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Wishing All a Very Special Day!
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THE BUZZ
FROM YOUR EDITOR,
MARDI:

OUR ANNUAL PICNIC/BAR-BQ is fast
approaching – mark the date Saturday,
July 22nd on your calendars, and plan to
join us for a fun day!!
I have three very capable assistants for
both the planning stage and the actual
day’s activities this year – Rose Rietveld,
LeslieAnne Leoppky, and Jan Holt.

Dear Comrades and Friends . . . .
As we celebrate Mother’s Day this month
of May we have some exciting news for
our loyal readers - Fred and I have
welcomed a sweet new member to our
family!

Meet GiGi . . .
She is a very adorable
and loving four year
old Pomeranian.
GiGi is a ‘rescue’ dog,
and she has moved in
and literally rescued
us. In other words, she
has taken over our
hearts!!!
You will all get to meet her when we bring
her with us to the Picnic this July at Trout
Lake.

Each year we have a fabulous Raffle with
many, many great items to win - We
appreciate any donations to this Raffle, so
start looking out for some neat items for
us, and bring them with you to our picnic.
We thank you in advance!!
And . . . the best word to describe the food
is DELICIOUS – we have hot dogs,
hamburgers, and a wide variety of salads
and other goodies that our comrades
donate to this event each year. No one will
go away hungry!!!!
And of course – there will be a few friendly
games of Bocce – always a fun afternoon’s
activity! So do plan to come out and enjoy
the day with us – everyone is welcome!!
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MY LITTLE CHAPEL . . .
Last month, Rose and I had the pleasure to
take our Unit #68 Secretary Jan Holt and
Kerr Adamson on a tour of my Chapel in
Oliver B.C. I use the term "My Chapel"
because this story of its existence and
subsequent survival is a "MIRACLE"
This true story begins 20 years ago as I
wanted to surprise my mother-in-law
Elizabeth Menges, who is a devote
Catholic, with a surprise Easter present.
Thus began a journey to build a chapel. In
my youth and living in the Niagara
Falls Ontario area, there was a way-side
chapel on the parkway. Visitors would
stop and say a prayer and leave a small
donation to charity. I asked my father to
send a picture of this chapel and from that,
I designed an exact replica, only larger.
At this time we had a cottage on the
Sunshine Coast and every trip for a year I
worked on the chapel. When it was
finished, I placed it on a flat deck in 2
pieces and began the long journey to tow
it behind my pickup truck to Oliver B.C.
This is where the story takes a few
twists!!!
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flashing lights. The officer pulled me over
and yelled "WHAT THE HELL do you think
you are doing!”
I calmly explained that I was delivering this
Chapel to my mother-in-law as an Easter
present. At this point, he asked me if he
could look inside. While he was
investigating, I wittingly commented "You
wouldn't ticket God would you officer?"
For a moment as he disembarked from the
chapel I swear the hand of God
intervened when he offered to escort me in
his police car with his lights flashing all
the way to Princeton.
So now after 15 hours, a trip that usually
lasts 5 hours, I arrived at Mom's park in
Oliver and since my wife had told her Mom
I was bringing a chapel, Elizabeth
assumed it was a grotto for her park. The
surprise in her eyes as I came down the
driveway was as though she was being
given a gift straight from heaven. Her tears
of joy explained it all.

Upon my arrival at the Langdale ferry
terminal, a ferry worker took one look at
my chapel and yelled out "You're not
taking that thing on to the ferry," referring
of course to its height.
Unknown to him, one year earlier
I had measured the ferry doors, so I took
out my tape measure and once again,
THANK YOU LORD, it was 2 inches shorter
than the ferry door, so away I went.
Approximately 10 hours later and at an
illegal speed of not over 30 MPH, I arrived
at Summit Point in the Rocky Mountains.
Because of my slow speed I had created a
caravan of vehicles who could not pass
me including a very irate RCMP car with

Kerr, Bob and Jan in front of Bob’s
Chapel . . .
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Fast forward to years later when Mom and
Dad decided to sell and of course the
chapel remained in its beautiful setting,
and here is where the story takes its final
twist. The new owners decided to create a
winery on the property and to name it
"THE HIDDEN CHAPEL WINERY"

THE BUZZ
THE 100th ANNIVERSARY of
VIMY DAY Celebrations in
Richmond, B.C.

Inside the chapel . . .

