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Comrades . . . 

 

Comrades: 

I hope everyone is finding good health and 

happiness in this season of renewal. For 

the Buzz readers I have decided to include 

the Report that will be sent-in for the 

Provincial Convention being held at the 

end of this month: 

 

Comrades: 

It is my pleasure to report to all of you on 

the current status of ANAVETS East 

Vancouver's Unit #68. Although a Unit 

without an independent address we are 

welcomed by our Comrades throughout 

the City. Welcomed specifically in Unit 

#100 where we share our shuffleboards 

and member tables; it gives us comfort 

knowing we have a solid future. 

 

We are all aware of the challenges many 

Clubs in our Association face – and as 

President of Unit #68 I am proud to say our 

members have stepped up in many ways 

to support our own Unit as well as assist 

our Comrades.  

 

The Unit's finances are managed by our 

trusted and long time Executive members 

– and with that security we 

are able to assist other Units as well as 

our mandated community commitments. 

 

Through volunteerism we keep our faith 

with Veterans, their families - and other 

Veteran Service Clubs and causes such as 

the Citadel Canine Society. 

 

Unit #68 still offers its unique 

contributions – through the Buzz and our 

annual Trout Lake Picnic. But we are 

expanding those contributions to, 

hopefully, be a better source of 

information and inspiration to others. Our 

website - http://anavets68.com/ has 

evolved, and is still evolving, into a 

conduit through which we can reach more 

of the General Public to expand our 

Association's profile. The sometimes-

insular attitudes that were once prevalent 

in some Club premises, i feel, does not 

help in a hoped-for-bright future. Many in 

our membership – once again on the 

upswing in membership numbers – wish 

to see the Army, Navy and Air Force 

Veterans in Canada “thrive” and not just 

“survive”. 

Comrades, we welcome any sharing of 

positive ideas that will bring us to a 

renewed place. This Centennial year of the 

Armistice is a crucial one for the quality of 

life for our Veterans.  

 

Please accept Unit #68's commitment to 

standing Shoulder to Shoulder with you all 

YOUR  

PRESIDENT’S  

REPORT 

http://anavets68.com/
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in the efforts needed to ensure our 

Veterans' rights are respected 

Fraternally yours truly, 

Bill Ritchie 

President 

Unit #68 

 

MARCH NEWS 

FROM YOUR 

HONOURARY 

PRESIDENT 

 
Comrades 

 

They say no news is good news but I have 

no idea where that came from. After 

writing in The Buzz for over 10 years and 

reporting on some very important issues I 

begin to wonder? Does no one have an 

opinion? Is silence really good? Why does 

no one ever send a comment, whether 

positive or negative?  

 

We live in a difficult age, thank God there 

have been no World Wars in 73 years. 

Having said that, let me remind our 

readers that our men and women in 

uniform are the reason.  

 

Our government sends our soldiers into 

harm’s way, with the premise that it is to 

protect our freedom and in many cases 

this is not always the whole truth.  It is 

mostly political or financial wars and when 

our troops return, our leaders turn a blind 

eye to their needs.  

 

So to all our ANAVETS Units, again I ask 

you to support the Citadel Canine Society 

with your lottery accounts. Meat draw 

funds are for this purpose, to help our new 

veterans. With 3 units closed in recent 

months, #97, #284 and #298 sadly those 

were units that contributed yearly to 

Citadel. The need is now even more 

relevant, from those units still operating. 

Why not say "THANK YOU" to our 

new veterans with a wonderful canine 

companion. 

 

My Unit #68 with only 52 members has 

sent $5,000.00 contributions 3 years in a 

row . . . "Shoulder to Shoulder" is our 

organizations motto.  

 

At least send me your thoughts at  

(sirbob999@hotmail.com) or better still 

send a cheque!!!  

 

Go to anavets68.com for all our recent 

Buzz publications and my address is in the 

March Veterans Affairs Report. 

 

You can also bring your contribution to 

our Provincial Convention this month. See 

you there! 

 

It is with deep sadness that I must 

announce that our editor Mardi Zipursky 

has lost her life partner Fred Bugden. Fred 

passed away peacefully on April 12, 2018 

at the tender age of 81 years young.  

 

Our Unit #68 has lost another dedicated 

comrade who co-edited the Buzz magazine 

for over 20 years. Our prayers and 

thoughts are with Mardi at this difficult 

time. 

Fraternally, 

Bob Rietveld 

Honorary President Unit #68  

  

  

WWEE  HHOOPPEE  

EEVVEERRYYOONNEE    

HHAADD  AA  VVEERRYY  

HHAAPPPPYY  

EEAASSTTEERR  

WWEEEEKKEENNDD!!!!                                                       
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VETERANS AFFAIRS 

REPORT 

Comrades 

 

To add to my honorary presidents report I 

feel that you deserve a better explanation 

of The Citadel Canine Society's Mission; 

    

There are 5 main features within the 

Citadel Canine Mission...... 

 

(1). We often use rescued dogs from 

shelters that might not have a promising 

future.  

 

(2). We aren't breed specific; we try to 

provide dogs to candidates with size and 

type they  prefer. 

 

(3). We never pair a dog with a candidate 

unless we have a qualified trainer to enter 

our service dog program and, . . . 

  

(4). On occasion we allow properly 

assessed dogs owned by candidates to 

enter our service dog program.  

 

(5). We provide fully trained dogs, and 

trained support, at no charge to the new 

veteran or first responder within our 

program. 

