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THE BUZZ
YOUR
PRESIDENT’S
REPORT
Comrades:
I cannot begin to write how very proud I
was of my Unit #68 members at our A.G.M.
meeting on February 15, 2015. In
attendance we had 2 very special guests,
Vice-President of B.C. Command Jordi
Anderson and the director of The Citadel
Canine Society Mr. Brian Archer, but
mostly our new Unit #68 member Mr. Brian
McKenna who was initiated with his
service dog ‘Sasha’.
For those of you who were at the
Dominion Convention, you will remember
Mr. Brian Mckenna who spoke on the
wonderful results attributed to his service
dog. This program is for veterans who
suffer from PTSD. Brian served 2 tours in
Bosnia and two tours in Afghanistan and
we were all delighted to have him join our
organization and this unit. The guests
were there to witness the ceremony and
following the installation, Comrade Brian
spoke to our members. As a result my
comrades approved a motion to donate
$5,000.00 to the "Citadel Canine Society".
My vice- President Sandy Greenfield wrote
the cheque on the spot and presented it to
Mr. Brian Archer.

Some people refer to Unit #68 as the
orphan club but believe me we are a force
to be reckoned with when it comes to
supporting our Veterans.
I understand that this is the third modern
day veteran to receive the one year free
complimentary membership in B.C. and
what an honour. Thank you, Jordi
Anderson who helped me to put this all
together after a few months of emails and
communication. Therefore as mentioned in
my last Buzz report I am now busy asking
other units to step up and help our
veterans through this service dog
program.
Please allow me to come to your general
membership meetings to speak on this
worthy cause (sirbob999@hotmail.com)
My goal is 9 new dogs from our B.C. Units,
we have already had support from 4 B.C.
units.
Before the meeting I called some of our
members who did not have email
addresses to ask them to attend this
meeting. I wanted to show Brian our
appreciation for his service and a large
majority of my membership attended. You
guys are the best!!!

Fraternally,
Bob Rietveld
President A.N.A.F. Unit #68
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PR OV I NC I A L C OL OUR
GUA R D R EPOR T

V ETER A N’ S A F F A I R S
R EPOR T
Comrades.
2015 is the 70th Anniversary of the end of
World War II.

Comrades,
I am going to list our parades for 2015 for
those comrades who might think of joining
the B.C. Command Colour Guard so you
can see how exciting it is to represent our
organization.
March 15-- The St. Patrick's Day Parade
April 5-- Vimy Day
April 12-- South Van. Little League opener.
May 16-- Cloverdale Rodeo.
June 6-- Pitt Meadows Days.
July 1-- Steveston Salmon Festival.
Aug. 3-- Tsawwassen Sun Festival.
Sept. 11-- 9/11 Ceremony.
Sept. 20- Battle of Britain
Nov. TBA-- Lions Veterans half time
veterans show.
Dec. 5-- New Westminster Santa Parade
Dec. 6-- Rogers Santa Claus Parade.
We also hold meetings every month at
different units in the Lower Mainland as a
way to show our comrades at these units
that their B.C. Command Colour Guard is
representing every club.
Please consider joining this elite group
today.
Applications
available
from
Command or any member; call my cell
604-240-7084
Bob Rietveld
Past Color Sergeant
Life is too short to wake up with regrets...
Love the people who treat you right and
forget about the ones who don't.
Enjoy Life NOW –
it has an Expiration Date!!

Canadian Veterans who participated in the
Liberation of Holland are eligible to apply
for up to a $2,000.00 grant in travel
assistance from the Canadian government
to attend the ceremonies in Holland.
During the Second World War, tens of
thousands of Canadian soldiers, sailors
and airmen played a key role in the
liberation of the Netherlands, including
175,000 soldiers of the First Canadian
Army, more than 7,600 Canadians lost their
lives.
Contact: Martin Magan-- 613-992-7468 or
Veteran Affairs Canada on their web site.
Submitted in honour of Roy Blair
Fraternally,
Bob Rietveld

ANAF UNIT #68
MEMBERSHIP . . .
The membership chair for Unit #68 is our
unit secretary - Jan Holt – please renew
for the year 2015 as soon as possible so
you may continue receiving all of the
wonderful benefits membership accords.
All cards and membership requirements
will be done by Jan with a huge thank you
from our executive.

PLEASE REMEMBER . . . We need ‘YOU’,
and your continued support as loyal and
dedicated Members. An active membership
makes for an active club!

3

THE BUZZ

HAPPY BIRTHDAY to our
Unit #68 MARCH Celebrants!

SPORTS REPORT with LES
JONES . . . .
The ABC Shuffleboard Tournament
on Saturday, February 21st went really well
by all accounts.
We had eleven teams. A good time was
had by all.

