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THE BUZZ
YOUR
PRESIDENT’S
REPORT
Dear Comrades and Friends:
:December has arrived far too soon! But
November was as busy a month as can be
imagined. Our Unit's participation on
multiple levels of service and recognition
to Veterans – as well as our esteemed
Association – cannot be left unnoticed. At
the Memorial South Park Cenotaph we had
our Sergeant-at-Arms Kerr Adamson
marching with our Colours – and Past
President Sandi Greenfield coordinating
much of the event itself; and laying our
Wreath with Honourary President Robert
Rietveld. In the early hours of the day
Comrade Leslie Leoppky brought the 34
wreaths to be presented to the Centoph
and then forwent the service so as to
ensure our members would have seating
at our generous Host Club Unit 100.
Our ever-involved Comrades Ken, Shirley
and Harry visited with George Derby staff
and clients – and the list undoubtedly goes
on. As well, numerous volunteers from
both our Units assisted in making the
Centennial Anniversary of the Armistice a
memorable event within the clubrooms.
Thank you all.
And I also want to thank the members and
friends that “remembered” in their own

ways. Whether it be carrying a flag, placing
a wreath in public – or pausing to reflect
upon the freedoms hard-earned by our
Veterans at home in silence; or watching a
documentary or Cenotaph Service. We did
Remember Them – thank you for that.
For December, the needs of Veterans and
their families does not cease with the
passing of November's Remembrance Day.
Hopefully we can embrace some project or
worthy cause to ease the lives of those
that sacrificed – and still sacrifice. Many of
our active troops are away from home –
and if you know of a family that is keeping
the lamp lit for their safe return, please
reach out to them and ask if you can help
in some way.
Our Unit will be holding its elections
immediately after the next General Meeting
on December 2nd. Whoever is on that 2019
Executive, I trust our East Vancouver
A.N.A.F. Unit # 68 membership will support
them in their continued efforts to keep our
Association relevant and make our
community a “people” place – one that
never forgets our Veterans.
Happy Hanukkah (Dec. 2-10); Merry
Christmas... and a safe and healthy New
Year to each and every one of our readers.
Fraternally yours truly,
Bill Ritchie
President
Unit #68 anavet68@yahoo.com
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DECEMBER
NEWS FROM
YOUR
HONOURARY
PRESIDENT
Comrades:
Let’s begin with a Very Merry Christmas to
all my Unit #68 comrades.
Below is a wonderful picture of my 2
grandsons together with Charlie Lee, a
decorated WW11 Veteran. Charlie and I
have a long tradition together in the B.C.
Command Colour Guard with countless
stories of his dedication.
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in 1942 for an all secret Asian regiment. In
fact it was so secret, even Charlie would
not talk about it until he was given
permission almost 70 years later.
What an honour it was to have his family
bring Charlie to our South Vancouver
Cenotaph on November 11th, and allowing
me to escort him to the front of the
ceremony.
I once said to Charlie while we were on a
parade in New Westminster and I quote
"Charlie, you’re my hero" to which Charlie
gave me a firm look and replied "Bob I'm
no hero, the heroes are the boys who
never came back".
Such was and still is the humility of this
incredible comrade who on December 28,
2018 turns 95 years young.
Happy Birthday Charlie and may God give
you many more years in good health.
Fraternally Yours
Bob Rietveld
Honorary President
East Vancouver Unit #68

I have over the years written many articles
about Charlie's service to our country at a
time when Asian Canadians were not even
allowed to be citizens. Charlie volunteered

Memorial South Park Cenotaph with the
wreaths our President Bill Richie had laid
out just prior to the parade arrival.
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I n si d e V a n c o u ve r ’ s Hi d d e n
Pa st – Th e Se c r e t Hi st o r y o f
t h e L i o n s Ga t e B r i d g e …
by Inside Vancouver in Town on
June 12, 2012
The following article was contributed by
Will Woods as part of our Inside
Vancouver’s Hidden Past series.

Burrard Inlet’s ‘first narrows’, getting to
Vancouver proper from West Van meant
taking a ferry or a long drive via the
second narrows.
Taylor knew that if a bridge were built over
the first narrows then suddenly West
Vancouver would become a very desirable
place to live. Commute times to downtown
Vancouver would fall to minutes, rather
than hours. He skillfully secured the
provincial franchise for the bridge and
immediately set about the political
campaigning necessary to win public
support.
Taylor had some heavyweight opposition.
The Canadian Pacific Railway (CPR) had
extensive land-holdings in downtown
Vancouver and upscale Shaughnessy. The
CPR was worried that any plan to develop
West Vancouver would mean these
prestigious
land-holdings
becoming
devalued. They were prepared to fight,
lobbying the City of Vancouver hard to
turn-down the proposal.