In conclusion, if God had advised me, I
would have demanded a royalty on each
bottle of wine.
How many carpenters other than Jesus
could have created such a beautiful place
for people to worship and sip a glass of
Okanagan wine for years to come.
Take time to visit this winery just 2 miles
East of Oliver B.C.
Robert Rietveld
Visit the Hidden Chapel Winery webpage
at:

www.hiddenchapelwinery.com

Our Unit #68 was proudly represented by
our Secretary Jan Holt and our Past
President Bob Rietveld. Special Thanks
and Appreciation to you both!!

ALWAYS REMEMBER:

Life is like a roll of toilet
paper ... the closer it gets to
the end, the faster it goes ...
so have fun, think good
thoughts only, learn to laugh
at yourself, and count your
blessings!!!
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"Never forget your
friends . . . "
Many years ago, a newlywed young man
was sitting on a couch on a hot, humid
day, sipping frozen juice during a visit to
his father.
As he talked about adult life, marriage,
responsibilities, and obligations, the father
thoughtfully stirred the ice cubes in his
glass and cast a clear, sober look on his
son. "Never forget your friends," he
advised, "they will become more important
as you get older."
"Regardless of how much you love your
family and the children you happen to
have, you will always need friends.
Remember to go out with them
occasionally, do activities with them, call
them ..."
"What strange advice!" thought the young
man. "I just entered the married world, I
am an adult and surely my wife and the
family that we will start will be everything I
need to make sense of my life."
Yet he obeyed his father; Kept in touch
with his friends and annually increased
their number. Over the years, he became
aware that his father knew what he was
talking about. Inasmuch as time and
nature carry out their designs and
mysteries on a man, friends were the
bulwarks of his life.
After 60 years of life, here is what he
learned:
Time passes.
Life goes on.
The distance separates.
Children grow up.
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Children cease to be children and become
independent. And to the parents it breaks
the heart but the children are separated of
the parents.
Jobs come and go.
Illusions, desires, attraction, sex ...
weaken.
People do not do what they should do.
The heart breaks.
The parents die.
Colleagues forget the favors.
The races are over.
But, true friends are always there, no
matter how long or how many miles they
are.
A friend is never more distant than the
reach of a need, barring you, intervening in
your favor, waiting for you with open arms
or blessing your life.
When we started this adventure called
LIFE, we did not know of the incredible
joys or sorrows that were ahead. We did
not know how much we would need from
each other. Love your parents, take care of
your children, but keep a group of good
friends. Dialogue with them but do not
impose your criteria.
Refer this text to all friends who help make
sense of your life . . .
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ANAVETS AFFAIRS
AFFORDABLE RENTAL
HOUSING FOR SENIORS

ANAVET HOUSING
Vancouver East
951 East 8th Avenue
Richmond - 11820 No. 1 Road
North Van. – 245 East 3rd St.
Call 874-8105 or email
bcanavets@telus.net for more information
New Chelsea Society
7501 – 6th 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

ANAF UNIT #68
MEMBERSHIP . . .
The membership chair for
Unit #68 is our unit secretary - Jan Holt –
if you have not already enrolled for the
year 2017 please do so NOW so you may
continue receiving all of the wonderful
benefits membership accords.
A membership is only $35.00 per person
and $60.00 for a couple. If you wish to mail
in your membership fee, Jan Holt’s
address is as follows:
#204 - 7850 Knight Street
Vancouver. B.C. V5P 2X6
PLEASE REMEMBER . . . We need ‘YOU’,
and your continued support as loyal and
dedicated
Members.
An
active
membership makes for an active club!

HAPPY BIRTHDAY to our
Unit #68 MAY Celebrants!

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
th
#203-7337 – 137 St. Surrey, BC V3W 1A4
For information regarding financial assistance
please contact 572-3242 or 1 – 800 – 268-0248.

“Good breeding consists of concealing
how much we think of ourselves and
how little we think of the other person.”
--- Mark Twain (1835-1910)

Eric Artman
Reginald Beaumont
Scott Browning
Sheryl Calvert
Douglas Moore
We have been known to occasionally miss
a member’s birthday, so if we have missed
your birthday please contact us and let us
know so that we can update our files.
Thank you
Happy Birthday Everyone!!!!
Remember – you have a standing
invitation to visit our webpage at
anavets68.com
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In Loving Memory . . .

They must have really liked my story
because in less than an hour they phoned
me back and told me I had won the
contest.

The Night My Wife and
I Had Dinner with
Howard Hughes . . .

The following Saturday my wife Hester and
I were driven to the Bayshore and booked
into our room for the weekend. Yes, it was
directly below Mr. Hughes’ suite.

