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THE BUZZ 

 
 

 

 

 

Comrades:   

 

WOW . . . . that was some Celebration of 

Life for our dear friend May Nyce.  

 

Over two hundred friends and family 

showed up with seven family members 

from Quebec from Bert's side and over 

twenty from Terrace on May’s side.  

 

Twelve pipers and drummers marched in 

the Colour Guard and the ceremony lasted 

over 2 1/2 hours.  

 

Because our May loved her ‘shooters’, 

Rose made 280 jello/rum/ vodka shooters 

for a grand toast. At the same time 

everyone was given a Nisga'a Nation flag 

which they all waved at the playing of 

Amazing Grace.  

 

At the Ceremony’s end we released a 

dozen helium filled balloons with 

signatures and messages of love to 

heaven.  

 

A million thank you greetings to everyone 

who donated food and a special thanks to 

Unit #100 who went beyond our 

expectations. 

  

Once again our Unit #68 has rescued 

another unit. North Vancouver Unit 

#45 was given a financial loan to help them 

re-open their club.  

 

The loan was provided for 3 years with no 

payment on the principal so our comrades 

can get back to a profitable business plan.  

 

I wish we could have also helped Unit #12 

in Victoria who closed last month, but 

unfortunately we were not aware of their 

situation until it was too late.  

 

Thanks to my executive and members for 

always supporting my efforts as I am 

always striving to make profitable 

investments and at the same time support 

our motto "Shoulder to Shoulder"! 

 

FFrraatteerrnnaallllyy,,                                                                                                            

BBoobb  RRiieettvveelldd                                                                            

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

 

What is a hero?  

Heroes have an uncanny ability to look 

beyond the crisis of the moment and see a 

purpose so big they forget, momentarily, 

about everything else, including their own 

interests. 

 

Volunteers are everyday heroes – and we 

thank everyone that gives so much of 

themselves selflessly every hour, every 

day and year. Thank you. 

YOUR  

PRESIDENT’S  

REPORT 
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PPRROOVVIINNCCIIAALL  CCOOLLOOUURR  

GGUUAARRDD  RREEPPOORRTT  

Comrades, 

 

Thanks to Agnes Keegan I was honoured 

to represent our organization at the 111th 

Annual Ceremonial Review for the 2290 

Royal Canadian Cadets Corp On Sunday 

May 25, 2014. 

 

Not only was I given the task to present 

The James A. Perry Memorial trophy 

Award but was asked to join Lieutenant- 

Colonel Harjit Sajjan for the Parade 

Inspection.  

 

During the ceremony I took the opportunity 

to thank the cadets for their support 

during the year at our parades.  

 

This was my third cadet review and I 

am very proud of these young Canadians, 

2290 RCAA assists ANAVETS with 

Remembrance Day and this year they have 

formed a military band. 

  

Thank you to the officers for allowing me 

to be such an important part of the 

ceremony. 

  

P.S. Please go to  the web site 

"Interesting Vancouver.com"  and enjoy 

the speech I gave last November, just click 

on my picture and I hope you enjoy some 

true war stories.     

 

Fraternally, 

Bob Rietveld                                                 

Past Color Sergeant 

  

EEvveerr  OOnnwwaarrdd  ..  ..  ..                                                    

..  ..  ..  ..  EEvveerr  UUppwwaarrdd!!!!!!!!  

  

  

VVEETTEERRAANN’’SS  AAFFFFAAIIRRSS  

RREEPPOORRTT  

Comrades. 

 

CANADIAN FORCES IN FIRST 

LANDINGS "D-DAY JUNE 6, 1944"  

  

If you were 20 years old in June 1944, you 

are now 90 years old today. Many of the 

men and women who were part of that era 

are gone and it is easier to get a veteran to 

talk about the good times then to wait for 

their real story to emerge.  

  

On June 6, 2014, Canadians of all ages will 

visit Normandy, France, to commemorate 

the 70th anniversary of D-Day, the 

beginning of the end of the Second World 

War in Northeast Europe.  

 

That day began with a flotilla of 7,016 

ships of which 110 were Royal Canadian 

Navy.- with 14,500 Canadians on board. By 

the end of August, 1944 over 5000 

Canadians were killed in Normandy.  

 

Our troops landed at Juno Beach and on 

that 1st day 340 died with 574 wounded ( 

of which 26 died later ) the losses 

represented a casualty rate of over 20%  

  

 By the night of June 12, 1944-- 326,547 

men, 54,185 vehicles and 104,000 tons of 

supplies were ashore, the beachhead was 

secure.  At home Prime Minister Mackenzie 

King announced the invasion at 8:00 A.M. 

local time, and as Canadians slept, news 

of the greatest military undertaking in 

history was rolling in. 

 

 "Lest we Forget" 

 

Respectfully submitted in honour of Roy 

Blair.  

                                                   Fraternally, 

                                    Bob Rietveld 
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ANAF UNIT #68 

MEMBERSHIP . . . 

 

The membership chair for Unit #68 is now 

our unit secretary - Jan Holt – please 

renew 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.  

 

HAPPY BIRTHDAY to our               

Unit #68 JUNE Celebrants! 

 

Joe & Sam Bruni      Alan Carson             

William Ritchie         William Wonnacott  
         

Unfortunately your Editors have been 

known to miss a birthday or two for our 

members. If we have missed yours please 

contact us and let us know so that we can 

update our files. Thank you 

Happy Birthday Everyone!!!! 

 

TTThhheee   WWWooorrrlllddd ’’’sss   BBBeeesssttt   BBBaaabbbyyysssiiitttttteeerrrsss!!!!!!    

SHUFF N’ STUFF . . .  

