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YOUR
PRESIDENT’S
REPORT
Comrades:
To support our unit we have designed TShirts embroidered with a little yellow
"buzz bee" and the inscription East
Vancouver Unit #68 on the upper right
corner of the T-shirt.

new magnets will not fade and are of a
high quality and are available thru my unit
at the above email at a cost of $5.50
including taxes and can be re-sold by your
unit at a small profit, postage extra. This is
a great way to showcase our organization
on your vehicle.
Fraternally,
Bob Rietveld
President A.N.A.F. Unit #68

These T-shirts come in white or black, in
all sizes including V-Neck shirts for ladies.
We offer these T-shirts at $20.00 each.
Please e-mail
me
at
sirbob999@hotmail.com to place your
order, or plan to pick one up at our
up-coming
Trout
Lake Barbecue
/Picnic on Saturday, July 18th.
Every unit is welcome to join us for a cool
suds, good food and great camaraderie
from 9:00 A.M to 9:00 P.M. at
this annual event. Don't forget our popular
mini-draw with over 40 prizes and this year
a 50/50 fundraiser.
At our Provincial Convention, 10 units
ordered the A.N.A.F. Car Magnets
which I have now received and are in the
process of mailing to these units. These

UNIT #68 SUPER NEAT T-SHIRTS!
Available in white (shown) or black,
crew neck or ladies V-neck . . .
Only $20 each!!

Wear one with pride!!!
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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

Comrades,
At the Steveston Salmon Festival July 1st
and Tsawwassen Aug 3rd. the Colour
Guard are going to place my H2 Hummer
into these parades. Those comrades who
can no longer march, due to physical or
age limitations are invited to join us at
these
parades.
The
Hummer
can
accommodate 6 and I have had a flag
attachment manufactured which inserts
into the trailer hitch. Also two large
A.N.A.F. Magnetic logo signs will be on the
unit to showcase our organization.
This is another attempt by your Colour
Guard to enhance our numbers on parade
and we hope many veterans and comrades
will join us and be acknowledged by the
public at these events.
Please contact our Colour Guard secretary
to reserve your spot in the Hummer at
jan.holt@7-11.com
We are invited this year to attend the July
4th Independence Day Parade in Pt.
Roberts U.S.A. for the first time. We are
supporting this event because of their
donation to the Citadel Canine Society
fund raising effort, besides a Yankee beer
sounds tasty!!!
I have received hundreds of items from
Veteran Affairs Canada for our veterans to
throw out to the kids from our Hummer.
Another good reason why you should join
the Colour Guard. Chuck McDonald, the
God-father of the Colour Guard will be our
designated driver. Everyone is welcome to
come and watch. The pancake breakfast is
at 9:00 A.M. and the parade is at 11:00 A.M.
Remember to bring your passport.
Bob Rietveld
Past Color Sergeant

This is the 14th year since Canada sent our
soldiers to Afghanistan. It began secretly
in 2001 with a joint task force, but in 2006
we took on a larger role, with 2,500
Canadian forces personnel deployed in
Kandahar province.
On April 18, 2002, an American F-16 jet
fighter dropped a laser-guided bomb on a
group of soldiers from 3rd Battalion PPCLI
Battle group. The American pilots mistook
their gunfire for a Taliban attack; four
Canadians were killed. These were the first
combat deaths for Canada since the
Korean War.
Since that year, 158 Canadian soldiers
have died in Afghanistan, an additional 22
soldiers under non-combat circumstances,
4 civilians and one Foreign Affairs official;
over 2,000 soldiers were injured.
The financial cost of this war is debatable
but the government estimates from the
period 2001 to 2009 at CAD $9 Billion
and sources estimate total cost at CAD
$18.5 Billion by 2011. I can find no figures
to 2015.
All these funds are not war related as
Canada has lent money to over 140.000
people in Afghanistan, cleared about one
third of the estimated land mines and
helped train the Afghan police and army.
On March 12, 2014 the mission was
formally completed with a flag lowering
ceremony in Kabul. "LEST WE FORGET"
Submitted in honour of Roy Blair.
Fraternally,
Bob Rietveld
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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 continue to 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!

HAPPY BIRTHDAY to our
Unit #68 JUNE Celebrants!