Yes, it’s a true story which begins on
Tuesday, March 14, 1972.

While my wife was unpacking her small
suitcase I decided to see if I could get up
to the Hughes suite.

The biggest stories in Vancouver at that
time was the arrival of one of the world’s
richest men, Howard Hughes, who had just
booked into a thousand dollar a night suite
in the Bayshore Hotel.
Forty years ago, tycoon
Howard Hughes
took a room at the
Bayshore.
Find out why.
Making all the news at the same time was
a Vancouver City Councilor, Agnes Kripps.
Her claim to fame was her attempt to have
the word ‘sex’ removed from all the school
books and be replaced with the word
‘BOLT’ (which stood for Biology of Living
for Today). The news media was having a
field day with that story.
I was listening to all this on my car radio
as I was driving home from work. The disk
jockey from CKNW announced a contest
for his listeners. The prize was a room
directly below Mr. Hughes’ suite in the
Bayshore Hotel, and Dinner for Two at
Trader Vic’s Restaurant with Howard
Hughes on the following Saturday
weekend.
When I arrived home I rushed into the
house and immediately phoned the radio
station. My answer to the question, “Why
is Howard Hughes in Vancouver?” was
“He was here to take Agnes Kripps to a
dirty movie!”

My wife said I was nuts and could get shot.
As usual I never listened to a word she
said and off I went. I discovered an inside
fire escape and opened the door on the
floor above ours.
I was met by the largest bald-headed man I
had ever seen. He was standing directly in
front of a door which I presumed was the
entrance to Mr. Hughes’ suite.
The only words I heard from this huge man
was “One more step and you will suffer
the consequences!”
I was out of there so fast I beat my own
shadow back to my room. Of course my
wife’s first words to me were “I told you
so!”
Finally Saturday evening arrived and my
wife and I were escorted to a nice table in
Trader Vic’s. Already seated there was the
disk jockey from CKNW, and a young
couple from White Rock and a real
surprise, Agnes Kripps.
The young man showed us his business
card from his plumbing business in White
Rock. Yes . . . his name was really ‘Howard
Hughes’.
The radio station had really kept our prize
authentic. So whenever we told our friends
that we had dinner with Howard Hughes,
we were telling the truth.
They say Mr. Hughes was the richest man
in the world. My wife and I were happily
married for many years and she was
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beautiful, and loved by everyone, and
presented me with five wonderful children
. . . three boys and two girls.

Little Old Lady:
No, I didn't stop him.

Mr. Hughes . . . you were often called ‘the
richest man in the world’. Sorry . . . . I
discovered I was!!

Defense Attorney:
Why not?

Editors Note: This column was written in
our Buzz first in May of 2012 and then
repeated in August of 2015.

- F o r e ve r i n O u r M e mo r i e s -

THE NIGHT OF APRIL 1ST
Defense Attorney:
Will you please state your age?
Little Old Lady:
I am 87 years old.
Defense Attorney:
Will you tell us, in your own words, what
happened the night of April 1st?
Little Old Lady:
There I was, sitting there in my swing on
my front porch on a warm spring evening,
When a young man comes creeping up on
the porch and sat down beside me.
Defense Attorney:
Did you know him?
Little Old Lady:
No, but he sure was friendly.
Defense Attorney:
What happened after he sat down?
Little Old Lady:
He started to rub my thigh.
Defense Attorney:
Did you stop him?

Little Old Lady:
It felt good. Nobody had done that since
my Albert died some 30 years ago.
Defense Attorney:
What happened next?
Little Old Lady:
He began to rub my breasts.
Defense Attorney:
Did you stop him then?
Little Old Lady:
No, I did not stop him.
Defense Attorney:
Why not?
Little Old Lady:
His rubbing made me feel all alive and
excited. I haven't felt that good in years!
Defense Attorney:
What happened next?
Little Old Lady:
Well, by then, I was feeling so 'spicy' that I
just laid down and told him 'Take me,
young man. Take me now!'
Defense Attorney:
Did he take you?
Little Old Lady:
Hell, no! He just yelled,
'April Fool!' and ran off.
And that's when I shot him
............. The little b##tard!!
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NOTES LEFT
IN MILK
BOTTLES!!!

Home milk
deliveries still
happen in some
areas we have been
told, but the 'older brigade’ will no doubt
recall both milk and bread had regular
home deliveries.

Enjoy, here is a collection of notes
left in milk bottles....
**Dear milkman: I've just had a baby,
please leave another one.
**Please leave an extra pint of paralyzed
milk.
**Cancel one pint after the day after today.
**Please don't leave any more milk.
they do is drink it.