 

It is a well known fact within the medical 

profession, that almost all dogs have an 

amazing ability to connect with humans.  

 

This connection is especially apparent as 

it relates to medical service dogs. Dogs 

not only perform chores for humans; dogs 

can connect at the deepest emotional level 

with the people they are attached to.  

 

Citadel is a charitable organization 

registered with Revenue Canada. We are a 

volunteer-based, non-profit organization. 

We now have dogs from B.C. to Labrador 

but all donations from B.C. stay in our 

Province. 

 

If you believe our new veterans deserve 

your support go to “Citadelcanine.com" 

and hit the DONATE button or refer to my 

previous article and I will give you my 

personal touch. 1-604-240-7084 
Fraternally, 

Bob Rietveld 

 

YYYOOOUUU   AAARRREEE   MMMYYY   FFFOOORRREEEVVVEEERRR   
BBBUUUDDDDDDYYY!!!!!!   
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FFaarreewweellll  ttoo  MMyy  BBeelloovveedd  SSoouull  MMaattee  ..  ..  
FFrreeddeerriicckk  AAllbbeerrtt  BBuuggddeenn  

OOccttoobbeerr  66,,  11993366  ––  AApprriill  1122,,  22001188    

MMMyyy   LLLiiifffeee ’’’sss   FFFooorrreeevvveeerrr   PPPaaarrrtttnnneeerrr   

YYYooouuu   WWWiiillllll   bbbeee   WWWiiittthhh   MMMeee,,,                                                         

aaannnddd   BBByyy   mmmyyy   SSSiiidddeee   AAAlllwwwaaayyysss   ...   ...   ...   ...   

I include one of Fred’s Favorite 
Poems … it is truly a ‘Classic’ . . .       

'The Dash' by Linda Ellis 

I read of a man who stood to speak at the 

funeral of a friend. He referred to the dates 

on her casket from beginning to the end. 

He noted that first came the date of her 

birth and spoke of the following date with 

tears, but he said what mattered most of 

all was the dash between those years. For 

that dash represents all the time that she 

spent alive on earth and now only those 

who loved her know what that little line is 

worth. 

For it matters not, how much we own, the 

cars, the house, the cash, 

What matters is how we live and love and 

how we spend our dash. 

 

So think about this long and hard;               

Are there things you would like to change? 

For you never know how much time is left 

that can still be rearranged. 

 

If we could just slow down enough to 

consider what is true and real 

and always try to understand the way 

other people feel. 

 

And be less quick to anger and show 

appreciation more 

and love the people in our lives like we 

have never loved before. 

 

If we treat each other with respect and 

more often wear a smile, 

Remembering that this special dash might 

only last a little while. 

 

So when your eulogy is being read with 

your life’s actions to rehash… 

Would you be proud of the things they say 

about how you spent your dash? 

 

UUnnttiill  WWee  LLoovviinnggllyy  MMeeeett  AAggaaiinn                                                
AAtt  TThhee  BBrriiddggee  



 5                                                                                   THE BUZZ 
 

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. 

 

 

A GREAT QUOTE FOR YOU . . .  

“Experience is the name 
everyone gives to their 

mistakes.” 

        --- Oscar Wilde (1854 - 1900) 

ANAF UNIT #68 

MEMBERSHIP . .   
 

It is now the time to think about enrolling 

for the upcoming year 2018 so you may 

continue receiving all of the wonderful 

benefits membership accords. 

 

A membership is only $35.00 per person 

and $60.00 for a couple.   

 

If you wish to mail in your membership fee, 

Jan Holt is our Unit #68 Membership chair 

and her address, email and phone number 

are as follows:  

#106  - 6570 Burlington Avenue.                  

Burnaby B.C. V5H 3M7. 

Email: janholt2018@gmail.com;                       

and new phone number:                                   

area code 236 777-9110. 

 

PPLLEEAASSEE  RREEMMEEMMBBEERR  ..  ..  ..  WWee  nneeeedd  ‘‘YYOOUU’’,,  

aanndd  yyoouurr  ccoonnttiinnuueedd  ssuuppppoorrtt  aass  llooyyaall  aanndd  

ddeeddiiccaatteedd  MMeemmbbeerrss..  AAnn  aaccttiivvee  

mmeemmbbeerrsshhiipp  mmaakkeess  ffoorr  aann  aaccttiivvee  cclluubb!!  

 

HAPPY BIRTHDAY to our               

Unit #68 APRIL Celebrants! 

      

Sandi Greenfield             Jan Holt         

Les Jones                        Mike Ludwig   

Jim McNeil.         Norman White 

Wishing Everyone a Very                   

Happy Birthday!!!! 

mailto:bcanavets@telus.net
mailto:admin@newchelsea.ca
mailto:janholt2018@gmail.com
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 RRREEEMMMIIINNNIIISSSCCCIIINNNGGG   

WWWIIITTTHHH   RRROOONNN   ‘‘‘AAANNNDDDYYY   

CCCAAAPPPPPP’’’   RRROOOBBBIIINNNSSSOOONNN   ...   ...    
Editor’s Note: With our National 

Convention coming up in our near future I 

thought these wonderful Convention 

Capers columns written by our Ronnie 

from the conventions he attended for his 

Unit #26 would issue a laugh or three as 

well as marvelous memories for all . . . .  

                   <><><><><><><><><> 

With the next A.N.A.F. Dominion 

Convention coming up in Regina in a few 

months, I thought it would be a good time 

to reminisce about dumb things I have had 

happen to me as a delegate. 