SPORTS REPORT with LES
JONES . . . .
The
Provincial
Longboard
Shuffleboard Tournament was held at
Taurus Unit 298, 3917 Main Street,
Vancouver, on Saturday, May 23rd, 2015.
1st Place - #298 - Peter Waldon and
Bryan Mutson
2ndPlace - #26 - Jim Dunn and
Norm Briscoe
Congratulations to all, and Thanks to
Taurus Unit for their great hospitality!!
The
Masters
Shuffleboard
Tournament was scheduled to be held at
the 100 club 2211 Kingsway Vancouver,
BC on June 12, 13 & 14, 2015 has been
POSTPONED. The hotel that was booked
for our out of town US players has
cancelled half of the reserved rooms
therefore Gordie Smith is currently
working on another hotel with reasonable
pricing ... this will move the tournament
into the summer months. This may take a
bit of work and time.
Another notice will be sent out when new
hotel bookings are set up.

Joe & Sam Bruni
William Ritchie

Alan Carson
William Wonnacott

Unfortunately your Editors have been
known to miss a birthday or two for our
members. If we have missed yours please
contact us and let us know so that we can
update our files. Thank you

Happy Birthday Everyone!!!!

You are invited to visit our
website at anavets68.com

CONTACT: Gordie Smith
mailto:gordie@eagleshuffleboard.com
Watch July Buzz for more info.
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THE 57 CENT CHURCH
A little girl stood near a small church from
which she had been turned away because
it was 'too crowded.'
‘I can't go to Sunday School,' she sobbed
to the pastor as he walked by.
Seeing her shabby, unkempt appearance,
the pastor guessed the reason and, taking
her by the hand, took her inside and found
a place for her in the Sunday school class.
The child was so happy that they found
room for her, and she went to bed that
night thinking of the children who have no
place to worship Jesus.

THE BUZZ
realtor who offered them a parcel of land
worth many thousands.
When told that the church could not pay
so much, he offered to sell it to the little
church for 57 cents.
Church members made large donations.
Checks came from far and wide..
Within five years the little girl's gift had
increased to $250,000.00--a huge sum for
that time (near the turn of the century). Her
unselfish love had paid large dividends.

Some two years later, this child lay dead in
one of the poor tenement buildings.
Her parents called for the kind-hearted
pastor who had befriended their daughter
to handle the final arrangements.
As her poor little body was being moved, a
worn and crumpled red purse was found
which seemed to have been rummaged
from some trash dump.
Inside was found 57 cents and a note,
scribbled in childish handwriting, which
read: 'This is to help build the little church
bigger so more children can go to Sunday
School.' For two years she had saved for
this offering of love.

When you are in the city of Philadelphia,
look up Temple Baptist Church, with a
seating capacity of 3,300. And be sure to
visit Temple University, where thousands
of students are educated.
Have a look, too, at the Good Samaritan
Hospital and at a Sunday School building
which houses hundreds of beautiful
children, built so that no child in the area
will ever need to be left outside during
Sunday school time.

When the pastor tearfully read that note,
he knew instantly what he would do.
Carrying this note and the cracked, red
pocketbook to the pulpit, he told the story
of her unselfish love and devotion.
He challenged his deacons to get busy and
raise enough money for the larger
building.

In one of the rooms of this
building may be seen the
picture of the sweet face of the
little girl whose 57 cents, so
sacrificially saved, made such
remarkable history. Alongside
of it is a portrait of her kind pastor, Dr.
Russell H. Conwell, author of the book,
'Acres of Diamonds'.

But the story does not end there....
A newspaper learned of the story and
published it. It was read by a wealthy

This is a true story, which goes to show
WHAT GOD CAN DO WITH 57 CENTS.
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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.

SIX LITTLE
YOU . . .

STORIES

FOR

1} Once all villagers decided to pray for
rain, on the day of prayer all the people
gathered, but only one boy came with an
umbrella.
That's FAITH
{2} When you throw a baby in the air, she
laughs because she knows you will catch
her.
That's TRUST
{3} Every night we go to bed, without any
assurance of being alive the next morning
but still we set the alarms to wake up.
That's HOPE
{4} We plan big things for tomorrow in
spite of zero knowledge of the future.
That's CONFIDENCE
{5} We see the world suffering, but still we
get married and have children.
That's LOVE
{6} On an old man's shirt was written a
sentence 'I am not 80 years old....I am
sweet 16 with 64 years experience'
That's ATTITUDE
Have a happy day, and live your life
like the six stories!