Kerr Adamson
Andy Picard

Vivian Hernstedt
Douglas Sheppard

Happy Birthday Everyone!!!!
Happy Birthday to All! Enjoy! Enjoy!
And if we have missed anyone’s
birthday we apologize . . . please let
us know and we will put your name
on our Birthday List

Thanks to all who helped organize and run
it, all of those who provided advice, and
BCSA for the loan of a board.
Thanks to all who attended. & Thanks to
ANAF 298 for hosting and supporting the
event.
Winners:
First place :
A Gordie Smith
B Travis Koslrud
C Rob Simpson
Second Place
A Eric Koslrud
B Randy Rotheisler
C Robyn Beveland

A coup l e of O l d e Ir i s h B l es s i ng s for
y ou . . .
May the r oof ab ov e us nev er fal l i n.
A nd may the f r i end s g ather ed b el ow
i t nev er fal l out.
T her e ar e g ood s hi p s ,
and ther e ar e wood s hi p s ,
T he s hi p s tha t s ai l the s ea.
B ut the b es t s hi p s , ar e fr i end s hi p s ,
A nd may the y al w ay s b e.

Third Place
A Danny Williams
B Sandra MacLean
C Jenny Pratte

FRIENDS are like FLOWERS
That brighten your day
With fragrance
and beauty
To share on life’s way.
So treat them like flowers
From the Gardener above,
Weed them with mercy
And water with love.
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VODKA and you . . .
Vodka … who knew?
1. To remove a bandage painlessly,
saturate the bandage with vodka. The stuff
dissolves adhesive
2. To clean the caulking
around
bathtubs
and
showers, fill a trigger-spray
bottle with vodka, Spray the
caulking, let set five minutes
and wash clean. The alcohol
in the vodka kills mould and
mildew without the dangers
and fumes of chlorine.
3. To clean your eyeglasses, simply wipe
the lenses with a soft, clean cloth
dampened with vodka. The alcohol in the
vodka cleans the glass and kills germs.
4. Prolong the life of razors by filling a cup
with vodka, and letting your safety razor
blade soak in the alcohol after shaving.
The vodka disinfects the blade and
prevents rusting.
5. Spray vodka on wine stains, scrub with
a brush, and then blot dry.
6. Using a cotton ball, apply vodka to your
face as an astringent to cleanse the skin
and tighten pores.
7. Add a jigger of vodka to a 12-ounce
bottle of shampoo. The alcohol cleanses
the scalp, removes toxins from hair, and
stimulates the growth of healthy hair.
8. Fill a sixteen-ounce trigger-spray bottle
with vodka, and spray bees or wasps to
kill them.
9 Pour one-half cup vodka and one-half
cup water into a Ziploc freezer bag and
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freeze for a slushy, refreshing ice pack for
aches, pain or black eyes.
10. Fill a clean, used mayonnaise jar with
freshly packed lavender flowers, Fill the jar
with vodka, seal the lid tight and set in the
sun for three days. Strain liquid through a
coffee filter, then apply the tincture to
aches and pains.
11. To relieve a fever, use a washcloth to
rub vodka on your chest and back as a
liniment.
12. To cure foot odour, wash your feet with
vodka.
13 Vodka will disinfect and alleviate a
jellyfish sting.
14. Pour vodka over an area affected with
poison ivy to remove the urushiol oil from
your skin.
15. Swish a shot of vodka over an aching
tooth. Allow your gums to absorb some of
the alcohol to numb the pain.
And silly me! I used to drink
the Stuff.
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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
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.

The world is full of people
who need someone who
understands.

SENIORS
Hints on how to liven up your
idle hours ... and How To Maintain A
Healthy Level Of Insanity:
1. At lunch time, sit In your parked car
with sunglasses on and point a hair
dryer at passing cars. Watch them slow
down.
2. On all your
'For Marijuana’.

check

stubs,

write

3. Order a diet water whenever you go out
to eat, with a serious face.
4. Sing along at the Opera.
5. When the money comes out of the ATM,
scream 'I Won! I Won!'
6. When leaving the zoo, start running
towards
the
car
park,
yelling
'Run For Your Lives! They're Loose!'
And The Final Way To
Healthy Level Of Insanity:

Keep

A

7. Pick up a box of condoms at the
pharmacy, go to the counter and ask
where the fitting room is.
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After all the nice things that
were said about me at our
Installation Ceremonies at
the club back in 2010 I
decided to drop this column
but when I remembered the
famous words of the former
American President Richard Nixon, “I AM
NOT A CROOK!” I too decided I wasn’t a
crook. I was just a young punk who
wanted to appear tough on Fraser Street.
My story begins when I was in my early
teens. I hung around the Hilton and
Webster Pool Hall on Fraser Street more
than I should have, I suppose. One day,
Sam Webster (one of the owners) asked
me if I wanted to work for him two or three
times a week, cleaning and pressing the
pool tables and other assorted jobs. The
money wasn’t too good but during those
days even a dollar looked great. It was
here that I met Neil Watts. He practically
lived in the pool hall.
Neil was a few years older than I was, and
we became close friends. He seemed to be
well liked on Fraser Street, except by the
store keepers. I ended up doing most of
his shopping because he was barred for
his bad shop-lifting habits in most of the
Fraser Street stores. He was called the
Fraser Gangster by most of the guys and
girls in our neighborhood. Neil had a
wonderful personality, and a great sense
of humour.
I finally discovered that one of the reasons
he got the name ‘GANGSTER’ was from an
episode that happened to Neil several
years before I met him. On the exact spot
where Shoppers Drugs now stands (47th
and Fraser) there was a large grocery
store, the B & K. One night the police
discovered Neil on the roof trying to break
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in. As Neil attempted to escape he was
shot in the leg by one of the police
officers. When Neil was finally brought
into court the judge decided that Neil had
received enough punishment having had
his leg amputated following the shooting
so he received no further jail time.
My first ‘life of crime’ with Neil happened
on a nice summer evening. What
happened that evening put me in the role
of the dumbest kid on Fraser Street, an
award I certainly deserved! It all began in
the old Army and Navy club at Fraser and
43rd (the one that was destroyed by fire on
December 20th, 1960.) We were enjoying
our beer when Neil suggested we walk
down to the Legion and see if there was
any action at 49th. He also suggested that
we walk down Fraser with our beer. What
was really wrong about all this was the
fact that it was against the law to drink on
a street and I was under-age. Oh yes, I
know I was too young to be in a veteran’s
club but who wasn’t? (Little did I ever
dream that someday I would be the
president of the club!)
Anyways, back to the story . . . as we
began our walk down Fraser we were in
front of the school at 44th, when Neil
suggested we throw our glasses through
the school window. Dummy Robinson
threw his glass, but Neil didn’t. I
discovered soon afterward why. Neil had
spotted the police car parked across the
street. Neil discarded his glass before the
police made a u-turn and arrested me. I
was taken down to the police station on
Main Street and given a nice jail cell for the
weekend. Neil was not arrested as he had
not committed any crime!! I didn’t hold any
grudge against Neil for his actions that hot
summer evening.
Later Neil went into the used car business
and at one time he had three used car lots
on
Kingsway.
A
very
honourable
profession indeed for someone who was
known as a gangster!
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I learned many things from Neil. Many
were bad, but most were harmless. It was
during this time that there was a small
confectionary store on Fraser Street near
49th. (The exact spot where the ‘Nothing
Over A Dollar and a Quarter’ store stands
today.) It was run by a kindly old man
named Jimmy Deas. Jimmy had one of the
only two slot machines in Vancouver. Both
were completely illegal. It was in a very
small room located in back of the store
hidden by a large curtain. Neil taught me
how to get small change from the slot
machine without inserting any money into
it. That change kept me in my tobacco and
Pepsi and chocolate bars.
Neil also taught me how to get into the
Fraser Theatre at 47th and Fraser without
paying. In those days the theatre had two
shows a night. One at 6:30 p.m. and he
second show at 9 p.m. Neil’s great idea
was so simple I often wondered why I
hadn’t thought of it years before! You wait
until the people start leaving the theatre
and you just walk in backwards – it worked
every time!
Are you wondering why this column is
called ‘The Gangster and the Sawdust’?
Well, you are about to find out! I hadn’t
seen Neil for quite some time, so I decided
to drive over to his last remaining used car
lot on Kingsway. He wasn’t in his office
but I found him under one of the used
cars. He was working on the rear end. He
had a large bucket of sawdust beside him.
I asked why he had the sawdust. His
answer was, “I pack the rear end with the
sawdust and it makes the car sound like a
new car.”
I said at the start of this column that I had
learned a lot from Neil over the years and
many things concerning used cars, but I
think the most important thing I ever
learned was . . . NEVER BUY A USED CAR
FROM NEIL WATTS!!!!

THE BUZZ
Editor’s Note: We love this life story
Ronnie – and don’t worry we know you are
no crook, but if you were, you would
definitely be a ‘lovable one’!!

Your Editor Mardi and our Star Columnist
Ron ‘Andy Capp’ Robinson celebrating at
Ron’s 93rd Birthday Party on February 15th
at Unit #26 – Great Party with Ron
surrounded by his loving family and many,
many friends! Wishing you many more
Birthday Celebrations, Ronnie!