It was August, 1992, and myself and fellow 

delegates arrived at our hotel in 

Saskatoon. Unlocking the door to my hotel 

room I set my luggage down and 

proceeded to draw the drapes open to let 

the beautiful Saskatoon sunshine into my 

room. What happened then was something 

out of an ‘I Love Lucy’ TV show. No 

sunshine! No light! No nothing! I was 

facing a solid brick wall! I was about to 

phone the front desk and demand they 

move me to another room when a bunch of 

my neighbouring delegates burst into my 

room looking for a drink (what else?). 

When they spotted my view they insisted I 

keep the room because of its unusual 

view. I kept the room, and during the week 

of the convention it became somewhat of a 

tourist attraction. One thing for sure, I 

don’t think any room in that Sheraton 

Hotel ever had so many snapshots taken in 

it. The wall became known to all the 

A.N.A.F. delegates as ‘The Great Wall of 

Saskatoon!’ 

I have loads of stories to tell about some 

of the 17 Dominion Conventions I have 

attended. The time I mistook a police car 

for a taxi (Regina), got stranded for 40 

minutes with 4 women delegates, and I 

caused a panic in the elevator, that was in 

Calgary. And the convention in London, 

Ontario, when the mayor held me 

responsible for $5000 worth of damage 

over some stickers I had created. Then 

there was the convention when our 

chartered bus left me stranded in a 

convention city. Anyways, those are a few 

tales I might mention in future BUZZ 

issues, if Mardi & Fred will give me the 

space. 

I’m sure Unit 68 delegates have stories 

better than mine to tell the BUZZ readers 

so how about it? I won't tell on you, if you 

don’t tell on me!  

Ron (Andy Capp) Robinson 

February 2000 

  

CCOONNVVEENNTTIIOONN  CCAAPPEERRSS  ..  ..  ..    

bbyy  RRoonn  RRoobbiinnssoonn  ooff  tthhee  

AAnnddyy  CCaapppp  CClluubb  

More on the subject of past Army, Navy 

and Air Force Dominion Conventions: 

This report could be called a ‘A Tale of 

Two Cities’. This is about the Mayor of 

London, Ontario, and the Mayor of 

Winnipeg, Manitoba. The night before the 

convention was to begin myself and four 

of Vancouver’s finest, all delegates from 

Unit 298 (who shall remain nameless to 

protect the guilty) made it to the roof of 

London’s City Hall and lowered the Ontario 

Provincial Flag and replaced it with the 

B.C. Provincial Flag. During his opening 

speech the next morning at our 

convention, the London Mayor told the 

delegates that he was not amused with the 

flag caper – of course the five of us sat like 

little angels and until now have remained 

silent. 

Years later it was the Mayor of Winnipeg 

who was also not too happy with 

delegates from Unit 26. Prior to the 
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convention I created a self adhesive 

sticker advertising our unit.  

Every delegate from Unit 26 was given a 

bunch of them to hand out to other 

delegates attending the convention. What I 

thought was one of my better ideas turned 

out to be a nightmare! Within days 

Winnipeg was blanketed with these 

stickers. Almost all parking meters along 

Portage Avenue had the stickers glued to 

them. They showed up on walls of 

elevators, on restaurant menus, and one 

even ended up on an exotic dancer’s butt 

in one of Winnipeg’s finer strip joints. 

On the closing day of our convention, the 

Mayor thanked all the Army, Navy and Air 

Force Delegates for choosing Winnipeg for 

their convention, but he was not too happy 

with the delegates responsible for 

plastering those stickers all over town, 

and he expected it would cost at least a 

thousand dollars to have them removed 

from the parking meters. Like the Mayor of 

London, the Mayor of Winnipeg was not 

amused! 

I think too many years have passed since 

these two events happened so if I don’t get 

locked up I have several more stories that 

happened in Vancouver, Regina and 

Montreal to pass along to you faithful 

BUZZ readers next month. 

Ron Robinson, Unit 26 

March 2000  

CCOONNVVEENNTTIIOONN  CCAAPPEERRSS                                      

      bbyy  RRoonn  RRoobbiinnssoonn  ooff  

tthhee  AAnnddyy  CCaapppp  CClluubb  

I know I’ve been involved in the Army, 

Navy and Air Force organizations for more 

years than I can possibly remember, so it 

shouldn’t surprise anyone that this 

month’s convention story takes us back to 

what I call the ‘‘IICCEE--AAGGEE’’. 

The Army, Navy and Air Force Dominion 

Convention was being held in the Hotel 

Vancouver. As we settled into our rooms 

we sadly discovered that the hotel had no 

ice machines. To get ice it was necessary 

to phone the front desk and have a bucket 

of ice sent up. It became rather expensive 

as you not only had to pay for the ice, but 

a tip was required just to get the bell hop 

to lower his out-stretched hand.  

Our second day into the convention a 

rather clever delegate discovered that the 

Devonshire Hotel across the street had ice 

machines on every floor. When word of 

this wonderful discovery got around the 

hotel there was a steady flow of delegates 

travelling to and fro to the Devonshire. As 

the years have passed on, I’ve often 

wondered what the people waiting for the 

light to change on Georgia Street must 

have been thinking when they saw all 

those grown men carrying buckets of ice.  

 

When the Army, Navy and Air Force 

Dominion Convention was held many 

years ago in Regina, myself and three 

other delegates arrived a couple of days 

early. After booking into our rooms we 

decided to call a taxi and visit the local 

ANAVETS Unit.  