“One of the keys to happiness is a
bad memory.”
--- Rita Mae Brown
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O.K. Gang! Throw away
your National Enquirers and
your romance magazines.
I’m giving it all to you
straight from the lip – my
column this month is about
“Wartime Romances”, the Love Life of a
Canadian Soldier. My brother Ken and
myself joined the army on the same day,
June 18, 1940 at the Beatty Street
Armories, the same day but not at the
same time. I never saw my brother again
until after the war. His was a real War Time
Romance. He met and married a young
English girl named Winnie in Brighton.
When they arrived in Vancouver they
stayed in our family home while they
looked for a house of their own. One
evening I shall never forget. We were all
sitting around in our living room listening
to the radio. Suddenly Winnie got up and
said she was heading for bed because
they had a busy day ahead of them househunting. My mother told her to wait and
she would get her an alarm clock. “Oh I
don’t need it,” she answered. “Ken is
planning to knock me up in the morning.”
Suddenly our living room went deadly
silent, my mother almost fainted. After our
initial shock we discovered that the word
‘Knocked-up’ meant ‘Wake-up call’ in
England. We all felt better after the
translation! That was our introduction to
the English language.
When the army sent me to Vernon for my
basic training, I felt this was the end of my
love life. What girl would choose me when
they had over a thousand other soldiers
with better looks, and more money (I was
only getting $9 a month for wearing an
over-sized baggy uniform). I always
figured the Army made me wear these
three-times-too-big uniforms so it would
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deter other young men like myself from
joining the army.
One bright sunny day, I was walking down
the main street of Vernon when I spotted a
sweet young lady standing and looking
through a store window. She looked very
lonely so I decided to use the famous
Robinson Technique on her. I went up to
her and asked her if she could tell me
where the Vernon Library was. She turned
and said she would like to find it herself.
We walked all over town without finding it.
I confessed to her that I really didn’t want
to find the library and she laughed and
admitted she really didn’t care if they
didn’t even have a library. She said she
had just arrived from L.A. and was very
lonely! So the Robinson Technique worked
again! I not only ended up with a girl friend
but a California Peach!
Finally the Vernon winter weather moved
in. One night she was waiting for me in
front of the movie theatre. I told her that
coming from California she must have felt
this weather terribly cold. “How would I
know? I’ve never been in California, in fact
I’ve never ever been in the United States,”
she answered. I reminded her that the first
day we met she told me she had just
arrived from L.A. She laughed and agreed
that she had said that, but also didn’t
mean Los Angeles. She meant her home
town of Lethbridge, Alberta!! Anyways I
may have not had a California Peach, but I
had a genuine Alberta Peach!
My next romance occurred in Alberni when
I was stationed in the Army camp in Port
Alberni. One day I discovered that there
was a Jitney (taxi) than ran to Alberni for a
fee of 10¢. I decided one day to take the 15
minute trip and see what the village had to
offer. When I jumped in the Jitney I
discovered there was a pretty young
woman already in the vehicle. By the time
we reached Alberni we were quite friendly
and made a date to go to the local theatre
that evening. After that we began going to
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the local dances and other events. The
beautiful girl’s name was Bernadine. She
told me she was 18, her Dad was in the
army and was stationed in Ontario and her
mother ran a small hot dog and hamburger
café in Alberni.
One night after I dropped her off at her
house I decided I’d get myself a hotdog for
the trip back to the army camp. I walked
into the café and the woman behind the
counter asked me if I was Private
Robinson, and I told her I was. Then it
happened – she informed me that
Bernadine was only 14 years old. I was
very shocked, and I told her mother that
she had told me she was 18 1/2 years old.
Her mother agreed that she dressed and
acted like an older girl. With her Dad not
home and her working until midnight every
night she felt bad that poor Bernadine was
on her own too much. I explained that if
the army ever found out I was escorting a
14 year old girl around town I would end
up in the New Westminster Penitentiary!
Her mother was very understanding and
actually felt sorry for me and her daughter.
Remember I wasn’t a dirty old man of 93, I
was only 19 years old when this all took
place. I never returned to Alberni again.
But, the story didn’t end there. Thirty or
more years later, my wife and myself were
attending
an
ANAVETS
Provincial
Convention in Victoria. While we were
sitting in a restaurant a waitress came
over to our table and asked if I was Ron
Robinson. Before I had the chance to ask
how she knew me she told my wife and I
that her name was Bernadine. She put her
tray down, sat at our table and told my
wife the entire story. We all had a great
laugh and for weeks after that my wife
addressed me as a dirty old man! Hester
had a great sense of humour, and got a
kick out of telling our friends this story
over and over again.