All

** Milkman, please close the gate behind
you because the birds keep pecking the
tops off the milk.
**Milkman, please could I have a loaf but
not bread today.
**Please cancel milk. I have nothing
coming into the house but two sons on the
dole.
**Sorry not to have paid your bill before,
but my wife had a baby and I've been
carrying it around in my pocket for weeks.
**Sorry about yesterday's note, I didn't
mean one egg and a dozen pints, but the
other way round.
**When you leave my milk please knock on
my bedroom window and wake me

because I want you to give me a hand to
turn the mattress.
**Please knock. My TV's broken down and I
missed last night's Coronation Street. If
you saw it, will you tell me what happened
over a cup of tea?
**My daughter says she wants a
milkshake. Do you do it before you deliver
or do I have to shake the bottle?
**Please send me a form for cheap milk,
for I have a baby two months old and did
not know about it until a neighbour told
me.
**Please send me details about cheap milk
as I am stagnant.
**Milk is needed for the baby. Father is
unable to supply it.
**From now on please leave two pints
every other day and one pint on the days
in between, except Wednesdays and
Saturdays when I don't want any milk.
**My back door is open. Please put milk in
'fridge, get money out of cup in drawer and
leave change on kitchen table in pence,
because we want to play bingo tonight.
**Please leave no milk today. When I say
today, I mean tomorrow, for I wrote this
note yesterday..
**Milkman, please put the coal on the
boiler, let dog out and put newspaper
inside the screen door. PS Don't leave
any milk.
“I told my psychiatrist that everyone hates
me. He said I was being ridiculous everyone hasn't met me yet.”
--- Rodney Dangerfield (1921 - 2004)
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A FEW HANDY
HOUSEHOLD
HINTS FOR
YOU . . .
Use a Tea Light in Pillar Candles
If you like to decorate with large pillar
candles, but don't like it when they get
short, just let them burn down to the
height you like, pour out the extra wax to
form a hollow inside of the candle. Slip in
a tea light and then you can just change
tea lights each time you want to have
candlelight.

Bananarama . . .
Pull bananas apart before displaying them
in your fruit bowl. If you leave them
connected at the stem, they’ll ripen faster
and go brown quicker. Who knew?!

So cheesey . . .
Wrap cheese chunks in aluminum foil and
store in the fridge to keep your cheddar
fresher for longer and to keep mould out.

Reopening envelopes . . .
If you seal an envelope and realize you’ve
forgotten to include something inside, just
place it in the freezer for an hour or two
and voila, the envelope will unseal without
a trace!

Calling All Gardeners . . .
Fend off weeds . . .
Instead of tossing your daily rag in the
recycling bin, use the newspaper as mulch
and deter noxious weeds. Simply wet the
sheets and put the layers around your
plants and garden beds, covering with soil
as you go. The weeds won’t be able to get
through the wet newspaper layers.