We were pacing around the lobby of the 

hotel waiting for the taxi to arrive when I 

spotted a car with a light on its roof pull up 

in front. ““TThheerree’’ss  oouurr  ccaabb!!””I shouted as I 

ran out and hopped in the back seat. It was 

then that I noticed 

a Regina policeman 

sitting behind the 

wheel! When I 

realized it was a 

police car I 

started to  

climb out. The police officer turned around 

to me and said,  

““YYoouu  mmiigghhtt  jjuusstt  aass  wweellll  ssttaayy  iinn  tthhee  ccaarr,,  

wwee’’llll  pprroobbaabbllyy  bbee  ppiicckkiinngg  yyoouu  uupp  bbeeffoorree  

tthhee  nniigghhtt  iiss  oovveerr!!””  
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When we finally did get our taxi we asked 

the driver to take us to the Army and Navy. 

He dropped the four of us off in front of the 

Army and Navy and drove away. 

Unfortunately it wasn’t the club – it was 

the department store! 

May 2000 

  

CCOONNVVEENNTTIIOONN  CCAAPPEERRSS                              

  bbyy  RRoonn  RRoobbiinnssoonn  ooff  tthhee  AAnnddyy  

CCaapppp  CClluubb  

Many years ago the Army, Navy and Air 

Force Convention was held in Ucluelet, 

which is situated on the West Coast of 

Vancouver Island. In those rich and happy 

days, most clubs chartered their own 

delegate’s buses.  

My story starts on a Sunday, and we were 

scheduled to leave for Vancouver and 

home. I was staying at the Thornton Motel 

a few blocks from the Ucluelet Unit. From 

my motel balcony I had a good view of the 

club.  

Nearing the time our bus was to leave I 

discovered I had an over abundance of 

booze in my room, and I didn’t want to 

pack it on the bus. So, I knocked on the 

Padre’s door next to mine, and asked Rev. 

Bill Valentine if he’d like to help me 

consume my booze. Bill flew into my room 

like the Flying Nun. 

During our drinking time I carried my 

luggage out to the highway so I wouldn’t 

have to do it when the bus came. A while 

later, I spotted the bus leaving the unit and 

heading down the highway. When it 

slowed down beside my luggage I began 

waving to them to stop.  

Well, the bus driver and my comrades got 

my signals wrong and figured I was 

waving them all goodbye. Then, as they 

merrily waved ‘Good-bye’, the bus sped off 

towards Nanaimo. Here I was -  stranded in 

Ucluelet (the Padre was staying a week so 

he was no help to me, except for a short 

prayer that I’d get some sort of a lift 

home.) 

I carried my luggage down to the unit 

hoping someone from Vancouver would 

still be there. Luckily, the bus from Unit 68 

was still there and told me to climb 

aboard. I must have been born with a silver 

shot glass in my mouth! The bus had a bar 

on it! It was the most intoxicating trip – 

and one I had only dreamed about. When 

they carried me off the bus later that night, 

I thanked the two wagon-masters (the 

Harrison boys) for a most enjoyable trip 

home. That was the night that I discovered 

why Unit 68 was known as “The Friendly 

Club!”  

In a few weeks, the delegates will be off to 

Regina to attend the 45
th

 Dominion 

Convention. It will be the first time in 34 

years that I have missed a Convention. 

This is due to a by-law change in my unit’s 

bylaws. I will miss it. 

July 2000 
 

..  ..  ..  FFoorreevveerr  iinn  oouurr  MMeemmoorriieess  ..  ..  ..  ..  
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COMEDIAN SEAN MOREY . . . 

Well-Known Songwriter 

Sean is the writer of “REVERSE LIFE 

CYCLE” 

This piece of mine has been circulated all 

over the web attributed to Andy Rooney, 

George Carlin, Woody Allen and more.  I 

wrote it in the late 70s and did it on the 

Tonight Show with Johnny Carson in 

1980.  Verified at Snopes.com  

 

"I think the most unfair thing about life is 

the way it ends. I mean, life is tough. It 

takes up a lot of your time. What do you 

get at the end of it? A death! What's that, a 

bonus? I think the life cycle is all 

backwards. You should die first, get it out 

of the way. Then you live in an old age 

home. You get kicked out when you're too 

young, you get a gold watch, you go to 

work. You work for forty years until you're 

young enough to enjoy your retirement! 

You go to college, you do drugs, alcohol, 

you party, you have sex, you get ready for 

high school. You go to grade school, you 

become a kid, you play, you have no 

responsibilities, you become a little baby, 

you go back into the womb, you spend 

your last nine months floating.... You 

finish off as a gleam in somebody’s eye." 

A HANDY GIFT 

WRAPPING 

HINT  FOR YOU 

& YOUR 

HOUSEHOLD 

Yarn as Ribbon . . . 

Yarn is relatively inexpensive and makes 

attractive ribbon for gifts. Use multiple 

strands in colors that complement your 

wrapping paper for a fancy look.  

 

Make some loops of yarn and tie tightly in 

the middle of the loops. Leave in loops or 

cut the loop ends and make a pom pom for 

the top.  
 

 

SPORTS REPORT 

We had no entrants from our Unit for the 

Provincial Command Darts 

Tournament in Vernon on April 14
th

.  

