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Comrades:   

 

Our deepest condolences go out to our 

comrades at Unit #100 with the sudden 

passing of their President Alex Zubko. We 

at Unit #68 have extended an offer of any 

assistance our comrades might need at 

this very difficult time.  

  

Our General Membership Meeting was 

very well attended. Our members have 

once again expressed their satisfaction 

with our executive and the manner in 

which we handle our financial affairs and 

the running of our club.  

 

They voted overwhelmingly that I return as 

President in 2015, which I find very 

humbling; not many clubs can boast of 

holding the same executive for 8 

consecutive years.  

 

I realize at times some comrades find my 

approach on issues controversial, but the 

world would still be square if Columbus 

hadn't rocked the boat.  

  

As mentioned in the September issue of 

The Buzz, I brought up the issue at our 

meeting of the many requests that I had 

received from Unit #26 members as to 

whether we would return to their unit when 

they re-open.  

 

Our members voted overwhelmingly in 

favour of remaining at Unit #100 as long as 

they will have us.  

 

I did however remind our members that 

being an A.N.A.F. member entitles you to 

visit any unit you wish as a visitor and we 

encourage supporting all our units. Again 

thank you to Unit #100 for their support; a 

place we call home.   

  

Thank you to our Unit #68 for making a 

donation to the 9/11 Committee who were 

in need of financial assistance. Police 

and Firemen hold the same status in our 

organization as active members and 

supporting these dedicated comrades and 

all veterans is our main objective.  

  

Remember it is almost Poppy Time! Please 

see Jan Holt if you can spare some time to 

do some tagging. Last year Unit #68 

contributed $ 26,000.00 to the Poppy Fund; 

in most due to Jan's efforts.  

  

FFrraatteerrnnaallllyy,,                                                                                                            

BBoobb  RRiieettvveelldd                                                                            

PPrreessiiddeenntt                                                                                                                        

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

 

YOUR  

PRESIDENT’S  

REPORT 
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PPRROOVVIINNCCIIAALL  CCOOLLOOUURR  

GGUUAARRDD  RREEPPOORRTT  

Comrades, 

Go Lions Go - - - Your Colour Guard will 

be participating in the 2014 Grey Cup 

Parade on Saturday, November 29th.  

Now all we need is our B.C. Lions to win 

some games and represent us at B.C. 

Place. Since this has not been a winning 

season for the Lions, the best scenario I 

can see is that (God Forbid) we move to 

the East division and therefore play 

Saskatchewan in the Grey Cup. My son in- 

law and I have a on-going rivalry and at 

our last home game I made him an Ice 

Bucket Challenge and of course B.C. lost 

so I need to get even. 

  

Welcome to our three new Colour Guard 

Members from Unit #280: Edmund Wu, 

Al Woo and Samuel Chan. You have just 

joined our elite dedication group of 

comrades and we hope you enjoy this 

experience. 

 

We can always use more members so get 

your application through B.C. Command or 

see your Unit President. 

  

Fraternally, 

Bob Rietveld                                                 

Past Color Sergeant 

  

ANAF UNIT #68 

MEMBERSHIP . . . 

The membership chair for Unit #68 is our 

unit secretary - Jan Holt – please renew 

your membership 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.  

VVEETTEERRAANN’’SS  AAFFFFAAIIRRSS  

RREEPPOORRTT  

Comrades. 

 

Go to BBCCANADA (B&Bs.com for Vets 

2014 ) for free B&B ACCOMODATIONS ON 

REMEMBRANCE DAY.  

 

Hundreds of Bed and Breakfasts 

throughout Canada and the U.S. will be 

honouring veterans and military personal 

with a free night's accommodation on 

Monday Nov 10th and Tuesday November 

11th, 2014 for Remembrance Day. 

 

After a wonderful sleep, the guests will be 

served a delicious breakfast prepared by 

their host(s). It is their way to recognize 

and thank our veterans.  

  

Respectfully submitted in honour of Roy 

Blair.  

                                                   Fraternally, 

                                    Bob Rietveld 

 

HAPPY BIRTHDAY to our               

Unit #68 OCTOBER Celebrants! 

 

Fred Bugden              Mike Carpenter                    

Kevin Lim   Douglas Smith 

 

We do apologize if we have missed any of 

our member’s birthdays. If you are a 

member and we have omitted your name 

please let us know and we will add you to 

our Birthday List.  

Happy Birthday Everyone!!!! 
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SSHHUUFFFF  NN’’  SSTTUUFFFF  ..  ..  ..    

 

The Annual Provincial Command 

Bocce Tournament was held Saturday, 

September 20, 2014 at General Brock Park 

in Vancouver. Units 26, 68, 100, 298 and 

303 were represented at the event and 

formed 10 teams in a round robin play 

down.  

 

Congratulations to runners-up Unit 298, 

Danny Stetski and Peter Walton and 

to the repeat winners Team BC John 

McGill and Harry Oda representing 

Unit 68.  

 

Our thanks to all the participants for 

making it a most enjoyable day. We also 

wish to extend our thanks to Unit 100, their 

executive, membership, staff and to 

Johnny's Bistro for the marvelous job of 

hosting. And finally our thanks to the 

weatherman for providing such a glorious 

day. 

 

Next scheduled Provincial Command 

sports event is Snooker which will be 

hosted by Unit 284 in Richmond. Please 

keep your eyes on the bulletin board for 

registration form and more detailed 

information. 

Dick Moore                                                   

Director, Sports 

 

 

HAPPY ‘TRICK OR 

TREATING’                                               

to all of our Comrades 

and Friends!!! 