THE BUZZ
SENIOR HUMOUR – GOTTA
LOVE IT!
An 85-year-old man went to his doctor's
office to get a sperm count. The Doctor
gave the man a jar and said, "Take this jar
home and bring back a semen sample
tomorrow."
The next day the 85-year-old man
reappeared at the doctor's office and gave
him the jar, which was as clean and empty
as on the previous day.
The doctor asked what happened and the
man explained: "Well, doc, it's like this First I tried with my right hand, but
nothing. Then I tried with my left hand, but
still nothing. Then I asked my wife for help.
She tried with her right hand, then her left,
still nothing. She tried with her mouth, first
with the teeth in, then with her teeth out,
and still nothing. We even called up
Earleen, the lady next door and she tried
too, first with both hands, then an armpit
and she even tried squeezin' it between
her knees, but still nothing."
The doctor was shocked! "You asked your
neighbor?"
The old man replied, "Yep. And no matter
what we tried we still couldn't get that
damn jar open!"
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Now, SHE is a teacher
In September of 2005 and on the first day
of school, Martha Cothren, a History
teacher at Valley Heights High School in
Port Rowan, Ontario, did something not to
be forgotten.
On the first day of school, with the
permission of the School Superintendent,
the Principal and the Building Supervisor,
she removed all of the desks in her
classroom. When the first period kids
entered the room they discovered that
there were no desks.
'Ms. Cothren, where are our desks?' She
replied, “You can't have a desk until you
tell me how you earn the right to sit at a
desk." They thought, 'Well, maybe it's our
grades.' “No,” she said.
'Maybe it's our
behavior.' She told them, ”'No, it's not
even your behavior.”
And so, they came and went, the first
period, second period, third period, still no
desks in the classroom. Kids called their
parents to tell them what was happening
and by early afternoon television news
crews had started gathering at the school
to report about this crazy teacher who had
taken all the desks out of her room.
The final period of the day came and as the
puzzled students found seats on the floor
of the desk-less classroom, Martha
Cothren said, “Throughout the day no one
has been able to tell me just what he or
she has done to earn the right to sit at the
desks that are ordinarily found in this
classroom. Now I am going to tell you.”
At this point, Martha Cothren went over to
the door of her classroom and opened it.
Twenty-seven (27) Veterans, all in uniform,
walked into that classroom, each one
carrying a school desk. The Vets began
placing the school desks in rows, and then
they would walk over and stand alongside
the wall. By the time the last soldier had
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set the final desk in place those kids
started to understand, perhaps for the first
time in their lives, just how the right to sit
at those desks had been earned.
Martha said, “You didn't earn the right to
sit at these desks. These heroes did it for
you. They placed the desks here for you.
They went halfway around the world,
giving up their education and interrupting
their careers and families so you could
have the freedom you have.
Now, it's up to you to sit in them. It is your
responsibility to learn, to be good
students, to be good citizens. They paid
the price so that you could have the
freedom to get an education. Don't ever
forget it.”
By the way, this is a true story. And this
teacher was awarded ‘Veterans of
Foreign Wars - Teacher of the Year
in 2006.’ She is the daughter of a WWII
POW.
Do you think this true story is worth
passing along so others won't forget
either, that the freedoms we have in this
great country were earned by our
Veterans?
Let us always remember the men and
women of our military and the rights they
have won for us.
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AS WE CELEBRATE
MOTHER’S DAY . . .

Mothers Day is the day where people
celebrate to honor their mothers and the
feeling of motherhood, the maternal
bonds, and the great influence of mothers
in the world. The day is celebrated on
different days on different parts of the
world although the most common days
occur in the spring. The celebration of this
day first started in the United States during
the start of the 20th century, and despite
some of the confusion, it is not related to
the celebrations of mothers which have
been occurring throughout the world for a
long time now.
On this day, people realize what their
mothers have gone through all their life to
bring up their children from when they
were little to now when they can finally
stand up for themselves. All those mothers
provide their children with affection, love
and support for their entire life, in the way
sacrificing everything they can for their
loved ones.

A very cute poem for you . . . .

Lunchbox Love Note
By Kenn Nesbitt
Inside my lunch
to my surprise
a perfect heart-shaped
love note lies.
The outside says,
“Will you be mine?”
and, “Will you be
my valentine?”
I take it out
and wonder who
would want to tell me
“I love you.”

Perhaps a girl
who’s much too shy
to hand it to me
eye to eye.
Or maybe it
was sweetly penned
in private by
a secret friend
Who found my lunchbox
sitting by
and slid the note in
on the sly.
Oh, I’d be thrilled
if it were Jo,
the cute one in
the second row.
Or could it be
from Jennifer?
Has she found out
I’m sweet on her?
My mind’s abuzz,
my shoulders tense.
I need no more
of this suspense.
My stomach lurching
in my throat,
I open up
my little note.
Then wham! as if
it were a bomb,
inside it reads,
“I love you—Mom.”
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FROM OUR UNIT
#68 BUZZ RECIPE
CORNER:

AND A BONUS RECIPE FOR
COMFORT FOOD . . .

MI NI C H I C KEN
MEA TL OA V ES
The beauty of mini meatloaves is that they
cook in less than half the time of a regular
meatloaf. These mini chicken meatloaves
are a perfect exercise in portion control, as
well as a great alternative to the more
usual ground beef variety.

INGREDIENTS:










1 pound extra-lean ground chicken
1/2 cup finely chopped onion
1/2 cup grated carrots
1/2 cup finely chopped mushrooms
1/4 cup finely chopped fresh parsley
1/2 cup dried breadcrumbs
1 tbsp. Worcestershire Sauce
1/4 cup tomato ketchup
1 egg, lightly beaten

METHOD:
1. Preheat the oven to 400 F.
2. Coat a 12-pan muffin tin with
nonstick cooking spray.
3. In a large bowl, use a fork to
combine ground chicken with
onion, carrots, mushrooms, parsley
and breadcrumbs. Add
Worcestershire sauce, ketchup and
egg, and mix well. Spoon the
mixture into the muffin pan, filling
each about half full.
4. Bake for 20 to 25 minutes, making
sure that the internal temperature
reaches 170 F.