 

The Annual Provincial Command 

Cribbage Tournament will be held on 

Saturday, June 2nd, 2018 at Kelowna Unit 

#376 located at 270 Dougall Road in 

Kelowna. Registration commences at 

11:30am with games commencing at 

12:00pm. We are permitted 2 teams of 2 

players. The entry of $75.00 is covered by 

our Unit along with expenses (with 

receipts). 

 

The Provincial Command 

Shuffleboard Tournament will be 

hosted by Taurus Unit #298. Tentatively 

scheduled for late June (TBA)  

 

Registration forms will be posted prior to 

the events. 

Dick Moore 

ANAF Unit #68 Sports Director 
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A GENIUS IDEA! BEEHIVES 

AND ELEPHANTS 

Elephants Won't Come Near These 
Dangling Yellow Boxes. What's Inside? 
AMAZING! 

  
How Bees, Elephants and Farmers Are 
Keeping Each Other Safe In A Genius 
Way 

  

By Laura Caseley  

  
Being a farmer is hard work — but 
being a farmer in places like Kenya, 
Botswana, and Sri Lanka has a unique 
challenge that other areas of the world 
don’t: elephants! 

  
Wild elephants, whose natural behavior 
is to roam, have been known to march 
right through fields, damaging and 
destroying crops. 

  
When the human farmers try to 
intervene, things can turn ugly, and 
both human and elephant injuries and 
even deaths can occur. 

  
Sadly, like too many animals, 
elephants face many dangers at the 
hands of humans. It’s a shame, 
because these creatures are intelligent, 
sensitive, and have complex emotional 
and social connections, forming strong 

bonds with one another, and with 
different animals, too. 

  
So a solution was needed that would 
both keep the farmers’ fields safe, but 
make sure the elephants were in no 
way harmed. 

  
This solution was not only brilliantly 
simple, but also had the added bonus 

of helping out another species in 
crisis: bees. 

  
Read on to see how they did it! 

  
In areas where elephants are free-
roaming, humans must learn to coexist 
with them. 

  
Sadly, elephants like to raid farms at 
night, eating and flattening crops and 

damaging the farmers’ livelihoods. 

  
This can lead to violent confrontations 
where both humans and elephants are 
hurt and killed. 
Elephants usually raid fields at night, 
and to ward them off, people have fired 
guns, thrown rocks, and launched 
firecrackers to scare them off. 

  
Just like with humans, an injury or 
death in an elephant’s family unit puts 
major emotional stress on the herd. 
The devastation to fields is no small 
issue, either. 

  
These small farmers rely on their crops 
to survive, and a damaged field can 
mean a serious loss of income and 
food. 
There seemed to be no simple solution, 
until zoologist Dr. Lucy King noticed 
something: Elephants really don’t like 
bees, and will avoid them at all costs. 

  
If they hear buzzing, they’ll leave an 
area immediately, signaling to others 
that bees are about. 

  
This is because the bees’ stings are 
especially painful to the elephants’ 
trunks, and to avoid this pain, the 
elephants prefer to just stay away. 
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And thus, bee fences were born! 
Elephants and Bees Project 

  
“Beefencing,” as its known, is the use 
of hanging rows of beehives, each 
connected by a length of wire. 

  
When a nosy elephant approaches, it 
will knock into the wire, setting the 
hives swinging and disturbing the 
bees. 

  
And when the elephants hear that 
buzzing, they’ll turn around and leave. 
The crops are safe, the humans are 
safe, and the elephants are safe. The 
bees are safe, too.. 
Elephants and Bees Project 

  
Dr. King has been working with various 
conservation organizations and 
communities in Africa and Sri Lanka, 
building these beefences around local 
farms. 

  
She hopes that this will be the first of 
many steps to create sustainable 
solutions where humans and animals 
can coexist peacefully. 

  
The project has also attracted the 
attention of some big names, who are 
chipping in to create more beefences. 
 
The bees also help pollinate fields and 

maintain the biodiversity needed to 
support an ecosystem, so the farmers 
get a helping hand, too 
  
And as an added bonus, the farmers 
get to keep the honey and beeswax 
produced by their hives, which they 
can use or sell. 

 

This “elephant-friendly honey” is 
available in local shops near the areas 
where the farmers live and work. 

  
So unless you’re planning a visit to 
Nairobi, you won’t be able to get any. 
But it’s quite popular where it’s sold! 
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NO LEFT TURNS 

A FRIEND SENT ME THIS, IT'S A BIT 

LENGTHY, BUT SIMPLY A GREAT 

READ.  IT IS SO WELL WRITTEN IT 

IS HARD TO PUT DOWN.                   

ESPECIALLY FOR US OLDER FOLKS. 

This is a wonderful piece by Michael 

Gartner, editor of newspapers large and 

small and president of NBC News. In 1997, 

he won the Pulitzer Prize for editorial 

writing. His essay is well worth reading, 

and a few good chuckles are 

guaranteed..... 

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

not quite right. I should say I never saw 

him drive a car. 

He quit driving in 1927, when he was 25 

years old, and the last car he drove was a 

1926 Whippet. 

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

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

things with your hands, and do things with 

your feet, and look every which way, and I 

decided you could walk through life and 

enjoy it or drive through life and miss it." 

At which point my mother, a sometimes 

salty Irishwoman, chimed in: "Oh, bull 

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

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

too." 

So my brother and I grew up in a 

household without a car. The neighbors all 

had cars -- the Kollingses next door had a 

green 1941 Dodge, the VanLaninghams 

across the street a gray 1936 Plymouth, 

the Hopsons two doors down a black 1941 

Ford -- but we had none. 