To many Vancouverites the Lions Gate
Bridge feels part of the fabric of the city. A
major artery connecting downtown and the
North Shore. It is one of our city’s most
famous landmarks.
Yet the existence of the Lions Gate Bridge
is due in large part to the determination
and entrepreneurial spirit of one man –
Alfred “AJT” Taylor.
Born 1887 in Victoria, Taylor was an
engineering contractor by trade. By the
‘roaring twenties’ Taylor was one of
Vancouver’s
up-and-coming
entrepreneurs, with business interests
throughout BC in mining and construction.
Closer to home, he became convinced that
real estate gold lay on the forested slopes
of West Vancouver.
Back then West Van was a fairly remote
and unpopulated place with only 3,000
residents. Since there was no bridge over

Ultimately it would go to a vote. Taylor vs.
the CPR. In 1927 a plebiscite was put to
the citizens of Vancouver on Taylor`s
bridge
proposal.
Interestingly,
Vancouverites turned down Taylor`s plans.
The reason? A reluctance to build a road
through the city’s most prized asset,
Stanley Park.
But Taylor was nothing if not determined.
After moving to London to lick his wounds
and consider his next move, he quickly
used
his
considerable
powers
of
persuasion to convince the wealthy
Guinness family to become his financial
backers (yes, the same family whose
company makes the beer!).
Taylor formed a company, British Pacific
Properties Ltd., that was bankrolled by the
Guinness family. With his provincial
franchise for the bridge, and now some
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serious financial muscle, he was ready for
a second assault on the first narrows.
Moving back to Vancouver in 1930 he
found the Great Depression was starting
to take its toll on BC. With the Municipality
of West Vancouver in serious financial
trouble, he made them an offer. $75,000 for
4,700 acres of land. Equating to $18.75 an
acre. In return Taylor’s company promised
to contribute around $1M of improvements
to the municipality, such as building water
mains and installing electric cabling.
(Incidentally, a single acre of land in West
Vancouver today (2012) will set you back
around $3M – $5M.)
Given their parlous financial state the
Municipality of West Vancouver gladly
accepted Taylor’s low-ball offer and a big
piece of Taylor’s puzzle fell into place. The
Great Depression also helped another
piece of the puzzle move into position.
Keeping Stanley Park pristine didn’t feel
so important when people were losing
their jobs and homes. Any proposal for a
large scale construction project that would
create jobs and drive further development
suddenly got a much warmer reception.
Taylor personally financed a second
plebiscite in 1933 and this time he got the
result he wanted. Vancouver’s electorate
overwhelmingly supported the project,
passing it by 2-1 margin.
Perhaps inevitably the battle was not yet
over for Taylor. Four more years of
wrangling with the federal government
followed his plebiscite win. Undoubtedly
the CPR had a hand in dissuading the feds
from approving the project, but legitimate
concerns about the impact of the bridge
construction on the shipping lane beneath
it were also wrestled over.
Finally Prime Minister William Lyon
MacKenzie King officially approved the
project in 1936 and work began on March

THE BUZZ
31, 1937. Amazingly the shipping lane
through Burrard Inlet only closed for one
single hour during the entire construction
of the bridge, at 4.50am on May 2, 1938.
(Beat that Port Mann bridge workers!).
On Nov 12, 1938 the Lions Gate bridge
opened and the rest, as they say, is
history.
Alfred Taylor died in New York City aged
57 in 1945. According to his wishes, he
was cremated and his ashes scattered
from the Lions Gate Bridge. Next time you
stroll under the Lions Gate on a walk
round the Stanley Park seawall, spare a
thought for one of city’s most driven
entrepreneurs – the man who built the
Lions Gate bridge.

W ish in g o u r w o r ld f a mo u s L io n s G a t e
Br idg e a V e r y H a p p y 8 0 t h Bir t h d a y –
N o v e mb e r 1 2t h , 201 8
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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?

ANAF UNIT #68
MEMBERSHIP . .
It is now the time to enroll for the
upcoming year 2019 so you may continue
receiving all of the wonderful benefits
membership accords.
SPECIAL OFFER: membership is still
available at $35.00 for the coming year or
$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;
Phone number: 236 777-9110.
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 DECEMBER Celebrants!

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.

Two guys are drinking in a bar. One
says, “Did you know that lions have sex

10 to 15 times a night?”

“Dang,” says his friend, “and I just

joined The Elks!!”