GOTTA LOVE DOGS . . .
A wife says to her husband one weekend
morning, "We've got such a clever dog. He
brings in the daily newspapers every
morning."
Her husband replied, "Well, lots of dogs
can do that."
The wife responded,
"But
we've
never
subscribed to any
papers!"

8
EDUCATION . . .
As she stood in front of her 5th grade
class on the very first day of school, she
told the children an untruth. Like most
teachers, she looked at her students and
said that she loved them all the same.
However, that was impossible, because
there in the front row, slumped in his seat,
was a little boy named Teddy Stoddard.
Mrs. Thompson had watched Teddy the
year before and noticed that he did not
play well with the other children, that his
clothes were messy and that he constantly
needed a bath. In addition, Teddy could be
unpleasant. It got to the point where Mrs.
Thompson would actually take delight in
marking his papers with a broad red pen,
making bold X's and then putting a big 'F'
at the top of his papers.
At the school where Mrs. Thompson
taught, she was required to review each
child's past records and she put Teddy's
off until last. However, when she reviewed
his file, she was in for a surprise.
Teddy's first grade teacher wrote, 'Teddy is
a bright child with a ready laugh. He does
his work neatly and has good manners...he
is a joy to be around.’
His second grade teacher wrote, 'Teddy is
an excellent student, well liked by his
classmates, but he is troubled because his
mother has a terminal illness and life at
home must be a struggle.'
His third grade teacher wrote, 'His
mother's death has been hard on him. He
tries to do his best, but his father doesn't
show much interest, and his home life will
soon affect him if some steps aren't taken.'
Teddy's fourth grade teacher wrote, 'Teddy
is withdrawn and doesn't show much
interest in school. He doesn't have many
friends and he sometimes sleeps in class.'
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By now, Mrs. Thompson realized the
problem and she was ashamed of herself.
She
felt
even
worse
when
her
students brought her Christmas presents,
wrapped in beautiful ribbons and bright
paper, except for Teddy's. His present was
clumsily wrapped in the heavy, brown
paper that he got from a grocery bag. Mrs.
Thompson took pains to open it in the
middle of the other presents. Some of the
children started to laugh when she found a
rhinestone bracelet with some of the
stones missing, and a bottle that was onequarter full of perfume. But she stifled the
children's laughter when she exclaimed
how pretty the bracelet was, putting it on,
and dabbing some of the perfume on her
wrist. Teddy Stoddard stayed after school
that day just long enough to say, 'Mrs.
Thompson, today you smelled just like my
Mom used to.'
After the children left, she cried for at least
an hour. On that very day, she quit
teaching reading, writing and arithmetic.
Instead, she began to teach children. Mrs.
Thompson paid particular attention to
Teddy. As she worked with him,
his mind seemed to come alive. The more
she encouraged him, the faster he
responded. By the end of the year, Teddy
had become one of the smartest children
in the class and, despite her lie that she
would love all the children the same,
Teddy became one of her teacher's pets.'
A year later, she found a note under her
door, from Teddy, telling her that she was
the best teacher he ever had in his whole
life.
Six years went by before she got another
note from Teddy. He then wrote that he
had finished high school, third in his class,
and she was still the best teacher he ever
had in life.
Four years after that, she got another
letter, saying that while things had been
tough at times, he'd stayed in school, had
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stuck with it, and would soon graduate
from college with the highest of honors.
He assured Mrs. Thompson that she was
still the best and favorite teacher he had
ever had in his whole life.
Then four more years passed and yet
another letter came. This time he explained
that after he got his bachelor's degree, he
decided to go a little further. The letter
explained that she was still the best and
favorite teacher he ever had. But now his
name was a little longer. The letter was
signed, Theodore F. Stoddard, MD.
The story does not end there. You see,
there was yet another letter that spring.
Teddy
said
he
had
met
this
girl and was going to be married. He
explained that his father had died a couple
of years ago and he was wondering if Mrs.
Thompson might agree to sit at the
wedding in the place that was usually
reserved for the mother of the groom.
Of course, Mrs. Thompson did. And guess
what? She wore that bracelet, the one with
several rhinestones missing. Moreover,
she made sure she was wearing the
perfume that Teddy remembered his
mother wearing on their last Christmas
together.
They hugged each other, and Dr. Stoddard
whispered in Mrs. Thompson's ear, 'Thank
you Mrs. Thompson for believing in me.
Thank you so much for making me feel
important and showing me that I could
make a difference.'
Mrs. Thompson, with tears in her eyes,
whispered back. She said, 'Teddy, you
have it all wrong. You were the one who
taught me that I could make a difference. I
didn't know how to teach until I met you.'
(For you who don't know, Teddy Stoddard
is the Doctor at Iowa Methodist in Des
Moines that has the Stoddard Cancer
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Wing.)
Warm someone's
pass this along.

heart

today

.

