what 

happens, or how bad it seems today, life 

does go on and it will be better tomorrow. 

Age 48 

         

I've learned that singing "Amazing 

Grace" can lift my spirits for hours. 

Age 49 

         

I've learned that motel mattresses are 

better on the side away from the phone. 

Age 50 

         

I've learned that you can tell a lot about 

a man by the way he handles these three 

things: a rainy day, lost luggage, and 

tangled Christmas tree lights. 

Age 51 
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I've learned that keeping a vegetable 

garden is worth a medicine cabinet full of 

pills. 

Age 52 

         

I've learned that regardless of your 

relationship with your parents, you miss 

them terribly after they die. 

Age 53 

         

I've learned that making a living is not 

the same thing as making a life. 

Age 58 

 

I've learned that if you want to do 

something positive for your children, work 

to improve your marriage. 

Age 61 

         

I've learned that life sometimes gives 

you a second chance. 

Age 62 

         

I've learned that you shouldn't go 

through life with a catcher's mitt on both 

hands. You need to be able to throw 

something back. 

Age 64 

 

I've learned that if you pursue 

happiness, it will elude you. But if you 

focus on your family, the needs of others, 

your work, meeting new people, and doing 

the very best you can, happiness will find 

you. 

Age 65 

         

I've learned that whenever I decide 

something with kindness, I usually make 

the right decision. 

Age 66 

         

I've learned that everyone can use a 

prayer. 

Age 72  

I've learned that even when I have pains, 

I don't have to be one. 

Age 82 

 

I've learned that every day you should 

reach out and touch someone. People love 

that human touch - holding hands, a warm 

hug, or just a friendly pat on the back. 

Age 90 

 

I've learned that I still have a lot to learn. 

Age 92 

 

We've learned that you should pass this 

on to someone you care about. Sometimes 

they just need a little something to make 

them smile. 

 

         

 

 

''LLiiffee  iiss  bbeetttteerr  wwhheenn  yyoouu  aarree  
hhaappppyy,,  bbuutt  lliiffee  iiss  bbeesstt  wwhheenn  
ootthheerr  ppeeooppllee  aarree  hhaappppyy  
bbeeccaauussee  ooff  yyoouu''        

  

UUnnkknnoowwnn  AAuutthhoorr  
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FROM OUR UNIT 

#68 BUZZ RECIPE 

CORNER: 

  

MINI CHICKEN POT PIES 

 

INGREDIENTS:  

  1 (9-ounce) package refrigerated cooked 

chicken strips, diced  

  1 (12-ounce) jar chicken gravy  

  1 cup frozen peas and carrots  

  1/4 teaspoon salt  

  1/4 teaspoon black pepper  

  3/4 cup pancake and baking mix  

  1/2 cup milk  

  2 eggs  

 

METHOD: 

  Preheat oven to 375 degrees F. Coat a 

12-cup muffin tin with cooking spray.  

  In a large bowl, combine chicken, gravy, 

vegetables, salt, and pepper; mix well. In a 

small bowl, combine baking mix, milk, and 

eggs with a fork, mixing until well blended.  

  Spoon 1 tablespoon baking mixture into 

each muffin cup. Top with 1 tablespoon 

chicken mixture, then spoon another 

tablespoon of baking mixture over chicken 

mixture.  

  Bake 30 to 35 minutes, or until golden 

brown. Cool 5 minutes, loosen sides of 

pies from pan, and serve immediately. 

 

ENJOY!!!! 

FROM YOUR EDITORS . .  

Happy New Year to all of our 

Comrades and Friends!! 

May 2015 be a Year Filled 

with Many Treasured 

Memories to Cherish as we 

journey down Life’s Road together!!! 

 

As always, as we begin 2015 we want to 

extend a Special Thank You to all who 

contribute on a regular basis – and of 

course to our Special Star Columnist, 

and Cover Artist, Ron ‘Andy Capp’ 

Robinson. And a Very Warm Thank You to 

all of our loyal readers!!! May you continue 

to enjoy The Buzz throughout 2015! 

 

Our Best Wishes for a very successful year 

to Unit #26 and Congratulations on your 

opening! Unit #26 President Janice 

Graham and her Executive are extending a 

warm welcome mat to all of our Unit #68 

members! We will visit often for a pint or 

two and a chat with friends! 

 

Until next month our wish to you is for 

good health, laughter and warm hugs from 

friends and comrades! 

 

Your Editors,                              

Mardi & Fred 

 TThhee  rreeaassoonn  aa  ddoogg  hhaass  ssoo  mmaannyy  ffrriieennddss  

iiss  tthhaatt  hhee  wwaaggss  hhiiss  ttaaiill  iinnsstteeaadd                                        

ooff  hhiiss  ttoonngguuee!!!!!!!!  