THE BUZZ
Clint Eastwood at 84
Preparing To Say Good-Bye
My Twilight Years ~
Clint Eastwood

As I enjoy my twilight years, I am often
struck by the inevitability that the party
must end.
There will be a clear, cold morning when
there isn't any "more." No more hugs, no
more special moments to celebrate
together, no more phone calls just to chat.
It seems to me that one of the important
things to do before that morning comes, is
to let every one of your family and friends
know that you care for them by finding
simple ways to let them know your
heartfelt beliefs and the guiding principles
of your life so they can always say, "He
was my friend, and I know where he
stood."

Editors Note: Who needs the National
Enquirer when we have you, Ronnie!

GO A HE A D – MA KE MY D A Y !!!
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DANDELION OIL FOR
JOINT PAIN

Did you know that dandelions are one of
the most useful plants to reduce joint pain
and aching muscles? Dandelions have
anti-inflammatory properties that have
been proven to relieve pain associated
with arthritis, gout, sore muscles, and joint
pain.
This dandelion infused oil can effectively
relieve discomfort when massaged into
skin. This is easy to make and half the
ingredients are free!:)
Approximate Time: 45 - 1 hour
Yield: 1 jar
SUPPLIES:
clean glass jar
dandelion blossoms to fill your jar
extra virgin olive oil
fabric
rubber band
STEPS:

You will want to snip them with scissors
just below the petals. A bit of the green
part is completely fine, every part of this
amazing plant is edible.
Fill your
blossoms.

chosen

jar

To prepare them, blow on them and agitate
the flower with your finger to remove any
debris. If you try to rinse them in water,
they close up, sealing any dirt or bugs
inside.

cleaned

Pour in extra virgin olive oil just shy of the
top.
Cut a small piece of fabric and secure this
with a rubber band to the top.
Set in a sunny windowsill for 2 weeks to
infuse thoroughly.
Now you will want to strain your flowers
out of your oil. Please don't throw them
away, they are still very nutritious! I will be
putting mine in pasta, with fish, and even
scrambled eggs.
As for your oil, pour it back into your jar
and use a lid this time.
Store in a cool, dry place. Or, you may
store it in the fridge indefinitely.
Enjoy!
Source: Pinterest inspired

Go out into your yard and pick enough
dandelions to fill your chosen jar.

with
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AH-H-H – LITTLE GIRLS . . . .

A Seniors 50 Shades
of Grey .... !
After nearly 40 years of marriage, Charlie
and his wife were lying in bed . . . .
Suddenly the wife felt Charlie begin to
massage her in ways he hadn't in quite
some time . . . .
It almost tickled as his fingers started at
her neck, and then began moving down
past the small of her back . . . .
He then caressed her shoulders and neck,
slowly worked his hand down, stopping
just over her stomach . . . .
He then proceeded to place his hand on
her left inner arm, working down her side,
passing gently over her buttock and down
her leg to her calf . . . .

A precious little girl walks into a PetSmart
store and asks, in the sweetest little lisp
between two missing teeth, "Excuthe me
mithter, do you keep widdle wabbits?"
As the shopkeeper's heart melts, he gets
down on his knees so that he's on her
level and asks, "Do you want a little white
wabbit, or a soft and fuzzy black wabbit, or
maybe one like that cute little brown
wabbit over there?"

Then, he proceeded up her thigh, stopping
just at the uppermost portion of her leg . . .
He continued in the same manner on her
right side .... then suddenly stopped, rolled
over and became silent . . . .

She in turn blushes, rocks on her heels,
puts her hands on her knees, leans
forward and says in a tiny quiet voice, "I
don't think my python weally gives a thit!"

Dog looks at a human and thinks:
"My hero, my friend, my buddy."
Cat looks at a human and thinks:
"My can-opener."