.

.

Just try to make a difference in someone's
life today ... Just 'do it'.
Random acts of kindness, I think they call
it! The following is a favorite saying:
The person who says it cannot be
done should not interrupt the person
doing it.

SENIORS and COMPUTERS . . .
As we Silver Surfers know, sometimes we
have trouble with our computers.
Yesterday, I had a problem, so I
called Georgie, the 11 year old next door,
whose bedroom looks like Mission
Control, and asked him to come over.
Georgie clicked a
couple of buttons and
solved the problem.
As he was walking
away, I called after
him: ‘So, what was
wrong?’
He replied: 'It was an ID ten T error’.
I didn't want to appear stupid, but
nonetheless inquired: 'An ID ten T error?
What's that? In case I need to fix it again.'
Georgie grinned. 'Haven't you ever heard
of an ID ten T error before?’
'No', I replied.
'Write it down,' he said, 'and I think you'll
figure it out.'
So I wrote down: ID10T
I used to like Georgie, the little sh*thead.
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The Mayonnaise Jar
& Two Beers . . .

contents into the jar effectively filling the
empty space between the sand.
The students laughed.

+
When things in your life seem almost too
much to handle, when 24 hours n a day
are
not
enough,
remember
the
mayonnaise jar and the 2 Beers.
A professor stood before his philosophy
class and had some items in front of him.
When the class began, he wordlessly
picked up a very large and empty
mayonnaise jar and proceeded to fill it with
golf balls.
He then asked the students if the jar was
full. They agreed that it was.
The professor then picked up a box
of pebbles and poured them into the jar.
He shook the jar lightly.
The pebbles rolled into the open areas
between the golf balls.
He then asked the students again if the jar
was full. They agreed it was.
The professor next picked up a box of
sand and poured it into the jar.
Of course, the sand filled up everything
else.
He asked once more if the jar was full. The
students responded with a unanimous
'yes.'
The professor then produced two Beers
from under the table and poured the entire

'Now,' said the professor as the laughter
subsided, 'I want you to recognize

that this jar represents your life.
The
golf
balls
are
the
important things --- your family, your
children, your health, your friends and
your favourite passions --- and if
everything else was lost and only they
remained, your life would still be full.
The pebbles are the other things
that matter like your job, your house and
your car.
The sand is everything else -- -the
small stuff.
'If you put the sand into the jar first,' he
continued, 'there is no room for the
pebbles or the golf balls.
The same goes for life.
If you spend all your time and energy on
the small stuff you will never have room
for the things that are important to you.
Pay attention to the things that are critical
to your happiness.
Spend time with your children.
Spend time with your parents.
Visit with grandparents.
Take your spouse out to dinner.
Play another 18 holes of golf.
There will always be time to clean the
house, fix the disposal or deal with
things from your job.
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Take care of the golf balls first --- the
things that really matter.
Set your priorities.
The rest is just sand.
One of the students raised her hand and
inquired what the Beer represented.
The professor smiled and said, 'I'm glad
you asked.'

The Beer just shows you that no
matter how full your life may seem,
there's always room for a couple of
Beers with a friend.

THE COSTUME PARTY
A couple was invited to a swanky costume
party. The Mrs. got a terrible headache and
told her husband to go to the party alone.
He, being a devoted husband protested,
but she argued and said she was going to
take some aspirin and go to bed and there
was no need for his good time being
spoiled by not going. So he took his
costume and away he went.
The wife, after sleeping soundly for about
an hour, awakened without pain and, as it
was still early, decided to go the party.
Since her husband did not know what her
costume was, she thought she would have
some fun by watching her husband to see
how he acted when she was not with him.
She joined the party
and soon spotted her
husband
cavorting
around on the dance
floor,
dancing
with
every nice woman he
could, and copping a
little feel here and a
little kiss there. His wife
sidled up to him and,