 

ENJOY! ENJOY!!                    

Let’s all return to our 

Childhood for one 

night!!! 

HOUSEHOLD 

HINTS 4 U!! 

 

SHOP ONCE A WEEK 

 

Shopping only once a 

week and going to the store on your 

busiest day is the key to spending less on 

groceries.  

 

Over the past few months I have stuck to a 

simple rule: Grocery shopping once a 

week. 

 

If you are not in the store, you cannot 

spend money, you can't fall prey to slick 

marketing and "buy more, save more" 

types of incentives.  

 

If we run out of milk or eggs, I just become 

more creative by using other stuff and 

patiently wait until "shopping day". 

 

By Bella Swan from Forks, WA 

   
FOLLOWING A GOOD 

FRIEND’S ADVICE . . . 

Mary was almost crazy with her three 

young kids. She complained to her best 

friend Judy: "They're driving me nuts! 

They give me no rest! I'm half way to the 

funny farm!" 

 

"What you need," said Judy, "is a 

playpen!” 

 

So Mary bought a playpen. A few days 

later, Judy called to ask how things were 

going. 

 

"Superb! I can't believe it," Mary said. "I 

get in that pen with my laptop, a coffee, a 

chocolate bar, and the kids don't bother 

me for hours!" 
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STUART HAMBLEM STORY - 

true story - This is such a neat story, 

we just had to share it with you . . .   

 

Back in the 50's there was a well known 

radio host/comedian/song writer in 

Hollywood named Stuart Hamblen who 

was noted for his drinking, womanizing, 

partying, etc.   

 

One of his bigger hits at the time was  

"I won't go hunting with you Jake, 

But I'll go chasing women."   

 

One day, along came a young preacher 

holding a tent revival.  Hamblen had him 

on his radio show presumably to poke fun 

at him.   

 

In order to gather more material for his 

show, Hamblen showed up at one of the 

revival meetings.   

 

Early in the service the preacher 

announced, "There is one man in this 

audience who is a big fake." There were 

probably others who thought the same 

thing, but Hamblen was convinced that he 

was the one the preacher was talking 

about (some would call that conviction)  

but he was having none of that.   

 

Still the words continued to haunt him 

until a couple of nights later he showed up 

drunk at the preacher's hotel door around 

2:00 AM demanding that the preacher pray 

for him!   

 

But the preacher refused, saying, "This is 

between you and God and I'm not going to 

get in the middle of it."   

 

But he did invite Stuart in and they talked 

until about 5 AM at which point Stuart 

dropped to his knees and with tears, cried 

out to God.   

 

But that is not the end of the story.   

 

Stuart quit drinking, quit chasing women, 

quit everything that was 'fun.' Soon he 

began to lose favor with the Hollywood 

crowd. He was ultimately fired by the radio 

station when he refused to accept a beer 

company as a sponsor.   

 

Hard times were upon him.  He tried 

writing a couple of "Christian" songs but 

the only one that had much success was 

"This Old House", written for his friend 

Rosemary Clooney  

 

As he continued to struggle, a long time 

friend named John took him aside and told 

him, "All your troubles started when you 

'got religion,' was it worth it all?"  

Stuart answered simply, "Yes."   

 

Then his friend asked, "You liked your 

booze so much, don't you ever miss it?" 

And his answer was, "No."  John then 

said, "I don't understand how  

you could give it up so easily."   

  

And Stuart's response was, "It's no big 

secret. All things are possible with God."  

 

To this John said, "That's a catchy phrase. 

You should write a song about it." And as 

they say, "The rest is history."   

 

The song Carl Stuart Hamblen wrote was 

"It Is No Secret."  

 

"It is no secret what God can do.  

What He's done for others,                              

He'll do for you.   

With arms wide open, He'll welcome you.  

       It is no secret, what God can do...."   

 

By the way ... The friend was John 

Wayne. And the young preacher who 

refused to pray for Stuart Hamblen?  

. . . That was Billy Graham. 
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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. 

  
 

May you always have love to 
share, health to spare,                
and friends that care. 

 

                                  Unknown Author 

An ‘OLDIE’ but definitely a 

‘GOODIE’ and well worth 

repeating!!!! 

 

A lady goes to her priest one day and tells 

him, 'Father, I have a problem. I have two 

female parrots, but they only know to say 

one thing.' 

 

'What do they say?' the priest asked. 

 

They say, 'Hi, we're hookers! Do you want 

to have some fun?' 

 

'That's obscene!' the priest exclaimed, 

then he thought for a moment...'You know,' 

he said, 'I may have a solution to your 

problem. I have two male talking parrots, 

which I have taught to pray and read the 

Bible. Bring your two parrots over to my 

house and we'll put them in the cage with 

Francis and Peter. My parrots can teach 

your parrots to pray and worship, and your 

parrots are sure to stop saying that phrase 

in no time.' 

 

'Thank you,' the woman responded, 'this 

may very well be the solution.' 

 

The next day, she brought her female 

parrots to the priest's house. As he 

ushered her in, she saw that his two male 

parrots were inside their cage holding 

rosary beads and praying. Impressed, she 

walked over and placed her parrots in with 

them. After a few minutes, the female 

parrots cried out in unison: ‘Hi, we're 

hookers! Do you want to have some fun?' 

 

There was stunned 

silence. Shocked, one 

male parrot looked over 

at the other male parrot 

and says...'Put the 

beads away, Frank, our 

prayers have been 

answered!!!’ 