ENJOY!!!

Who doesn’t love homemade macaroni &
cheese? Enter the Mac & Cheese Muffin.
These individual sized portions of creamy,
cheesy pasta are the perfect solution to
satiate your cravings without going
overboard. Try two of them for dinner with
a side salad and be happily satisfied. One
would also make a perfect side dish to
chicken, beef or pork. There’s even
spinach in these so you can feel good
about getting in some veggies!! If you want
to lighten them up further you could use
reduced fat cheeses. This recipe uses
sharp white cheddar and Gruyere but feel
free to get creative and use any of your
favorite cheeses instead!

INGREDIENTS:













4 cups cooked whole wheat or high
fiber macaroni
1 tablespoon butter
1 tablespoon flour
1 cup skim milk
1 garlic clove, minced
3 oz sharp cheddar cheese,
shredded
3 oz Gruyere cheese, shredded
1 egg
1 egg white
1 (10 oz) package of frozen chopped
spinach, defrosted, drained and
patted dry (or you could use 1 cup
cooked fresh spinach)
Salt & pepper to taste
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METHOD:
1. Pre-heat the oven to 400. Lightly
mist a 12-cup muffin tin with
cooking spray and set aside.
2. In a small sauce pot, melt the butter
over medium heat. Add the flour,
mixing it into the butter until thick.
Stir in the milk and garlic and raise
the temp to bring the mixture to just
under a boil. Add the cheese and
whisk mixture together until
thoroughly combined into a cheese
sauce.
3. Remove the cheese sauce from heat
and then mix in the egg and egg
white (binding agents) until
combined.
4. In a large bowl, combine the pasta,
spinach, cheese sauce, salt and
pepper and mix together. Spoon the
mixture evenly into the cups of your
prepared muffin tin.
5. Bake for 10-15 minutes until the
tops slightly brown. Let cool 5
minutes before removing from
muffin tin.

YUMMMMM!!

THE BUZZ
TECH HUMOUR . . . .
TECH SUPPORT: "O.K. Stan, let's press
the control and escape keys at the same
time. That brings up a task list in the
middle of the screen." Now type the letter
"p" to bring up the Program Manager."
CUSTOMER: "I don't have a "p".
TECH SUPPORT: "On your keyboard,
Stan."
CUSTOMER: "What do you mean?"
TECH SUPPORT: "p" on your keyboard,
Stan."
CUSTOMER: "I'm not going to do that!"

IN HONOUR OF TAX SEASON . . .
A nervous taxpayer was unhappily
conversing with the Tax auditor, who had
come to review his records.
At one point the auditor exclaimed, "Mr.
Carr, we feel it is a great privilege to be
allowed to live and work in Canada. As a
citizen you have an obligation to pay
taxes, and we expect you to eagerly pay
them with a smile."
"Thank goodness," returned Mr. Carr, with
a giant grin on his face from ear to ear, "I
thought you were going to want me to pay
with money."

A GREAT QUOTE . . .
“Beauty is in the eye of the beholder
and it may be necessary from time to
time to give a stupid or misinformed
beholder a black eye.”
--- Miss Piggy

14

THE BUZZ
THE CHURCH WHITE
LIE CAKE
Have you ever told a
white lie? You are
going to love this,
especially all of the
ladies who bake for
church events:

Alice Grayson was
to bake a cake for the Presbyterian Church
Women's Group in Tuscaloosa, but forgot
to do it until the last minute. She
remembered it the morning of the bake
sale and after rummaging through
cabinets, found an angel food cake mix &
quickly made it while drying her hair,
dressing, and helping her son pack up for
Scout
camp.
When she took the cake from the oven,
the center had dropped flat and the cake
was horribly disfigured and she exclaimed,
"Oh dear, there is not time to bake another
cake!"
This cake was important to Alice because
she did so want to fit in at her new church,
and in her new community of friends. So,
being inventive, she looked around the
house for something to build up the center
of the cake. She found it in the bathroom a roll of toilet paper. She plunked it in and
then covered it with icing. Not only did the
finished product look beautiful, it looked
perfect.
And, before she left the house to drop the
cake by the church and head for work,
Alice woke her daughter and gave her
some money and specific instructions to
be at the bake sale the moment it opened
at 9:30 and to buy the cake and bring it
home.
When the daughter arrived at the sale, she
found the attractive, perfect cake had