being a rather seductive babe herself, he
left his current partner high and dry and
devoted his time to the new babe that had
just arrived. She let him go as far as he
wished, naturally, since he was her
husband.
Finally, he whispered a little proposition in
her ear and she agreed. So off they went to
one of the cars and had a quickie.
Just before unmasking at midnight, she
slipped away, went home, put the costume
away and got into bed, wondering what
kind of explanation he would make for his
behavior.
She was sitting up reading when he came
in, and she asked what kind of a time he
had.
He said: "Oh, the same old thing. You
know I never have a good time when
you're not there."
"Did you dance much?”
"I'll tell you, I never even danced one
dance. When I got there, I met Pete, Bill
Brown and some other guys, so we went
into the den and played poker all evening.
But you're not going to believe what
happened to the guy I loaned my costume
to.”
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WE DON'T HAVE TOO MANY
FRIENDS ... JUST GOOD
FRIENDS
A farmer had some puppies he needed to
sell. He painted a sign advertising the 4
pups and set about nailing it to a post on
the edge of his yard. As he was driving the
last nail into the post, he felt a tug on his
overalls.
He looked down into the eyes of a little
boy.
"Mister," he said, "I want to buy one of
your puppies."
"Well," said the farmer, as he rubbed the
sweat off the back of his neck, "These
puppies come from fine parents and cost a
good deal of money."
The boy dropped his head for moment.
Then reaching deep into his pocket, he
pulled out a handful of change and held it
up to the farmer.
"I've got thirty-nine cents. Is that enough
to take a look?"
"Sure," said the farmer. And with that he
let out a whistle. "Here, Dolly!" he called.
Out from the doghouse and down the ramp
ran Dolly followed by four little balls of fur.
The little boy pressed his face against the
chain link fence. His eyes danced with
delight. As the dogs made their way to the
fence, the little boy noticed something else
stirring inside the doghouse.
Slowly another little ball appeared, this
one noticeably smaller. Down the ramp it
slid.
Then in a somewhat awkward manner, the
little pup began hobbling toward the
others, doing its best to catch up.
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"I want that one," the little boy said,
pointing to the runt.
The farmer knelt down at the boy's side
and said, "Son, you don't want that puppy.
He will never be able to run and play with
you like these other dogs would."
With that the little boy stepped back from
the fence, reached down, and began
rolling up one leg of his trousers. In doing
so he revealed a steel brace running down
both sides of his leg attaching itself to a
specially made shoe.
Looking back up at the farmer, he said,
"You see sir, I don't run too well myself,
and he will need someone who
understands."
With tears in his eyes, the farmer reached
down and picked up the little pup. Holding
it carefully he handed it to
the little boy.
"How much?" asked the
little boy . . . "No charge,"
answered
the
farmer,
"There's no charge for
love."
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IF I DIDN'T HAVE
DOGS...
I could walk around the
yard barefoot in safety.
My house could be
carpeted instead of tiled
and laminated.

All flat surfaces, clothing, furniture, and
cars would be free of hair.
When the doorbell rings, it wouldn't sound
like a kennel.
When the doorbell rings, I could get to the
door without wading through fuzzy bodies
who beat me there.

I would not have as many leaves INSIDE
my house as outside.
I would not look strangely at people who
think having ONE dog/cat ties them down
too much.
I'd look forward to spring and the rainy
season
I would not have to answer the question
'Why do you have so many animals?' from
people who will never have the joy in their
lives of knowing they are loved
unconditionally by someone as close to an
angel as they will ever get.
How EMPTY my life would be!!!!

I could sit on the couch and my bed the
way I wanted, without taking into
consideration how much space several fur
bodies would need to get comfortable.
I would have money...and no guilt to go on
a real vacation.
I would not be on a first-name basis with 6
veterinarians, as I put their yet unborn
grand kids through college.
The most used words in my vocabulary
would not be: out, sit, down, come, no,
stay, and leave him/her/it ALONE.
My house would not be cordoned off into
zones with baby gates or barriers.
My house would not look like a day care
center, toys everywhere.
My pockets would not contain things like
poop bags, treats and an extra leash.
I would no longer have to Spell the words
B-A-L-L, F-R-I-S-B-E- E, W-A-L-K, T-R-E-AT, B-I-K-E, G-O, R-I-D-E

Getting older is like visiting an all-youcan-eat buffet. What should be hot is
cold, what should be firm is limp, and
the buns are bigger than anything else
on the menu!
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HUMOUR OUS G E MS f ro m o u r
Special Friend Elsie Fraser of ANAF
Assiniboia Unit 283 in Winnipeg, Manitoba
ENJOY THIS ONE, LADIES . . .
In the hospital the relatives gathered in
the waiting room, where a family member
lay gravely ill. Finally, the doctor came in
looking tired and somber.
'I'm afraid I'm the bearer of bad news,'
he said as he surveyed the worried faces.
'The only hope left for your loved one at
this time is a brain transplant. It's an
experimental
procedure,
very
risky,
but it is the only hope. Insurance will cover
the procedure. But you will have to pay for
the BRAIN.’
The family members sat silent as they
absorbed the news. After a time, someone
asked, 'How much will a brain cost?'
The doctor quickly responded,
'$5,000 for a male brain; $200 for a female
brain.’
The moment turned awkward.
Some of the men actually had to 'try' to not
smile, avoiding eye contact with the
women.
A man unable to control his curiosity,
finally blurted out the question everyone
wanted to ask, ‘Why is the male brain so
much more than a female brain?
The doctor smiled at the childish
innocence and explained to the entire
group,
'It's
just
standard
pricing
procedure. We have to price the female
brains a lot lower because they've been
used.'