As she had become quite aroused by this
caressing, she asked in a loving voice ....
“Honey, that was wonderful .... Why did
you stop . . . . ??”
To which he responded ... “I found the
remote . . . . !"
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This explains why Friends forward
Jokes. I've never thought of it this
way before.
A man and his dog were walking along a
road. The man was enjoying the scenery,
when it suddenly occurred to him that he
was dead. He remembered dying and that
the dog walking beside him had been dead
for years.
He wondered where the road was leading
them. After a while, they came to a high,
white stone wall along one side of the
road. It looked like fine marble.
At the top of a long hill, it was broken by a
tall arch that glowed in the Sunlight. When
he was standing before it, he saw a
magnificent gate in the arch that looked
like mother-of-pearl and the street that led
to the gate looked like pure gold.
He and the dog walked toward the gate,
and as he got closer, he saw a man at a
desk to one side.
When he was close enough, he called out,
“Excuse me, where are we?”
“This is Heaven, sir,” the man answered.
“Wow! Would you happen to have some
water?” the man asked.
“Of course sir. Come right in, and I'll have
some ice water brought right up.” The man
gestured, and the gate began to open.
“Can my friend,” gesturing toward his dog,
“come in, too?” the traveler asked.
”I'm sorry sir, but we don't accept pets.”
The man thought a moment and then
turned back toward the road and
continued the way he had been going with
his dog.
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After another long walk, and at the top of
another long Hill, he came to a dirt road
leading through a farm gate that looked as
if it had never been closed. There was no
fence. As he approached the gate, he saw
a man inside, leaning against a tree and
reading a book.
“Excuse me!” he called to the man. “Do
you have any Water?”
“Yeah, sure, there's a pump over there,
come on in.”
”How about my friend here?” the traveler
gestured to the dog.
”There should be a bowl by the pump,”
said the man. They went through the gate,
and sure enough, there was an oldfashioned hand pump with a bowl beside
it.
The traveler filled the water bowl and took
a long drink himself, then he gave some to
the dog.
When they were full, he and the dog
walked back toward the man who was
standing by the tree.
“What do you call this
place?” the traveler asked.
“This
is
answered.

Heaven,”

he

“Well, that's confusing,” the
traveler said. “The man
down the road said that was
Heaven, too.'”
”Oh, you mean the place with the gold
street and pearly gates? Nope. That's
Hell.”
”Doesn't it make you mad for them to use
your name like that?”
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”No, we're just happy that they
screen out the folks who would
leave their best friends behind.”
So-o-o-o. Now you see, sometimes, we
wonder why friends keep forwarding stuff
to us without writing a word. Maybe this
will explain it. When you are very busy, but
still want to keep in touch, guess what you
do? You forward emails!
When you have nothing to say, but still
want to keep contact, you forward Jokes!
When you have something to say, but
don't know what, and don't know how . . .
you forward Stuff!
A 'forward' lets you know that . . .
. . . You are still remembered,
. . . You are still important,
. . . You are still loved,
. . . You are still cared for.
So, next time if you get a 'forward', don't
think that you've been sent just another
forwarded joke, but that you've been
thought of today and your friend on the
other end of your computer wanted to
send you a smile.

THE BUZZ
FOR ALL THE LADIES WE
KNOW THAT DRIVE ALONE!
I had a flat tire on the freeway yesterday;
so, I pulled over, got out of the car and
opened my trunk.
I took out my cardboard men, unfolded
them and stood them at the rear of my car
facing oncoming traffic. They look so
lifelike you wouldn't believe it!
Just as I had hoped, cars started slowing
down looking at the men which made it
much safer for me to work on the side of
the road.
People honked and waved, and it wasn't
long before a police car pulled up behind
me.
He wanted to know what the heck I was
doing so I calmly explained that I was
changing my flat. He told me he could see
that, but demanded to know what the heck
my cardboard men were doing standing at
the rear of my car.
I couldn't believe he didn't know! So I told
him ...
Well, I explained to the angry Policeman...

You are welcome at my Water Bowl
anytime !! So here's to keeping in touch . .
. Even if it means only forwarding on an
email!

They're my Emergency Flashers!!!!
I go to court in July.
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HOW TO CALL THE POLICE WHEN YOU'RE OLD, AND YOU
DON'T MOVE FAST ANYMORE.

THE LIGHT TURNED
YELLOW

George Phillips, an elderly man from
Walled Lake, Michigan, was going up to
bed, when his wife told him that he'd left
the light on in the garden shed, which she
could see from the bedroom window.

The light turned yellow, just in front of
him. He did the right thing, stopping at the
crosswalk, even though he could have
beaten the red light by accelerating
through the intersection.

George opened the back door to go turnoff
the light, but saw that there were people in
the shed stealing things. He phoned the
police, who asked "Is someone in your
house?"

The tailgating woman was furious and
honked her horn, screaming in frustration,
as she missed her chance to get through
the intersection, dropping her cell phone
and makeup.

He said "No, but some people are breaking
into my garden shed and stealing from
me.”