 

The Annual Provincial Command 

Golf Tournament will be held on 

Saturday, June 21, 2014 at the Ardmore 

Golf Course, 930 Ardmore Drive in North 

Saanich, BC. Registration commences at 

11:00 am and tees off at 11:30 am. 

 

Each Unit may enter 2 teams of 4 players. 

Registration form and accommodation 

recommendations are posted on the 100 

club bulletin board located in the northeast 

corner of the club. 

 

The Canadian Masters shuffleboard 

tournament takes place at the 100 club, 

Friday June 13 through June 15, 2014. All 

are invited to participate. 

 

Dick Moore                                                   

Director, Sports 

 

 

PLEASE JOIN US FOR OUR 

ANNUAL PICNIC AT               

TROUT LAKE                                 

Sat., July 26th from 8am – 9 pm 

 

Delicious Food, Competative Bocci,               

Great Comradery, and a whole pack of 

Terrific Raffle Prizes! 

Even with Motther Nature rains on our 

parade we are under cover and therefore 

you won’t get wet!!! 

 

It is a FUN DAY . . .  and 

EVERYONE IS WELCOME!!!!!! 
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KIDS KNOW THESE 

THINGS!!!! 

How can a stranger tell if two 

people are married? 

You might have to guess, based on 

whether they are yelling at the same kids. 

                                              -- Derrick, age 8 

 

What do you think your Mum and 

Dad have in common? 

Both don't want any more kids. 

                                                   -- Lori, age 8 

 

Is it better to be single or married? 

It's better for girls to be single but not for 

boys.  Boys need someone to clean up 

after them. 

                                                 -- Anita, age 9 

 

How would the world be different if 

people didn’t get married? 

There sure would be a lot of kids to 

explain, wouldn't there? 

                                               -- Kelvin, age 8 

  

KIDS ON KETCHUP . . .   

A woman was trying hard to get the 

ketchup out of the jar. During her struggle 

the phone rang so she asked her 4-year-

old daughter to answer the phone. 

'Mommy can't come to the phone to talk to 

you right now, she's hitting the bottle.” 

 

OVERHEARD IN THE CLUBROOMS . .  

 

I was driving with my three young 

grandchildren one warm summer evening 

when a woman in the convertible ahead of 

us stood up and waved. She was 

stark naked!  

 

As I was reeling from the shock, I 

heard my 5-year-old grandson 

shout from the back seat, 'Granma, 

that lady isn't wearing a seat belt!' 

This is Just TOO Cute!!!! 

 

 

TTwweeeettss  ffrroomm  TTwweennttyy--SSiixx  ..  ..  ..  ..  
Unit 26 is celebrating 

Canada Day in their new 

clubrooms!  Although we 

have not received our 

permits yet, we will have a 

Special Occasion License 

for the day and all our 

friends are invited to join us for a BBQ, a 

basket raffle of all Canadian made 

products and dance to the shoe tapping 

tunes of NASTY HABITS.   

 

We will open the doors at noon, BBQ 

starts at 1pm and music at 3pm.  If you are 

in the neighborhood, please stop by and 

say hello and join in on the fun!!!!   

 

Our new address is 727 East 49th Avenue, 

Vancouver.  Look for the new sign.  You 

cannot miss it!  Enter the laneway off of 

49th Avenue for underground parking.  

Press the buzzer on the left hand side and 

a staff member will let you into the 

underground parking and then take the 

elevator to the 1st floor.  Only 50 parking 

stalls so come early or there is lots of 

street parking.   

 

Hope to see you there. 

 

Janice Graham, President                                     

and the Unit 26 Executive. 
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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. 

  

“Opportunity is missed by most people 
because it is dressed in overalls and  

looks like work.” 
--- Thomas A. Edison (1847 - 1931)  

“Happiness is nothing more than good 
health and a bad memory.” 

--- Albert Schweitzer (1875 - 1965)   

ASK A VET . . .    

As a crowded United Airlines plane is 

about to take off, the peace is shattered by 

a 5-year-old boy who picks that moment to 

throw a wild temper tantrum. No matter 

what his frustrated, embarrassed mother 

does to try to calm him down, the boy 

continues to scream furiously and kick the 

seats around him. 

 

Suddenly, from the rear of the plane, an 

elderly man with a baseball cap that said 

Viet Nam Vet on it slowly walked forward 

up the aisle.  

 

Stopping the flustered mother with an 

upraised hand, the white-haired, courtly, 

soft-spoken man leaned down and, 

motioning toward his chest, whispered 

something into the boy's ear.  

 

Instantly, the boy calmed down, gently 

took his mother's hand, and quietly 

fastens his seat belt. All the other 

passengers burst into spontaneous 

applause.  

 

As the old vet slowly made his way back to 

his seat, one of the cabin attendants 

touches his sleeve. "Excuse me, Sir," she 

asked quietly, "but could I ask you what 

magic words you used on that little devil?"  

 

The old man smiled serenely and gently 

confided, "I showed him my old helicopter 

pilot's wings, service stars, and battle 

ribbons, and explained that they entitle me 

to throw one passenger out the plane door 

on any flight I choose.  That did the trick" 
 

   

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

RRROOONNN   ‘‘‘AAANNNDDDYYY   CCCAAAPPPPPP’’’   RRROOOBBBIIINNNSSSOOONNN  

 

In my last column of 

“Reminiscing with 

Ron ‘Andy Capp’ 

Robinson” I wrote 

about a fall I had in my 

darkened front room and how I fractured 

both my hands. I also said it was the end 

of both my writing and drawing cartoons 

for the rest of my life.  

 

Good News! I was wrong! 

 

A few days after that column appeared in 

The Buzz my accident wasn’t as bad as I 

had reported. Thank you dear Lord, for my 

unexpected recovery (if it was a religious 

thing!) 

 

Looking back at my younger days I have to 

confess I was a very bad boy.  