THE BUZZ
Well one day Harry the Eagle waited at the
nest for Mary, his darling of 10 glorious
years.
After a while when she didn't return he
went looking and found her. She had been
shot dead!
Harry was devastated, but after about six
minutes of mourning he decided that he
must get himself another mate, but since
there weren't any lady eagles available
he'd have to cross the feather barrier.
So he flew off to find a new mate. He found
a lovely dove and brought her back to the
nest.
The sex was good but all the dove would
say is ......... 'I am a DOVE, I want to love! I
am a DOVE, I want to love!'
Well this finally got on Harry's nerves so he
kicked the dove out of the nest and flew
off once more to find a mate..
He soon found a very sexy loon and
brought her back to the nest. Again the sex
was good but all the loon would say is........
'I am a LOON, I want to spoon! I am a
LOON, I want to spoon!'
So out with the loon.
Once more he flew off to find a mate. This
time he found a gorgeous duck and he
brought the duck back to the nest. This
time the sex was great, but all the duck
would say was.....
NO, The duck didn't say THAT !
...
Don't
be
SO
disgusting!
The duck said.... 'I
You made a MISTAKE!!

am

a

Don't Drink and Drive
You might hit a bump
and spill something.

DRAKE,
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A Lovely Story About Me:
One day, long, long ago, there
lived a woman who
did not whine, nag or bitch.
(That would be me...)
BUT that was a
long time ago and
it was just
that one
day.

High fat diets can be disastrous, and none
of us realizes the long-term harm caused
by the germs in our drinking water.
However, there is one thing that is the
most dangerous of all and we all have
eaten, or will eat it. Can anyone here tell
me what food it is that causes the most
grief and suffering for years after eating
it?'
After several seconds of quiet, a 75-yearold man in the front row raised his hand,
and softly said, 'Wedding Cake.'

BLUE BIRD OF HAPPINESS,
MY ASS!

The End
Brenda and Steve took their six-year-old
son to the doctor.
With some hesitation, they explained that
although their little angel appeared to be in
good health, they were concerned about
his rather small penis.
After examining the child, the doctor
confidently declared, 'Just feed him
pancakes. That should solve the problem.'
The next morning when the boy arrived at
breakfast, there was a large stack of warm
pancakes in the middle of the table.
'Gee, Mom,' he exclaimed. 'For me?'
'Just take two,' Brenda replied. 'The rest
are for your father.'

A Doctor was addressing a large audience
in Tampa. 'The material we put into our
stomachs is enough to have killed most of
us sitting here, years ago.. Red meat is
awful. Soft drinks corrode your stomach
lining. Chinese food is loaded with MSG.

It's Friggin' Freezing. There's snow
up my ass, all the food's covered with
3 feet of this white sh____, and you
want ME to sing?
What?? Anne Murray's
"Snowbird"?
Next year, I'm flyin' to Jamaica!!
Husband and wife had a tiff.
She called up her mom and said,
"He fought with me again, I am coming to
live with you."
Mom said,
"No darling, he must pay for his mistake.
I am coming to live with you.”
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FROM OUR UNIT
#68 BUZZ RECIPE
CORNER:
SHEPHERD'S PIE
POTATO SKINS

½ tsp dried oregano
Black pepper
POTATOES AND MASH:
4 large potatoes, scrubbed clean
(about 400g/13oz each)
½ to 1 cup milk (full or low fat)
2 tbsp butter (optional – but highly
recommended)
Salt to taste
INSTRUCTIONS:
1. Preheat oven to 180C/350F.

Don't save the potato you scoop out for
another dish - mash it and pile it on top to
make these irresistible Shepherd's Pie
Potato Skins!
Author: Nagi | RecipeTin Eats
INGREDIENTS:
250g/8oz beef mince (ground beef)
1 tbsp olive oil
½ onion (brown, white or yellow),
diced
1 clove garlic, minced
1½ cups frozen mixed vegetables
(pea, corn, carrots) (or fresh)
2 tbsp flour
1 cup beef stock/broth (or 1 stock /
bouillon cube dissolved in hot
water)
½ cup water
½ tsp salt
½ tsp dried thyme

PREPARE THE POTATOES AND
MASH:
1. Prick the potatoes with a fork
(about 6 times on each potato) and
microwave on high for 5 minutes.
Then turn and microwave for a
further 5 minutes. Pierce with a
knife to check if they are cooked.
2. Remove from microwave (use a
dish cloth). Cut off the tops and
scoop out the center using a spoon,
leaving a fairly thin skin (about 0.5
cm / 0.2”).
3. Place the potato scooped out in a
bowl. Add milk, butter and salt and
mash with a potato masher until
smooth, or to your liking.
4. If you want to pipe the filling, place
the mashed potato into a piping
back with a large star tip nozzle.
FILLING:
1. Meanwhile, make the filling. Heat
the olive oil in a large fry pan over
medium high heat.
2. Add onion and garlic, sauté for 2
minutes until softened.
3. Turn up heat to high. Add mince
beef (ground beef) and cook,
breaking up the mince as you go,
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until nicely browned and cooked –
about 3 minutes.