My father, a newspaperman in Des Moines, 

would take the streetcar to work and, often 

as not, walk the three miles home. If he 

took the streetcar home, my mother and 

brother and I would walk the three blocks 

to the streetcar stop, meet him and walk 

home together. 

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

was born in 1938, and sometimes at dinner 

we'd ask how come all the neighbors had 

cars but we had none. "No one in the 

family drives," my mother would explain, 

and that was that. 

But, sometimes, my father would say, "As 

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

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

of us would turn 16 first. 

But, sure enough, my brother turned 16 

before I did, so in 1951 my parents bought 

a used 1950 Chevrolet from a friend who 

ran the parts department at a Chevy 

dealership downtown. 

It was a four-door, white model, stick shift, 

fender skirts, loaded with everything, and, 

since my parents didn't drive, it more or 

less became my brother's car. 

Having a car but not being able to drive 

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

sense to my mother. So in 1952, when she 

was 43 years old, she asked a friend to 

teach her to drive. She learned in a nearby 

cemetery, the place where I learned to 

drive the following year and where, a 

generation later, I took my two sons to 

practice driving. 

The cemetery probably was my father's 

idea. "Who can your mother hurt in the 

cemetery?" I remember him saying more 

than once. 

For the next 45 years or so, until she was 

90, my mother was the driver in the family. 

Neither she nor my father had any sense of 

direction, but he loaded up on maps -- 

though they seldom left the city limits -- 

and appointed himself navigator. It 

seemed to work. 
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Still, they both continued to walk a lot. My 

mother was a devout Catholic, and my 

father an equally devout agnostic, an 

arrangement that didn't seem to bother 

either of them through their 75 years of 

marriage. (Yes, 75 years, and they were 

deeply in love the entire time.) 

He retired when he was 70, and nearly 

every morning for the next 20 years or so, 

he would walk with her the mile to St. 

Augustin's Church. She would walk down 

and sit in the front pew, and he would wait 

in the back until he saw which of the 

parish's two priests was on duty that 

morning. 

If it was the pastor, my father then would 

go out and take a 2-mile walk, meeting my 

mother at the end of the service and 

walking her home. If it was the assistant 

pastor, he'd take just a 1-mile walk and 

then head back to the church. He called 

the priests "Father Fast" and "Father 

Slow." 

After he retired, my father almost always 

accompanied my mother whenever she 

drove anywhere, even if he had no reason 

to go along. If she were going to the 

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

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

have her keep the engine running so he 

could listen to the Cubs game on the radio. 

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

explain: "The Cubs lost again. The 

millionaire on second base made a bad 

throw to the millionaire on first base, so 

the multimillionaire on third base scored." 

If she were going to the grocery store, he 

would go along to carry the bags out -- and 

to make sure she loaded up on ice cream. 

As I said, he was always the navigator, and 

once, when he was 95 and she was 88 and 

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

know the secret of a long life?" 

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

would be something bizarre. 

"No left turns," he said. 

"What?" I asked. 

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

ago, your mother and I read an article that 

said most accidents that old people are in 

happen when they turn left in front of 

oncoming traffic. As you get older, your 

eyesight worsens, and you can lose your 

depth perception, it said. So your mother 

and I decided never again to make a left 

turn." 

"What?" I said again. 

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

Three rights are the same as a left, and 

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

rights." 

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

mother for support. 

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

make three rights. It works."  But then she 

added: "Except when your father loses 

count." 

I was driving at the time, and I almost 

drove off the road as I started laughing. 

"Loses count?" I asked. 

"Yes," my father admitted, "that 

sometimes happens. But it's not a 

problem. You just make seven rights, and 

you're okay again." 

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

asked. 

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

just come home and call it a bad day.  

Besides, nothing in life is so important it 

can't be put off another day or another 

week." 

My mother was never in an accident, but 

one evening she handed me her car keys 
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and said she had decided to quit driving. 

That was in 1999, when she was 90. 

 She lived four more years, until 2003. My 

father died the next year, at 102. 

They both died in the bungalow they had 

moved into in 1937 and bought a few years 

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

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

put in the tiny bathroom -- the house had 

never had one. My father would have died 

then and there if he knew the shower cost 

nearly three times what he paid for the 

house.) 

He continued to walk daily -- he had me get 

him a treadmill when he was 101 because 

he was afraid he'd fall on the icy sidewalks 

but wanted to keep exercising. He was of 

sound mind and sound body until the 

moment he died. 

One September afternoon in 2004, he and 

my son went with me when I had to give a 

talk in a neighboring town, and it was clear 

to all three of us that he was wearing out, 

though we had the usual wide-ranging 

conversation about politics and 

newspapers and things in the news. 

A few weeks earlier, he had told my son, 

"You know, Mike, the first hundred years 

are a lot easier than the second hundred." 

At one point in our drive that Saturday, he 

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

live much longer." 

"You're probably right," I said. 

"Why would you say that?" he countered, 

somewhat irritated. 

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

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

bed all the next day. 

That night, I suggested to my son and 

daughter that we sit up with him through 

the night. 

He appreciated it, he said, though at one 

point, apparently seeing us look gloomy, 

he said: "I would like to make an 

announcement. No one in this room is 

dead yet." 

An hour or so later, he spoke his last 

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

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

am very comfortable. And I have had as 

happy a life as anyone on this earth could 

ever have." 

A short time later, he died. 

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

I've wondered now and then how it was 

that my family and I were so lucky that he 

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

because he walked through life, or 

because he quit taking left turns. 