   

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

RRROOONNN   ‘‘‘AAANNNDDDYYY   CCCAAAPPPPPP’’’   RRROOOBBBIIINNNSSSOOONNN  

The phone rings. It’s my 

editor, Mardi on the phone. 

“Deadline for your column is 

Friday” she reminds me. 

“Can’t do it, Mardi! I can’t 

think of anything to write about.” So my 

editor tells me that Halloween is only a few 

weeks away so write something about 

Halloween. So I will try.   

So Class, are you ready to learn everything 

about Halloween but were afraid to ask?  

For many years, October 31
st
 was ‘All 

Hallows Eve’, and finally was given the 

modern name of ‘Halloween’. Irish, Scots 

and English called Halloween the ‘Night of 

Mischief’. Householders would bribe the 

gangs to leave them alone by offering 

them treats – and that’s how the custom of 

“Tricks or Treats” was formed. This 

custom is more prevalent in Canada and 

the U. S. A. than anywhere else in the 

world. 

Because the plot to blow up the Houses of 

Parliament in London by Guy Fawkes in 

the year 1605 was so close to Halloween, it 

became the custom to let off fireworks in 

commemoration of this day. So now you 

know why fireworks became part of our 

Halloween night.  

Pumpkins with burning candles inside are 

believed to ward off the evil spirits of 

Halloween night. Also, in ancient times, 

black cats were considered as being 

former human beings that were turned into 

cats for committing evil.  

And I bet you never knew that Halloween is 

also a religious day! October 31
st
 is 

celebrated as “All Saints Day” in the 

Christian Church. 

Now, Back to the Future! Thank goodness 

none of my five children took after me 

when it came to Halloween. In my younger 

days, myself and my ‘gang’ didn’t exactly 

act like ‘Little Angels’ on Halloween night 

– we acted more like ‘Hell’s Angels’! We 

did more than our share of Halloween 

pranks – knocking fences down, soaping 

windows, knocking out-houses over (yes, 

there were still a large amount of people 

without indoor plumbing in those days) 

and we did our share of ‘naughty’ pranks 

but never anything life threatening!  

Another one of our favorite stunts was if 

we came across a house that handed out 

exceptional treats we would change our 

costumes several times and keep 

returning to the house. 

One thing I learned after I grew up was 

that the next bunch of kids must be eating 

better than we did because I woke up the 

morning after Halloween to find the ‘trick 

and treaters’ had turned my car (a Model T 

Ford) completely over. That indicated to 

me that they were much stronger than we 

were at their age. I remember we couldn’t 

turn some garbage cans over because they 

were too heavy! 

Another Halloween memory I have is about 

my oldest brother Bruce. He and his friend, 

Len Plint, used to hold dances in the Ritz 

Hall which was located in the 5900 block 

on Fraser Street ( a ¼ block from this 

club). Their most popular dance was their 

annual Halloween Dance. Prizes were 

given for the best costumes. The majority 

of the girls came as Mae West. Mae was 

the Marilyn Monroe of her day – the only 

difference was Mae weighed twice as 

much as our Marilyn!  

All their dances were advertised in the 

windows of the Fraser Street merchants. I 

made the posters for them. I was paid 10¢ 

each for them (no wonder I’m so damn rich 

today!!) 

So I want to wish a 

HAPPY HALLOWEEN  to 

all of my loyal BUZZ readers!!! 

ENJOY!! ENJOY!!! 
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AA  PPRROOFFOOUUNNDD  AANNSSWWEERR  ..  ..  ..  ..  

(We include this item in respect for all of 

our teachers who went on strike this past 

few months – looking to make necessary 

changes to our education system . . . ) 

 

The dinner guests were sitting around the 

table discussing life.   

   

One man, a CEO, decided to explain the 

problem with education. He argued, 

"What's a kid going to learn from someone 

who decided his best option in life was to 

become a teacher?"   

   

To stress his point he said to another 

guest; "You're a teacher, Bonnie. Be 

honest. What do you make?"   

   

Bonnie, who had a reputation for honesty 

and frankness replied, "You want to know 

what I make? (She paused for a second, 

then began...)   

   

"Well, I make kids work harder than they 

ever thought they could.   

   

I make a C+ feel like the Order of Canada.  

   

I make kids sit through 40 minutes of class 

time when their parents can't make them 

sit for 5 without an I Pod, Game Cube or 

movie rental.   

   

You want to know what I make? (She 

paused again and looked at each and 

every person at the table)   

   

I make kids wonder.  

   

I make them question.   

   

I make them apologize and mean it.   

   

I make them have respect and take 

responsibility for their actions.   

 

I teach them to write and then I make them 

write. Keyboarding isn't everything.   

   

I make them read, read, read.   

   

I make them show all their work in math. 

They use their God given brain, not the 

man-made calculator.   

   

I make my students from other countries 

learn everything they need to know about 

English while preserving their unique 

cultural identity.   

   

I make my classroom a place where all my 

students feel safe.   

   

Finally, I make them understand that if 

they use the gifts they were given, work 

hard, and follow their hearts, they can 

succeed in life.   (Bonnie paused one last 

time and then continued.)   

   

Then, when people try to judge me by what 

I make, with me knowing money isn't 

everything, I can hold my head up high and 

pay no attention because they are 

ignorant. You want to know what I make?  

I MAKE A DIFFERENCE.  What do 

you make Mr. CEO?   

   

His jaw dropped, he went silent.   

 

This is worth showing to every teacher, 

every CEO, and every person you know! 