 

The money my mother gave me for the 

collection plate every Sunday morning 

seldom made it to St. Mary’s Church! 

 

Let me explain the trouble I had. We lived 

at 49
th

 and Lanark Street. My Sunday 

School was at St. Mary’s Church, located 

at 50
th

 and Prince Albert Street. However 

there was a problem! 

 

It was ‘necessary’ to pass a small 

confectionary store located at 49
th

 and 

Windsor Street to reach St. Mary’s Church.  

 

The store held a large supply of penny 

candy. Need I say more??  

 

The collection plate money rarely made it 

as far as St. Mary’s Church!! 

 

The next time you are in the vicinity of 49
th

 

and Fraser look up at the Legion building 

(49
th

 and Chester Street) and you’ll see the 

nice Army and Navy sign!  

 

See you all there real soon! 

 

Editor’s Note: 

Just as in last month’s Buzz issue, this 

column was written by Ronnie in his own 

long hand, and he once again did a 

wonderful job – it is totally legible and very 

easy to read!!!  

Ronnie, it is so wonderful to welcome back 

your very capable and hard-working 

writing fingers!! As we reported last 

month, we know the upcoming columns 

may take you a few writing ‘stops and 

starts’ to complete, but we want you to 

know that you can take as long as you like 

to write your columns – they are definitely 

worth the wait!!! The Buzz would not be 

the same without your column on Page 6 -   

So it is a definite Joy to Welcome 

Back our Star Columnist, Ron ‘Andy 

Capp’ Robinson!!!! 

We just happened to come upon a photo of 

that womderful new sign you mentioned . .    

  

""LLiiffee  lloovveess  ttoo  bbee  ttaakkeenn  bbyy  tthhee  llaappeell  aanndd  

ttoolldd::  ''''II''mm  wwiitthh  yyoouu  kkiidd..  LLeett''ss  ggoo..''''""  

MMaayyaa  AAnnggeelloouu  



 7                                                                                   THE BUZZ 
 

NO LEFT TURNS . . .  

This is a story of an 
aging couple told by their 
son who was President of 
NBC NEWS. 

This is a wonderful piece by Michael 

Gartner, editor of newspapers large and 

small and president of NBC News. In 1997, 

he won the Pulitzer Prize for editorial 

writing. It is well worth reading, and a few 

good chuckles are guaranteed. Here 

goes... 

 

My father never drove a car. Well, that's 

not quite right. I should say I never saw 

him drive a car. He quit driving in 1927, 

when he was 25 years old, and the last car 

he drove was a 1926 Whippet. 

"In those days," he told me when he was 

in his 90s, "to drive a car you had to do 

things with your hands, and do things with 

your feet, and look every which way, and I 

decided you could walk through life and 

enjoy it or drive through life and miss it." 

 

At which point my mother, a sometimes 

salty Irishwoman, chimed in: "Oh, bull 

shit!" she said. "He hit a horse.”                                      

 

"Well," my father said, "there was that, 

too." 

 

So my brother and I grew up in a 

household without a car. The neighbours 

all had cars -- the Kollingses next door had 

a green 1941 Dodge, the VanLaninghams 

across the street a grey 1936 Plymouth, 

the Hopsons two doors down a black 1941 

Ford – but we had none.          

My father, a newspaperman in Des Moines, 

would take the streetcar to work and, often 

as not, walk the 3 miles home. If he took 

the streetcar home, my mother and brother 

and I would walk the three blocks to the 

streetcar stop, meet him and walk home 

together.    

 

My brother, David, was born in 1935, and I 

was born in 1938, and sometimes, at 

dinner, we'd ask how come all the 

neighbours had cars but we had none. "No 

one in the family drives," my mother would 

explain, and that was that.            

But, sometimes, my father would say, "But 

as soon as one of you boys turns 16, we'll 

get one." It was as if he wasn't sure which 

one of us would turn 16 first.              

But, sure enough, my brother turned 16 

before I did, so in 1951 my parents bought 

a used 1950 Chevrolet from a friend who 

ran the parts department at a Chevy 

dealership downtown. It was a four-door, 

white model, stick shift, fender skirts, 

loaded with everything, and, since my 

parents didn't drive, it more or less 

became my brother's car.            

Having a car but not being able to drive 

didn't bother my father, but it didn't make 

sense to my mother.              

So in 1952, when she was 43 years old, 

she asked a friend to teach her to drive. 

She learned in a nearby cemetery, the 

place where I learned to drive the following 

year and where, a generation later, I took 

my two sons to practice driving. The 

cemetery probably was my father's idea. 

"Who can your mother hurt in the 

cemetery?" I remember him saying more 

than once.                          

For the next 45 years or so, until she was 

90, my mother was the driver in the family. 

Neither she nor my father had any sense of 

direction, but he loaded up on maps – 

though they seldom left the city limits -- 

and appointed himself navigator. It 

seemed to work.                        

Still, they both continued to walk a lot. My 

mother was a devout Catholic, and my 

father an equally devout agnostic, an 
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arrangement that didn't seem to bother 

either of them through their 75 years of 

marriage. (Yes, 75 years, and they were 

deeply in love the entire time.)  

He retired when he was 70, and nearly 

every morning for the next 20 years or so, 

he would walk with her the mile to St. 

Augustine’s Church. She would walk down 

and sit in the front pew, and he would wait 

in the back until he saw which of the 

parish's two priests was on duty that 

morning. If it was the pastor, my father 

then would go out and take a 2-mile walk, 

meeting my mother at the end of the 

service and walking her home. 

If it was the assistant pastor, he'd take just 

a 1-mile walk and then head back to the 

church. He called the priests "Father Fast" 

and "Father Slow.” 