already been sold. Amanda grabbed her
cell phone & called her mom.
Alice was horrified - she was beside
herself! Everyone would know! What
would they think?
She would be
ostracized, talked about, ridiculed! All
night, Alice lay awake in bed thinking
about people pointing fingers at her and
talking about her behind her back.
The next day, Alice promised herself she
would try not to think about the cake and
would attend the fancy luncheon/bridal
shower at the home of a fellow church
member and try to have a good time.
She did not really want to attend because
the hostess was a snob who more than
once had looked down her nose at the fact
that Alice was a single parent and not from
the founding families of Tuscaloosa, but
having already RSVP'd, she couldn't think
of a believable excuse to stay home.
The meal was elegant, the company was
definitely upper crust old south and
to Alice 's horror, the cake in question was
presented for dessert! Alice felt the blood
drain from her body when she saw the
cake! She started out of her chair to tell
the hostess all about it, but before she
could get to her feet, the Mayor's wife said,
"What a beautiful cake!"
Alice, still stunned, sat back in her chair
when she heard the
hostess (who was a very
prominent
church
member) say:
"Thank you, I baked it
myself."
Alice smiled and thought
to herself, "God is good.”
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IN HONOUR OF ALL THE
GRANDMAS OUT THERE . . .
Three old ornery grandmas were sitting on
a bench outside a nursing home. About
then an old man walked by, and one of the
old grandmas says, "We bet we can tell
how old you are."
The old man said, "There ain't no way you
can guess it."
One of the ornery grandmas said, "Sure we
can! Just drop your undershorts and we
can tell your exact age."
He did.
The grandmas stared at him for a while
and then they all piped up and said,
"You're 84 years old!"
The old man was stunned. "Amazing! How
did you guess that?"
The ornery old grandmas, laughed.
Slapping their knees and grinning from ear
to ear, all three happily yelled in unison,
"You told us yesterday!"

THE BUZZ
LIFE TRUTHS & RULES . . .
SIMPLE TRUTH 1:
Lovers help each other undress before
sex. However, after sex, they always dress
on their own.
Moral of the story -- In life, no one helps
you once you're screwed.

SIMPLE TRUTH 2:
When a lady is pregnant, all her friends
touch the stomach and say, "Congrats".
But, none of them comes up to the man touches his penis and say, "Good job".
Moral of the story -- Hard work is rarely
appreciated.

FIVE RULES TO REMEMBER
IN LIFE:
1. Money cannot buy happiness - but it's
far more comfortable to cry in a Porsche
than on a bicycle.
2.
Forgive
your
enemy
remember the asshole's name.

-

but

3. If you help someone when they're in
trouble - they will remember you when
they're in trouble again.
4. Alcohol does not solve any problems but then neither does milk.
5. Many people are alive only because it's
illegal to shoot them.

BONUS RULE:
Condoms do not guarantee safe sex.
A friend of mine was wearing one when he
was shot by the woman's husband.
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THE BUZZ

A SMOOTH SHAVE . . .
An old cowboy walks
into a barbershop in Red
Lodge, Montana for a
shave and a haircut.
He tells the barber he
can't get all his whiskers
off because his cheeks
are wrinkled from age.

The barber gets a little wooden ball from a
cup on the shelf and tells the old cowboy
to put it inside his cheek to spread out the
skin.

RETIREMENT IS DIFFERENT
FOR EVERYONE . . .
One day, while going to work, I passed by
a retirement village. On the front lawn
were six old ladies, lying naked on the
grass. I thought this was a bit unusual,
but continued on my way.
On my return trip, I passed the same
retirement village with the same six old
ladies lying naked on the lawn. This time
my curiosity got the better of me and I
went inside to talk to the retirement village
Administrator, and asked her: "Do you
know there are six ladies lying naked on
your front lawn?"

When he's finished, the old cowboy tells
the barber that was the cleanest shave
he'd had in years, but he wanted to know
what would have happened if he had
accidentally swallowed the little ball.

“Yes,” she said, "aren't they darlings?”
“They're retired prostitutes ........ they're
having a yard sale."

The barber calmly replied, “Just bring it
back in a couple of days like everyone else
does.”