 Even all your personal teachers like 

mothers, fathers, brothers, sisters, 

coaches and your spiritual 

leaders/teachers.  

   

A truly profound 

answer!!! 

 

Teaching is . . . 

the profession 

that makes all 

other professions 

possible! 
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THE VETERINARIAN 

  

One Sunday, in counting the money in the 

weekly offering, the pastor of a small 

church found a pink envelope containing 

$1,000. 
  

It happened again the next week! 

 

The following Sunday, he watched as the 

offering was collected and saw an elderly 

woman put the distinctive pink envelope 

on the plate. 
 

This went on for weeks until the pastor, 

overcome by curiosity, approached her. 

 

"Ma'am, I couldn't help but notice that you 

put $1,000 a week in the collection plate," 

he stated. 
 

"Why, yes," she replied, "every week my 

son sends me money, and I give some of it 

to the church." 

  

The pastor replied, "That's wonderful. But 

$1,000 is a lot; are you sure you can afford 

this? How much does he send you?" 

 

The elderly woman answered, "$10,000 a 

week." 

 

The pastor was amazed. "Your son is very 

successful; what does he do for a living?" 
 

"He is a veterinarian," she answered. 
 

"That's an honourable profession, but I 

had no idea they made that much money," 

the pastor said. "Where does he practice?" 
 

The woman answered proudly, "In Nevada 

... He has two cat houses, one in Las 

Vegas, and one in Reno." 

  

 
 
 
 
 

PREGNANT AT 71 

 A woman went to the doctor's office 

where she was seen by one of the younger 

doctors. After about four minutes in the 

examination room, she burst out 

screaming as she ran down the hall. An 

older doctor stopped her and asked what 

the problem was, and she told him her 

story. 
 

After listening, he had her sit down and 

relax in another room. The older doctor 

marched down the hallway back to where 

the young doctor was writing on his 

clipboard. 
 

"What the hell is the matter with you" the 

older doctor demanded. "Mrs. Terry is 71 

years old, has four grown children and 

seven grandchildren, and you told her she 

was pregnant?" 

 

The younger doctor 

continued writing and 

without even looking up 

said, "Does she still 

have the hiccups?" 
 
 

  

YYIIKKEESS  ––  AAUUTTUUMMNN  AALLRREEAADDYY!!!!!!  

 
 
 

TTiimmee  ttoo  RRoollll  iinn  tthhee  LLeeaavveess!!!!!!  
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WOULD YOU LIKE TO 

BECOME A VETERINARIAN?? 

This is the best example for paying 

attention that we have ever heard. 

First-year students at the Purdue Vet 

School were attending their first anatomy 

class with a real dead cow.  

They all gathered around the surgery table 

with the body covered with a white sheet. 

The professor started the class by telling 

them, "In Veterinary medicine it is 

necessary to have two important qualities 

as a doctor. The first is that you not be 

disgusted by anything involving the 

animal's body."  

For an example, the professor pulled back 

the sheet, stuck his finger in the butt of the 

cow, withdrew it, and stuck his finger in 

his mouth. 

"Go ahead and do the same thing," he told 

his students.  

The students freaked out, hesitated for 

several minutes, but eventually took turns 

sticking a finger in the butt of the dead 

cow and sucking on it. 

When everyone finished, the Professor 

looked at them and said, "The second most 

important quality is observation. I stuck in 

my middle finger and sucked on my index 

finger.  

Now learn to pay attention. Life's tough but 

it's even tougher if you're stupid." 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

SLEEPING WITH BOB . . .  

The guys were all at a deer camp. No one 

wanted to room with Bob, because he 

snored so badly. They decided it wasn't 

fair to make one of them stay with him the 

whole time, so they voted to take turns. 

The first guy slept with Bob and comes to 

breakfast the next morning with his hair a 

mess and his eyes all bloodshot. 

They said, "Man, what happened to you?"  

He said, "Bob snored so loudly, I just sat 

up and watched him all night." 

The next night it was a different guy's turn. 

In the morning, same thing, hair all 

standing up, eyes all bloodshot.  

They said, "Man, what happened to you? 

You look awful!"  

He said, 'Man, that Bob shakes the roof 

with his snoring. I watched him all night." 

 

The third night was Al's turn. Al was a 

tanned, older cowboy, a man's man. The 

next morning he came to breakfast bright-

eyed and bushy-tailed. "Good morning!" 

he said. They couldn't believe it.  

They said, "Man, what happened?"  

He said, "Well, we got ready for bed. I went 

and tucked Bob into bed, patted him on 

the butt, and kissed him good night. Bob 

sat up and watched me all night." 

WITH AGE COMES WISDOM!!!! 

 

GGOOTTCCHHAA

HHeeeeHHeeee!!

HHeeee!!!!!!!!  
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DISORDER IN THE COURTS 

These excerpts are from a book called 

Disorder in the Courts and are things 

people actually said ... in court, word for 

word, taken down and published by court 

reporters that had the torment of staying 

calm while the exchanges were taking 

place. 

ATTORNEY: Are you sexually active?  

WITNESS: No, I just lie there.  

 

ATTORNEY: What is your date of birth? 

WITNESS: July 18th.  

ATTORNEY: What year?  

WITNESS: Every year. 

 

ATTORNEY: Now doctor, isn't it true that 

when a person dies in his sleep, he 

doesn't know about it until the next 

morning? 

WITNESS: Did you actually pass the bar 

exam? 

  

ATTORNEY: Were you present when your 

picture was taken? 