After he retired, my father almost always 

accompanied my mother whenever she 

drove anywhere, even if he had no reason 

to go along. If she were going to the 

beauty parlour, he'd sit in the car and read, 

or go take a stroll or, if it was summer, 

have her keep the engine running so he 

could listen to the Cubs game on the radio.  

In the evening, then, when I'd stop by, he'd 

explain: "The Cubs lost again. The 

millionaire on second base made a bad 

throw to the millionaire on first base, so 

the multimillionaire on third base scored." 

 

If she were going to the grocery store, he 

would go along to carry the bags out -- and 

to make sure she loaded up on ice cream. 

As I said, he was always the navigator, and 

once, when he was 95 and she was 88 and 

still driving, he said to me, "Do you want to 

know the secret of a long life? 

 

"I guess so," I said, knowing it probably 

would be something bizarre.  

 

"No left turns," he said.   

 

"What?" I asked.                  

"No left turns," he repeated. "Several years 

ago, your mother and I read an article that 

said most accidents that old people are in 

happen when they turn left in front of 

oncoming traffic. As you get older, your 

eyesight worsens, and you can lose your 

depth perception, it said. So your mother 

and I decided never again to make a left 

turn." 

"What?" I said again. 

"No left turns," he said. "Think about it. 

Three rights are the same as a left, and 

that's a lot safer.  So we always make three 

rights." 

 

"You're kidding!" I said, and I turned to my 

mother for support. 

"No," she said, "your father is right. We 

make three rights. It works."  But then she 

added: "Except when your father loses 

count." 

 

I was driving at the time, and I almost 

drove off the road as I started laughing.  

"Loses count?" I asked.  

"Yes," my father admitted, "that 

sometimes happens. But it's not a 

problem. You just make seven rights, and 

you're okay again." 

I couldn't resist. "Do you ever go for 11?" I 

asked. 

 

"No," he said "If we miss it at seven, we 

just come home and call it a bad day.  

Besides, nothing in life is so important it 

can't be put off another day or another 

week." 

My mother was never in an accident, but 

one evening she handed me her car keys 

and said she had decided to quit driving.  

That was in 1999, when she was 90. 

She lived four more years, until 2003. My 

father died the next year, at 102. 
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They both died in the bungalow they had 

moved into in 1937 and bought a few years 

later for $3,000. (Sixty years later, my 

brother and I paid $8,000 to have a shower 

put in the tiny bathroom -- the house had 

never had one. My father would have died 

then and there if he knew the shower cost 

nearly three times what he paid for the 

house.) 

 

He continued to walk daily -- he had me get 

him a treadmill when he was 101 because 

he was afraid he'd fall on the icy sidewalks 

but wanted to keep exercising -- and he 

was of sound mind and sound body until 

the moment he died. 

One September afternoon in 2004, he and 

my son went with me when I had to give a 

talk in a neighbouring town, and it was 

clear to all three of us that he was wearing 

out, though we had the usual wide-ranging 

conversation about politics and 

newspapers and things in the news. 

A few weeks earlier, he had told my son, 

"You know, Mike, the first hundred years 

are a lot easier than the second hundred."  

At one point in our drive that Saturday, he 

said, "You know, I'm probably not going to 

live much longer." 

"You're probably right," I said. 

"Why would you say that?" He countered, 

somewhat irritated. 

"Because you're 102 years old," I said.  

"Yes," he said, "you're right." He stayed in 

bed all the next day. 

That night, I suggested to my son and 

daughter that we sit up with him through 

the night.  

He appreciated it, he said, though at one 

point, apparently seeing us look gloomy, 

he said:  "I would like to make an 

announcement. No one in this room is 

dead yet" 

An hour or so later, he spoke his last 

words: "I want you to know," he said, 

clearly and lucidly, "that I am in no pain. I 

am very comfortable. And I have had as 

happy a life as anyone on this earth could 

ever have." 

A short time later, he died. 

I miss him a lot, and I think about him a lot. 

I've wondered now and then how it was 

that my family and I were so lucky that he 

lived so long. I can't figure out if it was 

because he walked through life, Or 

because he quit taking left turns.  

“Life is too short to wake up with regrets.  

So love the people who treat you right.  

Forget about the ones who don't.  Believe 

everything happens for a reason.  If you 

get a chance, take it & if it changes your 

life, let it. Nobody said life would be easy, 

they just promised it would most likely be 

worth it."  

EENNJJOOYY  LLIIFFEE  NNOOWW  --  IITT  HHAASS  AANN  
EEXXPPIIRRAATTIIOONN  DDAATTEE!!  

DID YOU KNOW?????? 
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A FARMER AND HIS PIGS 

 

A farmer had 5 female pigs. 

Times were hard, so he decided to take 

them to the county fair and sell them. At 

the fair, he met another farmer who owned 

five male pigs.  After talking a bit, they 

decided to mate the pigs and split 

everything 50/50. 

 

The farmers lived sixty miles apart, so they 

agreed to drive thirty miles each and find a 

field in which to let the pigs mate. 

 

The first morning, the farmer with the 

female pigs got up at 5 am, loaded the pigs 

into the family station wagon, (which was 

the only vehicle he had) and drove the 

thirty miles. 

 

While the pigs were mating, he asked the 

other farmer, "How will I know if they are 

pregnant?" 

 

The other farmer replied, "If they're lying in 

the grass tomorrow morning, they're 

pregnant. If they're in the mud, they're 

not." 

 

The next morning the pigs were rolling in 

the mud, so he hosed them off, loaded 

them into the family station wagon again 

and proceeded to try again. 

 

This continued each morning for more 

than a week and both farmers were worn 

out. 

 

The next morning he was too tired to get 

out of bed. He called to his wife, "Honey, 

please look outside and tell me whether 

the pigs are in the mud or in the grass." 