As she was still in mid-rant, baring her
teeth she heard a tap on her window and
looked up into the face of a very serious
police officer. The officer ordered her to
exit her car with her hands up.

Then the police dispatcher said "All
patrols are busy, you should lock your
doors and an officer will be along when
one is available"
George said, "Okay." He hung up the
phone and counted to 30. Then he phoned
the police again.
"Hello, I just called you a few seconds ago
because there were people stealing things
from my shed. Well, you don't have to
worry about them now because I just shot
and killed them both; the dogs are eating
them right now" and he hung up.
Within five minutes, six Police Cars, a
SWAT Team, a Helicopter, two Fire Trucks,
a Paramedic and an Ambulance showed up
at the Phillips' residence, and caught the
burglars red-handed.
One of the Policemen said to George, "I
thought you said that you'd shot them!"
George said, "I thought you said there was
nobody available!"
(True Story)

Don't mess with old people

He took her to the
police station where
she was searched,
fingerprinted,
photographed, and
placed in a holding
cell.
After a couple of hours, a policeman
approached the cell and opened the door.
She was escorted back to the booking
desk where the arresting officer was
waiting with her personal effects, and an
explanation.
He said, "I'm very sorry for this mistake.
You see, I pulled up behind your car while
you were blowing your horn, flipping off
the guy in front of you and cussing a blue
streak at him. I noticed the 'What Would
Jesus Do?' bumper sticker, the 'Choose
Life' license plate holder, the 'Follow Me to
Sunday-School' bumper sticker, and the
'chrome-plated Christian fish emblem' on
the trunk, so naturally....I assumed you
had stolen the car."
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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

RAMBLINGS OF A RETIRED MIND:
I was thinking about how a status symbol
of today is those cell phones that everyone
has clipped onto their belt or purse. I can't
afford one. So, I'm wearing my garage
door opener. I also made a cover for my
hearing aid and now I have what they call
blue teeth, I think.
You know, I spent a fortune on deodorant
before I realized that people didn't like me
anyway.
I was thinking that women should put
pictures of missing husbands on beer
cans!
I was thinking about old age and decided
that old age is 'when you still have
something on the ball, but you are just too
tired to bounce it.'
I thought about making a fitness movie for
folks my age, and call it 'Pumping Rust'.
I've gotten that dreaded furniture disease.
That's when your chest is falling into your
drawers!
When people see a cat's litter box, they
always say, 'Oh, have you got a cat?' Just
once I want to say, 'No, it's for company!'
Employment application blanks always ask
who is to be notified in case of an
emergency. I think you should write, 'A
Good Doctor'!
Why do they put pictures of criminals up in
the Post Office? What are we supposed to
do...write to these men? Why don't they
just put their pictures on the postage
stamps so the mailmen could look for
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them while they deliver the mail? Or better
yet, arrest them while they are taking their
pictures!
I was thinking about how people seem to
read the Bible a whole lot more as they get
older. Then, it dawned on me, they were
cramming for their finals.
As for me, I'm just hoping God grades on
the curve.

"Enjoy Your Days & Love Your Life"
Because: "Life is a journey to be
savored.”
Paddy and Murphy are working on a
building site. Paddy says to Murphy "I'm
gonna have the day off, I'm gonna pretend
I'm mad!"
He climbs up the rafters, hangs upside
down and shouts "I'M A LIGHTBULB! I'M A
LIGHTBULB!"
Murphy
watches
in
amazement!
The Foreman shouts "Paddy you're mad,
go home" So he leaves the site.
Murphy starts packing his kit up to leave
as well.
"Where the hell are you going?" asks the
Foreman.
"I can't work in the friggin' dark!" says
Murphy.
I just had a call from a Charity asking me
to donate some of my clothes to the
starving people throughout the world. I
told them to piss off!!!
Anybody who fits into my clothes isn't
starving!!!