WITNESS: Are you sh**ting me? 

 

ATTORNEY: So the date of conception (of 

the baby) was August 8th? 

WITNESS: Yes. 

ATTORNEY: And what were you doing at 

that time? 

WITNESS: Getting laid 

 

ATTORNEY: She had three children, right? 

WITNESS: Yes. 

ATTORNEY: How many were boys? 

WITNESS: None. 

ATTORNEY: Were there any girls? 

WITNESS: Your Honor, I think I need a 

different attorney. Can I get a new 

attorney? 

 

ATTORNEY: How was your first marriage 

terminated? 

WITNESS: By death. 

ATTORNEY: And by whose death was it 

terminated? 

WITNESS: Take a guess. 

 

ATTORNEY: Can you describe the 

individual? 

WITNESS: He was about medium height 

and had a beard 

ATTORNEY: Was this a male or a female? 

WITNESS: Unless the Circus was in town 

I'm going with male. 

  

ATTORNEY: Doctor,  how many of your 

autopsies have you performed on dead 

people? 

WITNESS: All of them. The live ones put up 

too much of a fight. 

 

 

ATTORNEY: Do you recall the time that 

you examined the body? 

WITNESS: The autopsy started at 8:30 PM 

ATTORNEY: And Mr. Denton was dead at 

the time? 

WITNESS: If not, he was by the time I 

finished. 

 

ATTORNEY: Doctor, before you performed 

the autopsy, did you check for a pulse? 

WITNESS: No. 

ATTORNEY: Did you check for blood 

pressure? 

WITNESS: No. 

ATTORNEY: Did you check for breathing? 

WITNESS: No.. 

ATTORNEY: So, then it is possible that the 

patient was alive when you began the 

autopsy? 

WITNESS: No. 

ATTORNEY: How can you be so sure, 

Doctor? 

WITNESS: Because his brain was sitting 

on my desk in a jar. 

ATTORNEY: I see, but could the patient 

have still been alive, nevertheless? 

WITNESS: Yes, it is possible that he could 

have been alive and practicing law. 
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As we progress into 2014, I want 

to thank you all for your 

educational e-mails over the 

past year. I am totally screwed 

up now and have little chance of recovery.

  

I can no longer open a bathroom 

door without using a paper towel, nor let 

the waitress put lemon slices in my ice 

water without worrying about the bacteria 

on the lemon peel. 

  

I can't sit down on a hotel 

bedspread because I can only 

imagine what has happened on it since it 

was last washed.  

 

I have trouble shaking hands with 

someone who has been driving because 

the number one pastime while driving 

alone is picking one's nose.  

 

I can't touch any woman's handbag for fear 

she has placed it on the floor of a public 

toilet. 

 

I must send my special thanks for the 

email about rat poo in the glue on 

envelopes because I now have to use a 

wet sponge with every envelope that 

needs sealing.  

 

ALSO, now I have to scrub the top of every 

can I open for the same reason.  

 

I can't eat at KFC because their chickens 

are actually horrible mutant freaks with no 

eyes, feet or feathers.  

 

Thanks to you I have learned that my 

prayers only get answered if I forward an 

e-mail to seven of my friends and make a 

wish within five minutes.  

 

Because of your concern, I no longer drink 

Coca Cola because it can remove toilet 

stains.  

 

I no longer buy fuel without taking 

someone along to watch the car, so a 

serial killer doesn't crawl in my back seat 

when I'm filling up.  

 

I no longer use Cling Wrap in the 

microwave because it causes seven 

different types of cancer.  

 

And thanks for letting me know I can't boil 

a cup of water in the microwave anymore 

because it will blow up in my face, 

disfiguring me for life.  

 

I no longer go to the cinema because I 

could be pricked with a needle infected 

with AIDS when I sit down.  

 

I no longer go to shopping 

centers because someone will drug me 

with a perfume sample and rob me.  

  

And I no longer answer the phone 

because someone will ask me to dial a 

number for which I will get a huge phone 

bill with calls to Jamaica, Uganda, 

Singapore and Uzbekistan.  

 

Thanks to you I can't use anyone's toilet 

but mine because a big black snake could 

be lurking under the seat and cause me 

instant death when it bites my butt.  

 

And thanks to your great advice I can't 

ever pick up a dime coin dropped in the 

car park because it was probably 

placed there by a sex molester waiting to 

grab me as I bend over.  

 

I can't do any gardening because I'm afraid 

I'll get bitten by the Violin Spider and my 

hand will fall off.  

   

P.S. I now keep my toothbrush in the living 

room, because I was told by an e-mail that 

water splashes over 6 ft. out of the toilet.  

 

NOW YOU HAVE YOURSELF A VERY 

GOOD DAY…  
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TTHHEE  BBEESSTT  

CCAAEESSAARR  EEVVEERR!!!!!!!!  
IIss  tthhiiss  tthhee  ttiimmee  ooff  yyeeaarr  wwhheenn  

yyoouu  ssttaarrtt  tthhiinnkkiinngg  ..  ..  ..  CCaaeessaarr  

––  tthhaatt’’ss  aa  ddrriinnkk  ffoorr  tthhiiss  

sseeaassoonn!!!!!!  WWeellll  ––  yyoouu  ccaann  bbee  

tthhee  ‘‘LLiiffee  ooff  tthhee  PPaarrttyy’’  wwiitthh  

tthhee  bbeesstt  CCaaeessaarr  EEvveerr!!!!!!  