................. 

Life is too short to wake up with 

regrets.  So love the people who 

treat you right.  Forget about the 

ones who don't.  Believe everything 

happens for a reason.  If you get a 

chance, take it; if it changes your 

life, let it. Nobody said life would be 

easy, they just promised it would 

most likely be worth it.  

 

ENJOY LIFE 

NOW - IT 

HAS AN 

EXPIRATION 

DATE! 
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GOTTA LUV LITTLE JOHNNY  

 

A young female teacher was giving an 

assignment to her 6th grade class one day. 

It was a large assignment so she started 

writing high up on the chalkboard. 

Suddenly there was a giggle from one of 

the boys in the class. She quickly turned 

and asked, "What's so funny, Pat?" 

 

"I just saw one of your garters!" 

 

"Get out of my classroom," she yells, "I 

don't want to see you for three days!" 

 

The teacher turns back to the chalkboard. 

Realizing she had forgotten to title the 

assignment, she reaches to the very top of 

the chalkboard.  Suddenly there is an even 

louder giggle from another male student. 

She quickly turns and asks, "What's so 

funny, Billy?" 

 

"I just saw both of your garters!" 

 

Again, she yells, "Get out of my 

classroom! This time the punishment is 

more severe, I don't want to see you for 

three weeks!" 

 

Embarrassed and frustrated, she drops the 

eraser when she turns around again. So 

she bends over to pick it up. This time 

there is a burst of laughter 

from another male 

student.  

 

She quickly turns to see 

Little Johnny leaving the 

classroom. 

 

"Where do you think 

you're going?" she asks. 

 

"From what I just saw, my school days are 

over!" 

 

MEN ARE JUST HAPPIER 

PEOPLE 

What do you expect from such simple 

creatures? Your last name stays put. The 

garage is all yours. Wedding plans take 

care of themselves.  Chocolate is just 

another snack.  You can never be 

pregnant. You can wear a white T-shirt to a 

water park or NO shirt to a water park.  

Car mechanics tell you the truth. The world 

is your urinal. You never have to drive to 

another gas station restroom because this 

one is just too icky. You don't have to stop 

and think of which way to turn a nut on a 

bolt. Wrinkles add character.  Wedding 

dress - $5,000. Tux rental - $100. People 

never stare at your chest when you're 

talking to them. New shoes don't cut, 

blister, or mangle your feet. One mood all 

the time. Phone conversations are over in 

30 seconds flat. You know stuff about 

tanks. 

A five-day vacation requires only one 

suitcase. You can open all your own jars. 

You get extra credit for the slightest act of 

thoughtfulness. If someone forgets to 

invite you, he or she can still be your 

friend. Your underwear is $8.95 for a three-

pack. Two pairs of shoes are more than 

enough. You almost never have strap 

problems in public. You are unable to see 

wrinkles in your clothes. Everything on 

your face stays its original color. The same 

hairstyle lasts for years, maybe decades. 

You only have to shave your face and 

neck.You can play with toys all your life. 

One wallet and one pair of shoes — one 

color for all seasons.   You can wear 

shorts no matter how your legs look. You 

can 'do' your nails with a pocket knife.   

You have freedom of choice concerning 

growing a moustache. You can do 

Christmas shopping for 25 relatives on 

December 24 in 25 minutes. 

No wonder men are happier! 
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FROM OUR UNIT 

#68 BUZZ RECIPE 

CORNER:                   

 

A MUFFIN 

TIN TREAT 

FOR YOU 

LEMONY 

SALMON 

PATTIES 

Topped with a zippy white sauce, these 

little patties bake up golden brown in a 

muffin pan. 

INGREDIENTS: 

 1 can (14-3/4 ounces) pink salmon, 

drained, skin and bones removed  

 3/4 cup milk  

 1 cup soft bread crumbs  

 1 large egg, lightly beaten  

 1 tablespoon minced fresh parsley  

 1 teaspoon finely chopped onion  

 1/2 teaspoon Worcestershire sauce  

 1/4 teaspoon salt  

 1/8 teaspoon pepper  

 

 LEMON SAUCE:  

 2 tablespoons butter  

 4 teaspoons all-purpose flour  

 3/4 cup milk  

 2 tablespoons lemon juice  

 1/4 teaspoon salt  

 1/8 to 1/4 teaspoon cayenne pepper  
           

METHOD: 

Preheat oven to 350°. In a large bowl, 

combine first nine ingredients.  

 

Fill eight greased muffin cups with 1/4 cup 

salmon mixture. Bake 45 minutes or until 

browned.  

Meanwhile, melt butter in a saucepan; stir 

in flour until smooth.  

 

Gradually stir in milk; bring to a boil over 

medium heat.  

 

Cook and stir for 2 minutes or until 

thickened. Remove from heat; stir in lemon 

juice, salt and cayenne. Serve with patties.  

 

This yummy recipe can be doubled or 

tripled. 

ENJOY!!!! 

 

MARK YOUR CALENDARS!!!! 

Our Unit #68 Annual Picnic/BarBQ             

is on Saturday, July 14th from 9 a.m. to 4 

p.m. – at Trout Lake in John Henry Park!! 

Plan to join us for a fun day!! Each year we 

have a fabulous Raffle with many great 

items to win - We appreciate any donations 

to this Raffle, so start looking out for some 

neat items for us, and bring them with you 

to our picnic. We thank you in advance!! 