14
THE LAST CAB RIDE . . .
I arrived at the address and honked the
horn. After waiting a few minutes I honked
again.
Since this was going to be my last ride of
my shift I thought about just driving away,
but instead I put the car in park and
walked up to the door and knocked. 'Just a
minute', answered a frail, elderly voice.
I could hear something being dragged
across the floor.
After a long pause, the door opened. A
small woman in her 90's stood before me.
She was wearing a print dress and a
pillbox hat with a veil pinned on it, like
somebody out of a 1940's movie.
By her side was a small nylon suitcase.
The apartment looked as if no one had
lived in it for years. All the furniture was
covered with sheets. There were no clocks
on the walls, no knickknacks or utensils
on the counters. In the corner was a
cardboard box filled with photos and
glassware.
'Would you carry my bag out to the car?'
she said.
I took the suitcase to the cab, then
returned to assist the woman. She took my
arm and we walked slowly toward the
curb. She kept thanking me for my
kindness. 'It's nothing', I told her. 'I just try
to treat my passengers the way I would
want my mother to be treated.'
'Oh, you're such a good boy,” she said.
When we got in the cab, she gave me an
address and then asked, 'Could you drive
through downtown?'
“It's not the shortest way,' I answered
quickly.
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'Oh, I don't mind,' she said. 'I'm in no
hurry. I'm on my way to a hospice.”
I looked in the rear-view mirror. Her eyes
were glistening. 'I don't have any family
left,' she continued in a soft voice.' The
doctor says I don't have very long.' I
quietly reached over and shut off the
meter.
'What route would you like me to take?' I
asked.
For the next two hours, we drove through
the city. She showed me the building
where she had once worked as an elevator
operator.
We drove through the neighborhood where
she and her husband had lived when they
were newlyweds. She had me pull up in
front of a furniture warehouse that had
once been a ballroom where she had gone
dancing as a girl.
Sometimes she'd ask me to slow in front
of a particular building or corner and
would sit staring into the darkness, saying
nothing.
As the first hint of sun was creasing the
horizon, she suddenly said, 'I'm tired. Let's
go now'.
We drove in silence to the address she had
given me. It was a low building, like a
small convalescent home, with a driveway
that passed under a portico.
Two orderlies came out to the cab as soon
as we pulled up. They were solicitous and
intent, watching her every move. They
must have been expecting her.
I opened the trunk and took the small
suitcase to the door. The woman was
already seated in a wheelchair.
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'How much do I owe you?' She asked,
reaching into her purse.

RANDOM THOUGHTS AS
WE AGE . . . .

'Nothing,' I said.

The biggest lie I tell myself is
..."I don't need to write that
down, I'll remember it."

'You have to make a living,' she answered.
Almost without thinking, I bent and gave
her a hug. She held onto me tightly.
'You gave an old woman a little moment of
joy,' she said. 'Thank you.'
I squeezed her hand, and then walked into
the dim morning light. Behind me, a door
shut. It was the sound of the closing of a
life.
I didn't pick up any more passengers that
shift. I drove aimlessly lost in thought. For
the rest of that day, I could hardly talk.
What if that woman had gotten an angry
driver, or one who was impatient to end
his shift? What if I had refused to take the
run, or had honked once, then driven
away?
On a quick review, I don't think that I have
done anything more important in my life.
We're conditioned to think that our lives
revolve around great moments.

Wouldn't it be great if we
could put ourselves in the
dryer for 10 minutes; come
out wrinkle-free and 3 sizes smaller!
I don't trip over things, I do random gravity
checks!
I don't need anger management. I need
people to stop pissing me off!
Lord grant me the strength to accept the
things I cannot change, the courage to
change the things I can & the friends to
post my bail when I finally snap!
I don't have white hair. I have "wisdom
highlights". I'm just very wise.
My people skills are just fine. It's my
tolerance to idiots that needs work.
If God wanted me to touch my toes, he
would've put them on my knees.

But great moments often catch us
unaware-beautifully wrapped in what
others may consider a small one.

I'm going to retire and live off of my
savings. Not sure what I'll do that second
week.

People may not remember exactly
what you did, or what you said ~but~
they will always remember how you
made them feel.

Of course I talk to myself, sometimes I
need expert advice.

EDITOR’S NOTE: We have run this
article before in years past, but it still
touches our souls each time we read it
– as I am sure it will yours . . . so
Enjoy!

Oops! Did I roll my eyes out loud?
At my age "Getting lucky" means walking
into a room and remembering what I came
in there for.
Chocolate comes from cocoa which is a
tree ... that makes it a plant which means
... chocolate is Salad!!!
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A
TOUCH
OF
SENIOR
HUMOUR FOR YOU . . .
Granny was visiting town for the first time.
She checks in at the hotel, and the bellboy
takes her bags. She follows the boy, and
as the door closes, she looks around and
shakes her fist at him. "Young man, I may
be old, and straight from the hills, but that
don't mean I'm stupid! I
paid good money, and
this room won't do at all!
It's
too
small,
and
without a proper window!
There's not even a bed!
And it shakes!"
The bellhop looks at her and says, "Ma'am,
this isn't your room, it's the elevator."