  

INGREDIENTS: 

1 bottle (240 ml) clam juice 

4 1/2 cups (1,125 L) tomato juice or            

 vegetable cocktail 

1 cup (250 ml) vodka 

2 tbsp (25 ml) lime juice 

1 tbsp (15 ml) prepared horseradish 

1 tbsp (15 ml) Worcestershire sauce 

1/2 tsp (2 ml) hot pepper sauce 

1/4 tsp (1 ml) pepper 

8 slices lime 

Small stalks of celery 

Celery salt 

 

METHOD: 

 

In pitcher, stir together clam and tomato 

juices, vodka, lime juice, horseradish, 

Worcestershire and hot pepper sauces, 

and pepper; 

Top with ice. 

 

SERVE in glasses rimmed with 

celery salt and garnished with 

lime slices and celery. 

 

MAKES: 8 glasses 
 

  

AA  QQUUOOTTEE  TTHHAATT  SSAAYYSS  IITT  AALLLL  ..  ..  ..    

 

“My Grandmother is over eighty and still 

doesn't need glasses. Drinks right out of 

the bottle.” 

            

               --- Henny Youngman (1906 - 1998) 

  

What you gonna do                  

with that? 

An old man in Mississippi is sitting on his 

front porch watching the sun rise. He sees 

the neighbor's kid walk by carrying 

something big under his arm. "Hey boy, 

whatcha got there?"  

"Roll of chicken wire."  

"What you gonna do with that?" ...  

"Gonna catch some chickens."  

"You damn fool! You can't catch chickens 

with chicken wire!"  

The boy just laughs and keeps walking. 

That evening at sunset, the boy comes 

walking by, dragging behind him the 

chicken wire with about 30 chickens 

caught in it.  

The next morning, the old man is out 

watching the sun rise and he sees the boy 

walk by carrying something in his hand. 

"Hey boy, whatcha got there?"  

"Roll of duct tape."  

"What you gonna do with that?"  

"Gonna catch me some ducks."  

"You damn fool! You can't catch ducks 

with duct tape!"  

The boy just laughs and keeps walking. 

That night around sunset the boy walks by, 

trailing behind him the unrolled roll of duct 

tape with about 35 ducks caught in it.  

The next morning, the old man sees the 

boy walking by carrying what looks like a 

long reed with something fuzzy on the end. 

''Hey boy, whatcha got there?"  

"It's a pussy willow."  

"Wait up kid...I'll get my 

hat." 
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YES, THIS IS US!!! 

Senior citizens are constantly being 

criticized for every conceivable deficiency 

of the modern world, real or imaginary. We 

know we take responsibility for all 

we have done and do not try to blame 

others.  

 

HOWEVER, upon reflection, we 

would like to point out that it 

was NOT senior citizens who took:  

 

The melody out of music,  

The pride out of appearance,  

The courtesy out of driving,  

The romance out of love,  

The commitment out of marriage,  

The responsibility out of parenthood,  

The togetherness out of the family, 

The learning out of education, 

The service out of patriotism, 

The Golden Rule from rulers, 

The nativity scene out of cities, 

The civility out of behavior, 

The refinement out of language, 

The dedication out of employment, 

The prudence out of spending, 

The ambition out of achievement or 

God out of government and school. 

 

And we certainly are NOT the ones who 

eliminated patience and tolerance from 

personal relationships and interactions 

with others!!  

 

And, we DO understand the meaning of 

patriotism, and remember those who have 

fought and died for our country.  

 

Just look at the Seniors with tears in their 

eyes and pride in their hearts, as they 

stand at attention, as the Canadian Flag 

passes by in a parade!  

 

YES, I'M A SENIOR CITIZEN!!! 

I'm the life of the party.....  

Even if it lasts until 8 p.m.  

 

I'm very good at opening childproof 

caps..... With a hammer.  

 

I'm awake many hours before my body 

allows me to get up.  

 

I'm smiling all the time, because I can't 

hear a thing you're saying.   

 

I'm sure everything I can't find is in a safe 

secure place, somewhere.  

 

I'm wrinkled, saggy, lumpy, and that's just 

my left leg.  

 

I'm beginning to realize that aging is not 

for wimps.  

 

Yes, I'm a SENIOR CITIZEN and I 

think I am having the time of my life! 

Spread the laughter 

Share the cheer 

Let's be happy 

While we're here. 

OVERHEARD IN THE CLUBROOMS . .  

“I was on a date recently, and the guy took 

me horseback riding. That was kind of fun, 

until we ran out of quarters." 
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HHUUMMOOUURROOUUSS  GGEEMMSS  ffrroomm  oouurr  

SSppeecciiaall  FFrriieenndd  EEllssiiee  FFrraasseerr of ANAF 

Assiniboia Unit 283 in Winnipeg, Manitoba 
 

A WISE ITALIAN GRANDFATHER! 

An old Italian man in Brooklyn is dying. He 

calls his grandson to his bedside.  

"Guido, I wan' you lissina me. I wan' you to 

take my chrome plated ….38 revolver so 

you always remember me." 

"But grandpa, I really don't like guns…How 

about you leave me your Rolex watch 

instead?" 

"You lissina me, boy! Somma day you 

gonna be runna da business, you gonna 

have a beautiful wife, lotsa money, a big-a 

home and maybe a couple of bambinos." 

"Somma day you gonna come-a home and 

maybe finda you wife inna bed with 

another man. Whatta you gonna do then? 

Point to you watch and say, Times up?" 

 

An old one but still pretty funny!!  