And . . . the best word to describe the food 

is DELICIOUS – we have hot dogs, 

hamburgers, and a wide variety of salads 

and other goodies that our comrades 

donate to this event each year.  

Come on out and ENJOY!! 
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GRANDMA’S SHOES ARE 

GREAT AGAIN!!! 

When I was very little, 

All the Grandmas that I knew 

All walked around this world, 

In ugly grandma shoes. 

 

You know the ones 

I speak of, 

Those black clunky 

heeled kind, 

They just looked so 

very awful 

That it weighed 

upon my mind, 

 

For I knew, when I grew old, 

I'd have to wear those shoes, 

I'd think of that, from time to time 

It seemed like such bad news. 

 

I never was a rebel, 

I wore saddle shoes to school. 

And next came ballerinas 

Then the sandals, pretty cool. 

 

And then came spikes with pointed toes, 

Then platforms, very tall, 

As each new fashion came 

I wore them, one and all. 

 

But always, in the distance, 

Looming in my future, there, 

Was that awful pair of ugly shoes, 

The kind that Grandmas wear. 

 

I eventually got married 

And then I became a Mom. 

Our kids grew up and left, 

And then their children came along. 

 

I knew I was a Grandma 

And the time was drawing near, 

When those clunky, black, old lace up 

shoes 

Was what I'd have to wear. 

 

How would I do my gardening? 

Or take my morning hike? 

I couldn't even think about 

How I would ride my bike! 

 

But fashions kept evolving, 

And one day I realized 

That the shape of things to come 

Was changing, right before my eyes. 

 

And now, when I go shopping 

What I see, fills me with glee. 

For, in my jeans and Reeboks 

I'm as comfy as can be. 

 

And I look at all these teenage girls 

And there, upon their feet 

Are clunky, black, old Grandma shoes, 

And they really think they're neat. 

 

OVERHEARD IN THE 

CLUBROOMS . . . . 

I was nervous the night my husband and I 

brought our kids to an upscale restaurant 

for the first time. My husband ordered a 

bottle of wine with the meal. When the 

waitress brought it, our children became 

quiet as she began the ritual uncorking.  

 

When she poured a small amount for my 

husband to taste, our six-year-old piped 

up, "Give it to Mom. Mom can drink a LOT 

more than that!" 
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SSSTTTAAAYYY!!!!!!!!!   

I pulled into a crowded parking lot and 

rolled down the car windows to make sure 

my Labrador Retriever had fresh air. She 

was stretched out on the back seat, and I 

wanted to impress upon her that she must 

remain there. I walked to the curb 

backward, pointing my finger at the car 

and saying emphatically, 

"Now you stay. Do you 

hear me? Stay!" 

 

The driver of a nearby car 

gave me a startled look. "I 

don't know about you, 

lady," he said 

incredulously. "But I 

usually just put my car in 

park." 

 

YOUR EDITOR FRED’S 

MESSAGE TO YOU . . . 

FROM YOUR 

EDITOR MARDI. . .  

  

SSaaddnneessss  iiss  eemmbbrraacciinngg  mmee  tthhiiss  AApprriill  ssiinnccee  

lloossiinngg  mmyy  BBeelloovveedd  PPaarrttnneerr  aanndd  CCoo--EEddiittoorr..  

BBuutt  II  kknnooww  tthhaatt  FFrreedd  wwoouulldd  wwaanntt  mmee  ttoo  

ccoonnttiinnuuee  oonn  wwiitthh  TThhee  BBuuzzzz  ssoo  tthhaatt’’ss  wwhhaatt  II  

wwiillll  ddoo..    

MMeemmoorriieess  aallwwaayyss  aabboouunndd  wwhheenn  II  aamm  

wwoorrkkiinngg  oonn  eeaacchh  iissssuuee  aanndd  iitt  hheellppss  mmee  ttoo  

hhuugg  mmyysseellff  aanndd  iimmaaggiinnee  FFrreedd  ggiivviinngg  mmee  hhiiss  

ccoommffyy  hhuuggss  aanndd  sshhaarriinngg  hhiiss  iiddeeaass..  

AA  SSppeecciiaall  TThhaannkk  YYoouu  ttoo  mmyy  CCoo--eeddiittoorr  ffoorr  tthhiiss  

iissssuuee,,  iinn  hhoonnoouurr  ooff  hhiiss  DDaadd,,  FFrreedd’’ss  ssoonn,,  

GGaarrrryy  BBuuggddeenn..  

As always, I want to thank all of our loyal 

readers who send me great items, stories 

and cartoons, etc. for our Buzz newsletter 

every month – your contributions are very 

much appreciated!! Please keep up your 

research and keep them coming! 

Remember that our BUZZ is now, once 

again, on our Website every month. Look up 

www.anavets68.com and ENJOY!!  

And . . . don’t forget our Picnic Plans for 

Saturday, July 14
th

 – Mark your Calendars!! 

Keep Happy and Healthy until we meet again 

in our next issue, May 2018.    

SSSooommmeeetttiiimmmeeesss,,,      
iiittt’’’sss   nnnooottt   ttthhheee   PPPeeerrrsssooonnn      

yyyooouuu   mmmiiissssss...   
IIIttt’’’sss   ttthhheee   FFFeeeeeellliiinnnggg   
   yyyooouuu   hhhaaaddd   wwwhhheeennn   
   YYYooouuu   wwweeerrreee   wwwiiittthhh      

TTThhheeemmm...   
Your Editor                                          

MARDI 

http://www.anavets68.com/