4. Sprinkle over flour and stir to
combine.
5. Add remaining ingredients and stir
to combine. Bring to simmer and
continue to stir until the sauce is
thick and glossy – around 2
minutes.
6. Remove from heat.
ASSEMBLE POTATOES:
1. Fill each potato with the Filling so it
is slightly heaped. Push down
lightly to pack the filling in well.

A
TOUCH
OF
HUMOUR . . .

MEDICAL

An annoyingly self-righteous man went to
the doctor for a check-up. He said, "I feel
terrible. Please examine me and tell me
what's wrong with me."
"Let's begin with a few questions," said
the doctor, "Do you drink much?"
"Alcohol?" said the man. "I'm a teetotaler.
Never touch a drop."
"How about smoking?" asked the doctor.

2. Pipe over the mashed potato, or
scoop it on with a spoon then fluff it
up with a fork. You probably won’t
use all of it – save the remainder or
serve it on the side.

"Never," replied the man. "Tobacco is bad,
and I have strong principles against it."

3. Place in the oven and bake for 15 to
20 minutes until the mashed potato
is starting to brown on the ridges.

"Oh, no," said the man. "Sex is sin. I'm in
bed by 9:30 every night and I always have
been."

4. Serve immediately!

The doctor paused, looked at the man
hard, and asked,

NOTES:
1. This freezes really well. Freeze after
baking for best results, otherwise the
mashed potato sticks to the cling wrap. To
reheat, thaw then bake (to get the top
crispy again) or microwave.
2. You can bake the potatoes if you prefer,
rather than microwaving them. They will
take around 40 – 50 minutes at 180C/350F.
3. If you are in a real hurry, you can skip
the step of baking and just brown the top
under the grill/broiler. But note that the
baking gives the Filling time for the
flavours to develop as well as browning
the top.
4. You could also sprinkle some grated
parmesan cheese on top of the mashed
potato. Adds even more crunch and flavor!

"Well, uh." asked the doctor, "do you have
much sex life?"

"Do you have pains in your head?"
"Yes," said the man. "I
have terrible pains in my
head."
"O.K.," said the doctor.
"That's your trouble.
Your halo is on too
tight!!

Long ago when men cursed and beat
the ground with sticks,
it was called witchcraft.
Today, it's called golf!!
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THE BUZZ
FROM YOUR EDITORS . . .
Spring has Sprung –
the grass is riz . . .
we wonder where the
Boidies is!!!
No need to wonder . . . they are here in
Sunny Surrey!!
Yes, we have had an unusually warm
winter and heading hopefully into a warm
and sunny spring!

"I've often been asked, 'What do you do
now that you're retired?’
'Well...I'm fortunate to have a chemical
engineering background and one of the
things I enjoy most is converting beer,
wine and whiskey into urine. It's
rewarding,
uplifting,
satisfying
and
fulfilling. I do it every day and I really enjoy
it."
Harold Schlumberg

SWEET TASTING?
One day an old man goes into a pharmacy,
reaches
into
his
pocket
and takes out a small bottle and a
teaspoon laying it on the counter.
He asks the pharmacist, "Could you taste
this for me, please".
Being a senior citizen, the pharmacist
went along, taking the spoon with a tiny
dab of the liquid, puts it in his mouth
swills the liquid around and with a
grimacing look spits it out in a cup.
"Now does that taste sweet to you." says
the old man?
The pharmacist said to the old man. "Hell
no!"
"Oh that's a relief", says the old man,
“The doctor told me to come here and get
my urine tested for sugar".

We want to apologize to all of our loyal
Buzz readers for a very late March issue
of The Buzz – your Editors moved this
month downsizing from a 3 BR twostorey townhouse to a 2 BR ranch-style
townhouse – no more stairs – YIPPEE!!!
We remain in the same complex so have
the same great neighbours – all is good
with our world!! Except for the neverending unpacking! Therefore we thank
everyone for your patience – ENJOY!!
Be well, stay safe, and SMILE (it makes
your face feel good), and if smiles are
good, laughs are even better. It's been
said, "You don't stop laughing when you
die, you die when you stop laughing!!"
Your Editors,
Mardi & Fred