Leslie Leoppky Lund Milton
Shirley Oda Gordon Woodrow

Wishing you all a Very
Happy Birthday!!!!

And A Very Special Happy
95th Birthday to our Comrade
Charlie Lee
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EDITOR’S NOTE: It just wouldn’t be
Christmas without our Ronnie’s Turkey
stories . . . so here they are once again . . .

In Loving Memory - - - With Christmas just around the corner I
think it’s time we talked ‘turkey’. I must
warn you . . . portions of this column
contain ‘FOWL’ language!

Turkey Story No.1: We were on city
relief (now known as welfare), the year
was 1936 and it was the middle of the
Great Depression and Christmas was 3
days away and the chances of the
Robinsons having a turkey for Christmas
was only a dream. You’ve heard the
expression of being ‘dirt poor’ – well we
couldn’t even afford dirt! Then the miracle
happened. A Model T Ford truck was
th
driving by our house on East 49 Avenue
carrying crates of live turkeys. Unknown to
the driver, one crate holding four turkeys
fell off the truck and the truck just kept
going. My Dad witnessed it all and
somehow managed to drag the crate into
our basement where he released the
turkeys from the crate. Suddenly there was
great joy in our house (I was 14 at the
time). As we had no way of contacting the
truck driver my mother began making
plans to contact some of our close
relatives to share with our good fortune on
Christmas Day. Later that day, my oldest
brother came home and unaware of what
was in our basement, opened the door and
the four lovely big juicy turkeys made a
dash for freedom, never to be seen again.
Obviously we didn’t have turkey for
Christmas that year but through the years
we often laugh at our turkey-less dinner.

Turkey Story No. 2 happened almost 50
years ago. We decided to take our children
to visit their Great-Granma at her small
ranch near Clinton. Her ranch had no
electricity or indoor plumbing so naturally
everyone went to bed as soon as it
became dark. It wasn’t the best night I’ve
ever had. Sometime through the night my
wife said she heard strange noises in our
bedroom. I grabbed the flashlight and
scanned the room. Then I saw what was
causing those strange noises. My light
showed about 20 or 30 pairs of little beady
eyes looking down at us from the
windowsill above our bed. The eyes
belonged to a large family of mice. Our
evening became even longer. Finally dawn
broke and not a moment too soon. The
kids had to go to the bathroom so I let
them out the backdoor and pointed out the
outhouse. A few seconds later there were
terrible screams coming from outside. I
rushed out and there were two of the
children surrounded by a dozen or so illmannered and vicious turkeys. I had to
carry the children one by one to the
outhouse and believe me I was just as
frightened of the damn turkeys as my kids
were! Our holidays improved after that. We
spent the remainder of our holiday in a
nice hotel in Clinton. And yes, it had
electricity and indoor plumbing! After this
incident I’ve decided the only good turkey
is one that has tasty stuffing inside and
hot gravy on the outside.

Turkey Story No. 3 really isn’t about a
turkey but it’s close. Years ago when our
children were little a friend of our family
gave them a little ‘duck’ chick to raise as a
pet. That little ‘duck’ chick grew into a very
large goose. The older it got, the more
ornery it became, and a real danger to the
children. One Sunday my Uncle George
was visiting us from Burnaby and I
explained the trouble we were having with
the children’s pet goose. My uncle
promptly said he would be happy to take it
home and raise it in his large back yard.
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He told the kids that their goose would
have a good home and a full happy life and
they were welcome to visit their pet
whenever they wished. Months passed and
my Aunt Frances and Uncle George invited
our family over for Christmas. Following
our wonderful dinner I told the children we
should go out and wish their goose a
Merry Christmas. My Uncle stopped us and
said we couldn’t see the goose. “Why
not?” I asked. My Uncle answered,
“Because we just ate him.” Of course
myself and the kids were quite shocked
and quite mad at my Uncle. Then he
explained that the goose had become very
difficult to manage. He too was constantly
attacked by this very large goose. This
Robinson
story
appeared
in
The
Vancouver Sun on December 18, 1997 in
their special Christmas edition.
And now I want to wish all of my readers
(if I have any) a Very MERRY CHRISTMAS
and a HAPPY NEW YEAR from the entire
ROBINSON FAMILY!!
Originally written in December 2008

F o r ever i n o u r M em o r i es

IF YOU’RE A BEAR . . .
If you're a bear, you
get to hibernate.
You do nothing but
sleep
for
six
months. I could deal
with that.
Before you hibernate, you're supposed to
eat yourself stupid. Then take a dump in
the woods. I could deal with that, too.
If you're a mama bear, everyone knows
you mean business. You swat anyone who
bothers your cubs. If your cubs get out of
line, you swat them into next week. I could
deal with that.
If you're a bear, your mate EXPECTS you
to wake up growling. He EXPECTS that
you will have hairy legs and excess body
fat.
I wanna be a bear.
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A POEM TO WHICH I CAN
RELATE

EDITOR’S NOTE: This is a favorite of
mine!!!