You know you're old ...
if you can remember when bacon, eggs
and sunshine were good for you.

FROM OUR UNIT
#68 BUZZ RECIPE
CORNER:
CHEESE - ONION PIE
INGREDIENTS:
Unbaked 9 inch pie crust
1/2 lb. Swiss cheese, shredded
1 tbsp. flour
1 c. milk (if richer, half & half)
3 eggs, very well beaten
2 med. onion, sauteed
Salt and pepper to taste

METHOD:
Line pie dish with pastry;
Dredge cheese with flour;
Cover bottom of shell with the sauteed
onions, then the shredded cheese;
Beat eggs well. Mix with milk. Season
lightly and pour the mixture over the
cheese;
Bake 15 minutes in hot oven (400 degrees),
then reduce heat to slow oven (325
degrees) and bake an additional 30
minutes or until knife inserted in center of
pie comes out clean. Serve hot.
ENJOY!

“Insanity: doing the same thing
over and over again and
expecting different results.”
--- Albert Einstein (1879 - 1955)
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OLDER
PEOPLE
PROBLEMS TOO . . .
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HAVE

Older people have problems that you
haven't even considered yet!

PLEASE JOIN US FOR OUR

ANNUAL BBQ PICNIC AT
TROUT LAKE
Sat., July 18th from 9am – 9 pm

A 75-year-old man was requested by his
doctor for a sperm count as part of his
physical exam. The doctor gave the man a
jar and said, "Take this jar home and bring
back a semen sample tomorrow."
The next day the 75-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.

Delicious Food, Competative Bocci,
Great Comradery, and a whole pack of
Terrific Raffle Prizes!
Even with Mother Nature rains on our
parade we are under cover and therefore
you won’t get wet!!!
It is a FUN DAY . . . and
EVERYONE IS WELCOME!!!!!!

Then I asked my wife for help. She tried
with her right hand, then with her left, still
nothing. We even called up Helene, 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,
none of us could get the
jar open!"
Having passed the enlistment physical,
Jon was asked by the doctor, "Why do you
want to join the Navy, son?"
"My father said it'd be a good idea, sir."
"Oh? And what does your father do?"
"He's in the Army, sir."
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A FATHER

by Beautiful Chaos
EDITOR’S NOTE: This poem has been
repeated yet again this June because we
feel it is so very apropos for celebrating all
of our Fathers!!

A father never wants to see
His child go astray
Everyday he tries his best
To help you on your way
Knows at times you'll have to fail
Learn things on your own
No matter how it hurts to see
His baby bird has flown
Protector of a youthful heart
Consoler of all pains
A hero in the eyes of love
The blood within your veins
Child love your father now
Give him all your praise
Our time in life is limited
Wisely use these days
Give back all he's given you
This love is something rare
It's flow is unconditional
Strength beyond compare.
HAPPY FATHERS
DAY TO ALL OF THE
DADS, GRANDDADS,
AND GREAT
GRANDDADS in our
BUZZ WORLD!!!!

"L i fe l o v e s t o b e t a k e n b y t h e l a p e l a n d
t ol d : ' ' I ' m wi t h y ou k i d . Le t ' s g o.' ' "
M a y a Ange l ou

FROM YOUR EDITORS . . .
As Ronnie’s cover tells
us . . . those wonderful
‘Dog Days’ of summer
are on their way – in fact it
definitely feels like they have arrived!!!!
Phew – is it ever hot here in LotusLand!
Special Thanks as always to all of our loyal
contributors for the fun stories, jokes and
great info items sent our way every month.
As we have said before, some are
‘Repeats’ but we feel it is very good for us
to have a re-giggle or two!!! Always
Remember . . . Laughter is the Best
Medicine!
And of course our Very Special Thanks to
our Star Columnist Ron ‘Andy Capp’
Robinson – We learned in this issue a tiny
bit of his romantic history as a young
man!! Who needs to r4ead romance novels
when we have our Ronnie! Keep those
wonderful life stories coming Ronnie –
they continue to be fantastic and fun
reading!
So enjoy this hot sizzling weather . . .
laugh often, love, hug lots and stay
healthy!!! Visit your favorite clubrooms
and beat the heat with a nice cool one!!
Your Editors,
Mardi & Fred