 

"Neither," yelled his 

wife, "they're in the 

station wagon and 

one of them is 

honking the horn." 

BEST STAFF MEETING EVER! 

The boss of a Madison Avenue advertising 

agency called a staff meeting in the middle 

of a particularly stressful week. (This is 

one pretty sharp boss!) 

When everyone gathered, the boss, who 

understood the benefits of having fun, told 

the burnt out staff the purpose of the 

meeting was to have a quick contest. The 

theme: Viagra advertising slogans. 

The only rule was they had to use past ad 

slogans, originally written for other 

products that captured the essence of 

Viagra. Slight variations were acceptable. 

About 7 minutes later, they turned in their 

suggestions and created a Top 10 List. 

With all the laughter and camaraderie, the 

rest of the week went very well for 

everyone!  

The top 10 were: 

10. Viagra, Whaazzzz up! 

 

9. Viagra, The quicker pecker picker upper. 

 

8. Viagra, like a rock! 

 

7. Viagra, when it absolutely, positively 

has to be there overnight. 

 

6. Viagra, Be all that you can be. 

 

5. Viagra, Reach out and touch someone. 

 

4. Viagra, Strong enough for a man, but 

made for a woman. 

 

3. Viagra, Home of the whopper! 

 

2. Viagra, We bring good things to Life! 

 

And the unanimous number one  

slogan: 

1. This is your peepee... This is your 

peepee on drugs. 
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EASY CHOICE!!  

After a long day of looking around at the 

mall, my friends and I stopped in at 

Hooter’s for some Hot Wings and drinks. 

After being there for a 

while one of my friends 

asked me which 

waitress I would like to 

be stuck in an elevator 

with. I told them, “The 

one who knows how to 

fix elevators.” 

I’m old, tired, and have to pee a lot!!!  

 

A visiting minister waxed eloquent during 

the offertory prayer. "Dear Lord," he began 

with arms extended and a rapturous look 

on his upturned face, "without you we are    

but dust . . ."    

 

He would have continued 

but at that moment my very 

obedient daughter (who 

was listening carefully for a 

change!) leaned over to me 

and asked quite audibly in 

her shrill little girl voice, "Mom, what is 

butt dust?"    

 

 

 

MURPHYS’ CONFESSION . . .  

 

Murphy showed up at Mass one Sunday 

and the priest almost fell down when he 

saw him. He'd never been to church in his 

life. After Mass, the priest caught up with 

him and said, "Murphy, I am so glad ya 

decided to come to Mass. What made ya 

come?" 

 

Murphy said, "I got to be honest with you 

Father. A while back, I misplaced me at 

and I really, really love that at. I know that 

McGlynn had a at just like mine and I knew 

he came to church every Sunday. I also 

knew that he had to take off his at during 

Mass and figured he would leave it in the 

back of church. So, I was going to leave 

after Communion and steal McGlynn's 

hat." 

 

The priest said, "Well, 

Murphy, I notice that ya 

didn't steal McGlynn's hat. 

What changed your mind?"  

 

Murphy replied, "Well, after I heard your 

sermon on the 10 Commandments, I 

decided that I didn't need to steal 

McGlynn's at after all." 

 

With a tear in his eye the priest gave 

Murphy a big smile and said; "After I 

talked about 'Thou Shalt Not Steal' ya 

decided you would rather do without your 

hat than burn in Hell?" 

 

Murphy slowly shook his head.  "No, 

Father, after ya talked 

about 'Thou Shalt Not 

Commit Adultery' I 

remembered where I 

left me own at.”  

 

TThheerree''ss  aallwwaayyss  aa  lloott  ttoo  bbee  tthhaannkkffuull  ffoorr  iiff  yyoouu  ttaakkee  

ttiimmee  ttoo  llooookk  ffoorr  iitt..  FFoorr  eexxaammppllee  II  aamm  ssiittttiinngg  hheerree  

tthhiinnkkiinngg  hhooww  nniiccee  iitt  iiss  tthhaatt  wwrriinnkklleess  ddoonn''tt  hhuurrtt..  
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HOW TIME FLIES . . . . .  

One evening a grandson was talking to his 

grandmother about current events. The 

grandson asked his grandmother what she 

thought about the shootings at schools, 

the computer age, and just things in 

general.  

  

The Grandmother replied, "Well, let me 

think a minute . . . . I was born before: 

' polio shots  

' frozen foods  

' Xerox  

' contact lenses  

' Frisbees and  

' the pill  

  

There were no: 

' credit cards  

' laser beams   

' ball-point pens  

  

Man had not yet invented: 

' pantyhose  

' air conditioners  

' dishwashers  

' clothes dryers  

' and the clothes were hung out to dry in 

the fresh air and  

' man hadn't yet walked on the moon  

  

Your grandfather and I got married first, 

and then lived together. Every family had a 

father and a mother.  

  

Until I was 25, I called every man older 

than me, "Sir." And after I turned 25, I still 

called policemen and every man with a 

title, "Sir."  

  

We were before gay-rights, computer-

dating, dual careers, daycare centers, and 

group therapy. Our lives were governed by 

the Ten Commandments, good judgment, 

and common sense. We were taught to 

know the difference between right and 

wrong and to stand up and take 

responsibility for our actions. Serving your 

country was a privilege; living in this 

country was a bigger privilege.  

  

We thought fast food was what people ate 

during Lent.  

Having a meaningful relationship meant 

getting along with your cousins.  

Draft dodgers were those who closed front 

doors as the evening breeze started. 

Time-sharing meant time the family spent 

together in the evenings and weekends 

— not purchasing condominiums. 

 

We never heard of FM radios, tape decks, 

CD's, electric typewriters, yogurt, or guys 

wearing earrings. 