A GIGGLE TO MAKE YOUR DAY: 

 

Having reached the age of 62, I went to 

apply for Canada Pension last week. After 

waiting in line for a very long time, I finally 

got to the counter. The woman there asked 

me for my driver’s license to verify my age.  

I looked in my pockets and realized, to my 

great dismay, that I had left my wallet on 

the nightstand in my bedroom. I told the 

lady that I was very sorry, but I seemed to 

have left my wallet at home. “I’ll have to go 

get it and come back later,” I said. 

 

At that point, she said to me, “Unbutton 

your shirt.” I was confused, but I opened 

my shirt, revealing lots of curly silver hair.  

She said, “That silver hair on your chest is 

proof enough for me,” and with that she 

promptly processed my application.   

 

When I got home, I couldn’t wait to tell my 

wife about my experience at the Canada 

Pension Office.  

She listened to the whole story and then 

said, “You should have dropped your 

pants, you might have gotten disability, 

too.” 

 
One Sunday morning, the pastor noticed 

little Mikey standing in the foyer of the 

church staring up at a large plaque.  It was 

covered with names and small Canadian 

flags mounted on either side of it. 
 

The six-year old had been staring at the 

plaque for some time, so the pastor 

walked up, stood beside the little boy, and 

said quietly "Good morning Mikey" 
 

"Good morning Pastor," he replied, still 

focused on the plaque.  "Pastor, what is 

this?" 

 

The pastor said, "Well son, it's a memorial 

to all the young men and women who died 

in the service."   

 

Soberly they just stood together, staring at 

the large plaque. 

 

Finally, little Mikey's voice, barely audible 

and trembling with fear asked, "Which 

service, the 8:30 or the 10:45?" 

 

Did you hear about the 83-year-old woman 

who talked herself out of a  

speeding ticket by telling the young officer 

that she had to get there 

before she forgot where she was going?    

                                                                         

Makes perfectly good sense to me  . . . . . 
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EATING IN THE FIFTIES . . .  

Pasta was not eaten in Australia.  

  

Curry was a surname.    

  

A takeaway was a mathematical problem.   

  

A pizza was something to do with a 

leaning tower.    

  

All potato chips were plain; the only 

choice they had was whether to put the 

salt on or not.   

Rice was only eaten as a milk pudding. 

Calamari was called squid and we used it 

as fish bait. 

A Big Mac was what we wore when it was 

raining.  

  

Brown bread was something only poor 

people ate.  

  

Oil was for lubricating, fat was for 

cooking.    

  

Tea was made in a teapot using tea leaves 

and never green.  

  

Sugar enjoyed a good press in those days, 

and was regarded as being white gold. 

Cubed sugar was regarded as posh.   

  

Fish didn't have fingers in those days.   

 

Eating raw fish was called poverty, not 

sushi. 

  

None of us had ever heard of yoghurt.  

  

Healthy food consisted of anything edible. 

  

People who didn't peel potatoes were 

regarded as lazy.  

Indian restaurants were only found in 

India.   

  

Cooking outside was called camping.  

  

Seaweed was not a recognized food.  

  

"Kebab" was not even a word, never mind 

a food.   

  

Prunes were medicinal.  

  

Surprisingly, muesli was readily available, 

it was called cattle feed. (in our case 

chook food)  

  

Water came out of the tap. If someone had 

suggested bottling it and charging more 

than petrol for it,  they would have become 

a laughing stock!!    

The one thing that we never ever had on 

our table in the fifties ......."Elbows or 

Phones." 

 

 

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

TTHHOOUUGGHHTTSS                                    

OONN  BBEEEERR  

  

“Sometimes when I 

reflect on all the beer I drink, I feel 

ashamed. Then I look into the glass and 

think about the workers in the brewery and 

all of their hopes and dreams. If I didn't 

drink this beer, they might be out of work 

and their dreams would be shattered. I 

think, "It is better to drink this beer and let 

their dreams come true than be selfish and 

worry about my liver."  

                                                    Babe Ruth 
 

"I feel sorry for people who don't drink. 

When they wake up in the morning, that's 

as good as they're going to feel all day." 

                                    Lyndon B. Johnson 

 

"When I read about the evils of drinking, I 

gave up reading."  

                                               Paul Horning 

"24 hours in a day, 24 beers in a case. 

Coincidence? I think not."  

                                              H. L. Mencken 

 

"When we drink, we get drunk. When we 

get drunk, we fall asleep. When we  

fall asleep, we commit no sin. When we 

commit no sin, we go to heaven. So, let's 

all get drunk and go to heaven!"  

 

                                George Bernard Shaw 

"Beer is proof that God loves us and wants 

us to be happy."  

                                       Benjamin Franklin 

 

"Without question, the greatest invention 

in the history of mankind is beer.  

Oh, I grant you that the wheel was also a 

fine invention, but the wheel does not go 

nearly as well with pizza."  

                                                   Dave Barry 

“Beer: Helping ugly people have sex since 

3000 B.C.!”  

                                                  W. C. Fields 

Remember "I" before "E," except in 

Budweiser. 

                                 Professor Irwin Corey 

“To some it's a six-pack, to me it's a 

Support Group. Salvation in a can!”  

                                               Leo Durocher 

 

AND FROM OUR 

UNIT #68 BUZZ 

RECIPE CORNER: 

STUFFED CHICKEN   

PASTRY . . . .   