No Underwear Makes Sense to Us . . .
A man came to visit his grandparents, and
he noticed his grandfather sitting on the
porch in the rocking chair wearing only a
shirt, with nothing on from the waist down.
'Grandpa, what are you doing? Your
weenie is out in the wind for everyone to
see!' he exclaimed.
The old man looked off in the distance
without answering.
'Grandpa, what are you doing sitting out
here with nothing on below the waist?' he
asked again.
The old man slowly looked at him and
said, 'Well....last week I sat out here with
no shirt on and I got a stiff neck. This is
your grandma's idea.'
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SOME GARDEN FUN . . .
just in time for May planting . .
MAKE SODA CAN PLANT LABELS
One of my favorite garden crafts is making
homemade plant labels from aluminum
cans and wire clothes hangers. Not only
are they inexpensive and durable, but
these labels are actually attractive and fun
to make. They are designed to dangle
freely on their supports, so when the wind
blows their movement makes a gentle
clinking noise, turning your tiny reflective
plant labels into a collective army of rabbit
repellents.
Materials:
assorted aluminum soda/beer cans
wire clothes hangers
gloves (to protect hands when cutting
cans)
old steak knife
scissors
needle-nose pliers
paper punch
ball-point pen
embellishment tools used (from Michaels
craft store):
scrapbooking scissors (Fiskars)
3 in 1 corner punch (Fiskars)
flower-shaped decorative brads (Provo
Craft)
Directions:
Put on your gloves.
Use the tip of your scissors to punch a
small hole on the side of each end of the
can. If your scissors isn't sharp enough,
use a steak knife or screwdriver to get the
hole started.
Using your scissors, cut off the top and
bottom of the can and discard the ends in
your recycling bin. If you need to, trim off
any excess sharp edges from the
remaining piece of aluminum and finesse it
a bit until it lays pretty flat.

THE BUZZ
Cut individual labels from the remaining
piece of aluminum according to the
desired size. The shape and style of your
labels is highly personal. Cut them into
circles, triangles, rectangles, even flowers.
To add some decorative flair, use fancy
corner punches or try trimming the edges
with scrapbooking scissors.
You can add color-coded brads to the
labels, some in the shape of flowers, eg.
This helps to organize the plantings and
remember what color flower is coming up
where. You're only limited by your
imagination so have fun with it! Just don't
forget to leave room to punch a hole for
hanging and space to write down the name
of the plant.
To write names of plants on your labels,
lay them on top of a notebook or thick
stack of newspaper and press down hard
with a ball point pen. Make sure to press
hard enough so that when the ink wears
off, the name stays imprinted in the metal.
Create a hole for hanging using a paper
punch (or a hammer and nail).
Finally, use a wire cutter or tin snips to cut
7-8 inch long support pieces from wire
coat hangers. Make an "S" hook at one
end using a needle-nose pliers, hang the
label on the hook, and pinch the "S" shut
to keep it from falling off.
Voila! You've got durable, inexpensive
plant labels!
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A WELL-PLANNED
RETIREMENT . . .
Outside England’s Bristol Zoo there is a
parking lot for 150 cars and 8 buses. For
25 years, its parking fees were managed
by a very pleasant attendant..... The fees
for cars ($1.40), for buses (about $7).

THE BUZZ
FROM YOUR EDITORS . . .
We welcome our Spring
in Lotus Land BUT can it
just stop raining???
The
saying
is:
April
Showers bring May Flowers . . .
NOT May SHOWERS!!!!

Then, one day, after 25 solid years of never
missing a day of work, he just didn't show
up; so the zoo management called the city
council and asked it to send them another
parking agent.

We are definitely getting excited about
our Annual Picnic / BarBQ at Trout Lake
in July – start planning everyone – it is
always a Fun Event!!!!

The council did some research and replied
that the parking lot was the zoo's own
responsibility. The zoo advised the council
that the attendant was a city employee.

Hoping you have all enjoyed our May
issue of The Buzz – we sometimes do a
‘Repeat’ of an item – so hoping you will
forgive us – but most often the item is
just too funny or helpful to NOT repeat!!
If any of our faithful readers wish to send
us an informative item or a funny story,
please do not hesitate to do so at
palmardi@yahoo.ca with BUZZ in the RE:
line, so we don’t eliminate as spam.
Enjoy your rainy May Days and we look
forward to SUN in our future!!!.

The city council responded that the lot
attendant had never been on the city
payroll.
Meanwhile, sitting in his villa somewhere
on the coast of Spain, or France, or Italy....
or wherever, is a man who'd apparently
had a ticket booth installed completely on
his own and then had simply begun to
show up every day, commencing to collect
and keep the parking fees, estimated at
about $560 per day -- for 25 years.
Assuming 7 days a week, this amounts to
just over $7 million dollars..... And no one
even knows his name.

Your Editors,
Mardi & Fred