  

We listened to Big Bands, Jack Benny, and 

the Presidents' speeches on our radios. 

 

If you saw anything with 'Made in Japan ' 

on it, it was junk.  

The term 'making out' referred to how you 

did on your school exam.  

  

Pizza Hut, McDonald's, and instant coffee 

were unheard of. We had 5 &10-cent (5 and 

dime) stores where you could actually buy 

things for 5 and 10 cents.  

Ice-cream cones, phone calls, rides on a 

streetcar, and a Pepsi were all a nickel.  

And if you didn't want to splurge, you 

could spend your nickel on enough 

stamps to mail 1 letter and 2 postcards.  

  

You could buy a new Ford Coupe for $600, 

but who could afford one? Too bad, 

because gas was 11 cents a gallon.  

 

In my day: 

' "grass" was mowed,  

' "coke" was a cold drink,  

' "pot" was something your mother cooked 

in and  

' "rock music" was your grandmother's 

lullaby.  

' "Aids" were helpers in the Principal's 

office, 

' "chip" meant a piece of wood, 
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' "hardware" was found in a hardware 

store and. 

' "software" wasn't even a word.  

 

We were the last generation to actually 

believe that a lady needed a husband to 

have a baby. 

 

We volunteered to protect our precious 

country. 

 

No wonder people call us "old and 

confused" and say there is a generation 

gap.  

  

How old do you think this 

Grandmother is??? 

 

This woman would be only 61 years old. 

She would have been born in late 1952. 

 

GIVES YOU SOMETHING TO                    

THINK ABOUT!! 

  

THE PRIZE!!!! 

 

Imagine that you had won the following 

*PRIZE* in a contest: Each morning your 

bank would deposit $86,400 in your private 

account for your use. However, this prize 

has rules:  

 

The set of rules: 

 

1. Everything that you didn't spend during 

each day would be taken away from you. 

2. You may not simply transfer money into 

some other account.  

3. You may only spend it.  

4. Each morning upon awakening, the 

bank opens your account with another 

$86,400 for that day. 

5. The bank can end the game without 

warning; at any time it can say: Game 

Over!" It can close the account and you 

will not receive a new one.  

 

What would you personally do? 

You would buy anything and everything 

you wanted - right? Not only for yourself, 

but for all the people you love and care for. 

Even for people you don't know, because 

you couldn't possibly spend it all on 

yourself, right? 

 

You would try to spend every penny, and 

use it all, because you knew it would be 

replenished in the morning, right? 

 

ACTUALLY, This GAME is REAL . . . 

 

Shocked ??? YES! Each of us is already a 

winner of this *PRIZE*. We just can't seem 

to see it. 

 

The PRIZE is *TIME* 

 

1. Each morning we awaken to receive 

86,400 seconds as a gift of life. 

2. And when we go to sleep at night, any 

remaining time is NOT credited to us. 

3. What we haven't used up that day is 

forever lost. 

4. Yesterday is forever gone.  

5. Each morning the account is refilled, but 

the bank can dissolve your account at any 

time WITHOUT WARNING... 

 

SO, what will YOU do 

with your 86,400 

seconds? 

 

Those seconds are worth so much more 

than the same amount in dollars. Think 

about it and remember to enjoy every 

second of your life, because time races by 

so much quicker than you think.  

 

So take care of yourself, be happy, 

love deeply and enjoy life! 

 

Here's wishing you a wonderful and 

beautiful day. Start spending....  
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HHUUMMOOUURROOUUSS  GGEEMMSS  ffrroomm  oouurr  

SSppeecciiaall  FFrriieenndd  EEllssiiee  FFrraasseerr of ANAF 

Assiniboia Unit 283 in Winnipeg, Manitoba 
 

BEER BY SEVEN YEAR OLDS . . .  

 

A handful of 7 year old children 

were asked 'What they thought of beer'. 

Some interesting responses, but the last 

one is especially touching.  

 

'I think beer must be good. My dad says 

the more beer he drinks the prettier my 

mom gets.'  

--Tim, 7 years old  

 

'Beer makes my dad sleepy and we get to 

watch what we want on television when he 

is asleep, so beer is nice.'  

--Mellanie, 7 years old  

 

'My Mom and Dad both like beer. My Mom 

gets funny when she drinks it and takes 

her top off at parties, but Dad doesn't think 

this is very funny.'  

--Grady,  7 years old  

 

'My Mom and Dad  talk funny when they 

drink beer and the more they drink the 

more they  give kisses to each other, 

which is a good thing.'  

--Toby, 7 years old  

 

'My Dad gets funny on beer. He is funny. 

He also wets his pants sometimes, so he 

shouldn't have too much.’  

--Sarah, 7 years old  

 

'My Dad loves beer.  The more he drinks, 

the better he dances. One time he danced 

right into the pool.'  

--Lilly, 7 years old  

 

'I don't like beer very much. Every time 

Dad drinks it, he burns the sausages on 

the barbecue and they taste disgusting.'  

--Ethan, 7 years old  

 

AND THE BEST  RESPONSE . . .   

 

'My Mom drinks beer and she says silly 

things and picks on my father. Whenever 

she drinks beer she yells at Dad and tells 

him to go bury his bone down the street 

again, but that doesn't make any sense.'  

--Jack, 7 years   
  

MARRIAGE  (PART I)  

Typical macho man married typical good-

looking lady, and after the wedding, he laid 

down the following rules: 

'I'll be home when I want, if I want and at 

what time I want -- and I don't expect any 

hassle from you.  I expect a great dinner to 

be on the table unless I tell you that I won't 

be home for dinner. I'll go hunting, fishing, 

boozing, and card-playing when I want 

with my old buddies, and don't you give 

me a hard time about it. Those are my 

rules.  Any comments?'   