INGREDIENTS:  

1 pkg Pilsbury saugage roll dough 

2 chicken breasts 

1/2 cup shredded cheddar cheese 

1 green onion  

1/2 cup Miracle Whip 

METHOD: 

1. Boil chicken until cooked; 

2. Cut chicken into cubes;  

3. Mix chicken, cheese, onion & 

Miracle Whip.  

4. Spoon mixture into wraps. Bake 

until golden-brown. 

ENJOY!!  

 

“Horse sense is the thing a horse has 

which keeps it from betting on people.”  

 

                        --- W. C. Fields (1880 - 1946) 
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EMBARRASSING                    
MEDICAL EXAMS  

 

At the beginning of my shift I placed a 

stethoscope on an elderly and slightly deaf 

female patient's anterior chest wall.  

 
'Big breaths,' . . . I instructed. 'Yes, they 

used to be,' . . . replied the patient.  

     Submitted by Dr. Richard Byrnes ,  

     Seattle , WA  

 

 

While acquainting myself with a new 

elderly patient, I asked, 'How long have 

you been bedridden? '  

 

After a look of complete confusion she 

answered . . . 'Why, not for about twenty 

years - when my husband was alive. '  

 Submitted by Dr. Steven Swanson- 

Corvallis , OR  

 

 I was performing rounds at the hospital 

one morning and while checking up on a 

man I asked . . . 'So how's your breakfast 

this morning? '  

 

'It's very good except for the Kentucky 

Jelly. I can't seem to get used to the taste'. 

Bob replied. 

 

I then asked to see the jelly and Bob 

produced a foil packet labeled 'KY Jelly.'  

Submitted by Dr. Leonard Kransdorf, 

Detroit ,  

 

A nurse was on duty in the Emergency 

Room when a young woman with purple 

hair styled into a punk rocker Mohawk, 

sporting a variety of tattoos, and wearing 

strange clothing, entered .. . . It was 

quickly determined that the patient had 

acute appendicitis, so she was scheduled 

for immediate surgery. When she was 

completely disrobed on the operating 

table, the staff noticed that her pubic hair 

had been dyed green and above it there 

was a tattoo that read . . . 'Keep off the 

grass. '  

 

Once the surgery was completed, the 

surgeon wrote a short note on the 

patient's dressing, which said  'Sorry . . . 

had to mow the lawn.  '  

Submitted by RN no name,  

 

As a new, young MD doing his residency in 

OB I was quite embarrassed when 

performing female pelvic exams... To cover 

my embarrassment I had unconsciously 

formed a habit of whistling softly.  

The middle-aged lady upon whom I was 

performing this exam suddenly burst out 

laughing and further embarrassing me.  

I looked up from my work and sheepishly 

said. . . ‘I'm sorry. Was I tickling you? '  

She replied with tears running down her 

cheeks from laughing so hard . . ..   

'No doctor but the song you were whistling 

was . . . ' I wish I was an Oscar Mayer 

Wiener.. '  

Dr. would not submit his name....  

  

A woman and a baby were in the doctor's 

examining room, waiting for the doctor to 

come in for the baby's first exam.  

The doctor arrived, and examined the 

baby, checked his weight, and being a little 

concerned, asked if the baby was breast-

fed or bottle-fed. 'Breast-fed, ' she replied. 

'Well, strip down to your waist,' the doctor 

ordered. She did. He pinched her nipples, 

pressed, kneaded, and rubbed both 

breasts for a while in a very professional 

and detailed examination.   

Motioning to her to get dressed, the doctor 

said, 'No wonder this baby is underweight. 

You don't have any milk.'  

 

‘I know,' she said, 'I'm his Grandma, but 

I'm glad I came .’  
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A FUN PROJECT FOR YOU 

THIS FALL!!   

GGRROOWW  CCEELLEERRYY  

HHEEAARRTTSS  OONN   

YYOOUURR  

WWIINNDDOOWWSSIILLLL  

 

Grow celery hearts 

on your windowsill 

this winter. It's 

easy and they're 

pretty and delicious. 

 

Next time you buy a stalk of celery, cut the 

heel off about an inch from the bottom. 

That is, cut across the stalk so you have a 

crosswise slice off the end.  

 

Then do what we used to do with avocado 

pits - stick a few toothpicks in the side, fill 

a glass almost to the top with water, and 

rest the celery heel with toothpicks on the 

rim of the glass so that the bottom of the 

heel is just touching the water. 

 

Keep the water at that level, and after a 

week or so, you'll have little celery hearts 

sprouting from the middle of the heel.  

 

They keep sprouting for weeks. 

 

FROM YOUR EDITORS . .  

  

What happened to that 

fabulous Summer we just 

enjoyed???? We are 

‘greedy’ here in LotusLand –      

we want more of the same!!!! 

 

As always, we thank all who contribute to 

our Buzz newsletter on a daily or weekly 

basis – we couldn’t do it without your help – 

it is so very much appreciated. As we have 

mentioned in previous issues, 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 

do not 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 ‘Spooky 

Robinson’! 

We repeat our wish to you again as we 

welcome the Autumn Season – enjoy the 

season, stay well, hug your comrades, 

laugh out loud . . . and enjoy life – and 

always remember to tell your friends 

how much they mean to you!!!!  

Friendship is a rare and wonderful treasure 

to cherish within our lives!!!  

Remember this . . . .  

“A friend is someone who knows all 
about you and still loves you.”   

                                             ― Elbert Hubbard 

Do not forget that next month is Poppy 

Month – wear one with pride!!! 

Hugs to all of you . . . .  

Your Editors, Mardi & Fred 

http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/114059.Elbert_Hubbard