            

His new bride said:  'No, that's fine with 

me.  Just understand that there will be sex 

here at seven o'clock every night...whether 

you're here or not.'                                   

   

((DDAARRNN  SSHHEE''SS  GGOOOODD!!))                                                             

  

MARRIAGE (PART II)                                                                                                                         

Husband and wife had a bitter quarrel on 

the day of their 40th wedding 

anniversary! The husband yells, 'When you 

die, I'm getting you a headstone that reads, 

'Here Lies My Wife -- Cold As Ever'!'     

    

'Yeah?' she replies. 'When you die, I'm 

getting you a headstone that reads, 'Here 

Lies My Husband -- Stiff At Last'!'   

   

((HHEE  AASSKKEEDD  FFOORR  IITT!!))   

   

MARRIAGE (PART III)  
Husband (a doctor) and his wife are having 

a fight at the breakfast table.    
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Husband gets up in a rage and says, 'And 

you are no good in bed either,' and storms 

out of the house.  

   

After some time he realizes he was nasty 

and decides to make amends and rings her 

up.    

    

She comes to the phone after many rings, 

and the irritated husband says, 'What took 

you so long to answer the phone?' 

  

She says, 'I was in bed.'   

     

'In bed this early, doing what?'   

     

'Getting a second opinion!'   

    

 (YYEEPP,,  HHEE  HHAADD  TTHHAATT  CCOOMMIINNGG,,  TTOOOO!!))   

   

MARRIAGE (PART IV)     
A man has six children and is very proud 

of his achievement. He is so proud of 

himself, that he starts calling his wife,' 

Mother of Six' in spite of her objections.  

    

One night, they go to a party.  The man 

decides that it is time to go home and 

wants to find out if his wife is ready to 

leave as well. He shouts at the top of his 

voice, 'Shall we go home Mother of Six?'   

      

His wife, irritated by her husband's lack of 

discretion, shouts right back, 'Any time 

you're ready, Father of Four.'   

     

((RRIIGGHHTT  OONN,,  LLAADDYY!!))   

 

 

THE CHAMPION SQUEEZER!!!  

The local bar was so sure that its 

bartender was the strongest man around 

that they offered a standing $1000 bet.  

 

The bartender would squeeze a lemon until 

all the juice ran into a glass, and hand the 

lemon to a patron. Anyone who could 

squeeze one more drop of juice out would 

win the money. Many people had tried over 

time: weightlifters, longshoremen, etc., but 

nobody could do it.  

 

One day, this scrawny little fellow came 

into the bar, wearing thick glasses and a 

polyester suit, and said in a small voice, 

"I'd like to try the bet."  

 

After the laughter had died down, the 

bartender said, "OK"; grabbed the lemon; 

and squeezed away. Then he handed the 

wrinkled remains of the rind to the little 

fellow.  
 

But the Crowd's laughter turned to total 

silence . . . as the man clenched his little 

fist around the lemon . . . and six drops fell 

into the glass.  

 

As the crowd cheered, the bartender paid 

the $1000, and asked the little man: "What 

do you do for a living? Are you a 

lumberjack, a weight-lifter, or what?"  

 

The little fellow quietly replied: "I work for 

Revenue Canada."  

 

 

 
 

RELAX and ENJOY THE SUMMER!!  
 

WWoorrkk  lliikkee  yyoouu  ddoonn''tt  nneeeedd  tthhee  mmoonneeyy..  
LLoovvee  lliikkee  yyoouu''vvee  nneevveerr  bbeeeenn  hhuurrtt..  

DDaannccee  lliikkee  nnoobbooddyy''ss  wwaattcchhiinngg..  
SSiinngg  lliikkee  nnoobbooddyy''ss  lliisstteenniinngg..  

LLiivvee  lliikkee  iitt''ss  HHeeaavveenn  oonn  EEaarrtthh..  
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STUDENT WHO OBTAINED 

0% ON AN EXAM 

He should have been given a distinction 

for his wit!!!    

Q1. In which battle did Napoleon die?   

*his last battle    

 

Q2. Where was the Declaration of 

Independence signed?   *at the bottom 

of the page    

 

Q3. River Ravi flows in which state?   

*liquid    

 

Q4. What is the main reason for divorce?   

*marriage    

 

Q5. What is the main reason for failure?   

*exams    

 

Q6. What can you never eat for 

breakfast?   *Lunch & dinner    

 

Q7. What looks like half an apple?   *The 

other half    

 

Q8. If you throw a red stone into the blue 

sea what it will become?   *It will simply 

become wet    

 

Q9. How can a man go eight days without 

sleeping?   *No problem, he sleeps at 

night.    

 

Q10. How can you lift an elephant with one 

hand?   *You will never find an 

elephant that has only one hand.  

 

Q11. If you had three apples and four 

oranges in one hand and four apples and 

three oranges in other hand, what would 

you have?  *Very large hands    

 

Q12. If it took eight men ten hours to build 

a wall, how long would it take four men to 

build it?   *No time at all, the wall is 

already built.    

 

Q13. How can you drop a raw egg onto a 

concrete floor without cracking it?   *Any 

way you want, concrete floors are 

very hard to crack.    

 

Spread the laughter, share the cheer 

Let's be happy, while we're here!! 

 

 

 

 

DO YOU PLAY THE 

LOTTERY???? 

 

At breakfast, the husband says to his wife  

“What would you do if I won the Lotto?”  
 

I’d take my half and leave you” she says. 
  

“Great” he says. “Here's $6. I won $12 

yesterday!  

 

Stay in touch.”  
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A FATHER 

                                       by Beautiful Chaos 

EDITOR’S NOTE: This poem has been 

repeated yet again this June because we 

feel it is so very apropos for celebrating all 

of our Fathers!! 

A father never wants to see 

His child go astray 

Everyday he tries his best 

To help you on your way 

 

Knows at times you'll have to fail 

Learn things on your own 

No matter how it hurts to see 

His baby bird has flown 

 

Protector of a youthful heart 

Consoler of all pains 

A hero in the eyes of love 

The blood within your veins 

 

Child love your father now 

Give him all your praise 

Our time in life is limited 

Wisely use these days 

 

Give back all he's given you 

This love is something rare 

It's flow is unconditional 

Strength beyond compare. 

 

HAPPY FATHERS 

DAY TO ALL OF 

THE DADS, 

GRANDDADS, AND 

GREAT 

GRANDDADS in our 

BUZZ WORLD!!!! 

 

Go on-line and check out our new 

Unit #68 website!! anavets68.com   

  

AND FROM OUR 

UNIT #68 BUZZ 

RECIPE CORNER: 

The following used to be a  

favorite recipe of one of my  

dearest friends, Elaine . . . and I feel it is 

well worth repeating in her memory . . . 

your Editor, Mardi  
 

GROUND BEEF & HASH 

BROWN CASSEROLE . . .  

 

INGREDIENTS & METHOD:  

In a 13 x 9 x 2 baking dish layer as follows:  

 

Bottom Layer:  

1 lb browned ground beef  

Salt and Pepper to taste  
 

Second Layer:  

1 or 2 large onions, sliced or chopped  

1 or 2 garlic gloves, chopped  

 

Third Layer:  

1 can Cream of Mushroom soup  

1 can Cheddar Cheese soup  

Mix these together with 1 can of drained 

mushroom slices  

 

Top Layer:  

1 pkg thawed Hash Browns  

Season to taste  

Bake at 350° for approximately one hour  

 

ENJOY!!  

 

A BAR-B-Q HINT 4 U . . .  

 

Add Onion to BBQ Coals  

Save onion peels to toss onto hot coals 

when grilling.  

They will add extra flavor to your grilled 

foods.   

 

http://www.poems-and-quotes.com/author.html?id=257109
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FROM YOUR EDITORS . .  

  

June is slipping by very 

quickly and it is time now 

to look forward to our 

Annual Trout Lake BarBQ – 

it is slated for Saturday, July 26
th

 this year 

and promises as always to be a fun event – 

meeting and greeting old friends and 

comrades and welcoming new!!! The food 

is always delicious, and our Raffle is 

fantastic – you just never know what 

treasures you will find on that raffle table!!! 

Loads of great prizes to be won!! And of 

course – the Bocce is always fun to watch 

– WOW!! Great friendly competition – may 

the best team win!!! And don’t let rain 

scare you away – we are ‘under cover’ at 

Trout Lake picnic area! 

 

As always, we thank all who contribute to 

our Buzz on a daily or weekly basis – we 

couldn’t do it without your help – it is so 

very much appreciated. We always 

welcome new contributors too – so feel 

free to send on your prize tidbits – my 

email address is palmardi@yahoo.ca – but 

always put BUZZ ITEMS in the subject line 

– as we don’t open suspicious files!!! 

 

Special Thanks as always to our 

Ronnie ‘Andy Capp’ Robinson for his 

fabulous and fun informative column each 

month! His covers are always a treasure – 

and this month’s is no exception!!! Thanks 

‘Rover’! 

A favorite poet of ours, Maya Angelou, 

passed from this earth in May of 2014. We 

have quoted her many, many times in The 

Buzz – she understood life - and all of its 

glory – and the wonderful meaning of it!! 

Following are just a few of our favorite 

Maya quotes – please read and enjoy!! 

""SSiinnccee  ttiimmee  iiss  tthhee  oonnee  iimmmmaatteerriiaall  
oobbjjeecctt  wwhhiicchh  wwee  ccaannnnoott  iinnfflluueennccee  --  

nneeiitthheerr  ssppeeeedd  uupp  nnoorr  ssllooww  ddoowwnn,,  
aadddd  ttoo  nnoorr  ddiimmiinniisshh  --  iitt  iiss  aann  
iimmppoonnddeerraabbllyy  vvaalluuaabbllee  ggiifftt..""  
  
""MMyy  ggrreeaatt  hhooppee  iiss  ttoo  llaauugghh  aass  mmuucchh  
aass  II  ccrryy;;  ttoo  ggeett  mmyy  wwoorrkk  ddoonnee  aanndd  ttrryy  
ttoo  lloovvee  ssoommeebbooddyy  aanndd  hhaavvee  tthhee  
ccoouurraaggee  ttoo  aacccceepptt  tthhee  lloovvee  iinn  rreettuurrnn..""  

““TTrryy  ttoo  bbee  aa  rraaiinnbbooww  iinn  ssoommeeoonnee’’ss  

cclloouudd””  

““PPeeooppllee  wwiillll  ffoorrggeett  wwhhaatt  yyoouu  ssaaiidd,,  
PPeeooppllee  wwiillll  ffoorrggeett  wwhhaatt  yyoouu  ddiidd,,  bbuutt  
ppeeooppllee  wwiillll  nneevveerr  ffoorrggeett  hhooww  yyoouu  
mmaaddee  tthheemm  ffeeeell..””        MMaayyaa  AAnnggeelloouu  
  
Wishing every one of our loyal readers a 

very Happy Canada Day – Celebrate our 

great country with pride!!! 

We repeat our wish to you again this 

month – enjoy the coming Summer 

season, stay well, hug your 

comrades, laugh out loud . . . and 

enjoy life – remember to tell all of 

your friends how much they mean to 

you!!!! Friendship is a rare and 

wonderful treasure to cherish within our 

lives!!! Hugs to all of you . . . .  

Your Editors, Mardi & Fred 

Our thought for today . . .   