I remember the bologna of my childhood,
And the bread that we cut with a knife,
When the children helped with
he housework,
And the men went to work, not the wife.

An elderly woman and her little grandson,
whose face was sprinkled with bright
freckles, spent the day at the zoo. Lots of
children were waiting in line to get their
cheeks painted by a local artist who was
decorating them with tiger paws.

The cheese never needed a fridge,
And the bread was so crusty and hot,
The children were seldom unhappy,
And the wife was content with her lot.
I remember the milk from the bottle,
With the yummy cream on the top,
Our dinner came hot from the oven,
And not from a freezer; or shop.
The kids were a lot more contented,
They didn't need money for kicks,
Just a game with their friends in
the road,
And sometimes the Saturday flicks.
I remember the shop on the corner,
Where cookies for pennies were sold
Do you think I'm a bit too nostalgic?
Or is it...I'm just getting Old?
Bathing was done in a wash tub,
With plenty of rich foamy suds,
But the ironing seemed never ending
As Mama pressed everyone's 'duds'.
I remember the slap on my backside,
And the taste of soap if I swore.
Anorexia and diets weren't heard of,
And we hadn't much choice what
we wore.
Do you think that bruised our ego?
Or our initiative was destroyed?
We ate what was put on the table,
And I think life was better enjoyed.
Author, Unknown.
If you can remember those days,
Continue to enjoy your Retirement.

"You've got so many freckles, there's no
place to paint!" a girl in the line sneered to
the little fella.
Embarrassed, the little boy dropped his
head. His grandmother knelt down next to
him.
"I love your freckles. When I was a little
girl I always wanted freckles," she said,
while tracing her finger across the child's
cheek. "Freckles are beautiful."
The boy looked up, "Really?"
"Of course," said the
grandmother. "Why just
name me one thing
that's
prettier
than
freckles."
The little boy thought
for a moment, peered
intensely
into
his
grandma's face, and
softly
whispered,
"Wrinkles."

Great quote . . .
“I think that I shall never see
a billboard lovely as a tree.
Perhaps, unless the billboards fall,
I'll never see a tree at all.”
--- Ogden Nash (1902 - 1971)
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A LETTER HOME . . .
Dear Ma and Pa:
Am well. Hope you are. Tell Brother Walt
and Brother Elmer the Army beats working
for old man Minch. Tell them to join up
quick before all the places are filled.
I was restless at first because you got to
stay in bed till nearly 6 a.m. but am getting
so I like to sleep late. All you do before
breakfast is smooth your cot and shine
some things -- no hogs to slop, feed to
pitch, mash to mix, wood to split, fire to
lay. Practically nothing. The guys have to
shave, but they say it is not bad in warm
water, and after I thumped a few of them,
they don't tell nobody about why I don't
need to shave.
Breakfast is strong on trimmings like fruit
juice, cereal, eggs, bacon, etc., but kind of
weak on chops, potatoes, beef, ham steak,
fried eggplant, pie and regular food, but
you can always sit between two city boys
that live on coffee. Their food plus yours
holds you till noon, when you get fed.
It's no wonder these city boys can't walk
much. We go on "route marches," which,
the Sgt. says, are long walks to harden us.
If he thinks so, it is not my place to tell him
different.
A "route march" is a casual stroll about as
far as to our mailbox at home. Then the
city guys all get sore feet and we ride back
in trucks. The country is nice, but awful
flat.
The Sgt. is like a schoolteacher. He nags
some. The Capt. is like the school board.
Kernels. and Generals just ride around and
frown. They don't bother you none.
I keep getting medals for shooting. I don't
know why, the bull's-eye is near big as a
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chipmonk and don't move and it ain't
shooting at you, like the Higsett boys at
home. All you got to do is lie there all
comfortable and hit it, you don't even load
your own cartridges. They come in boxes.
Be sure to tell Walt and Elmer and Mary to
hurry and join before others get onto this
setup and come stampeding in.
Your loving daughter,
Pat

PONDER THIS THOUGHT . . .
People wonder why I give so many
compliments to strangers. I’m not being
fake, and I’m certainly not looking for
people to like me.
But if I pass someone and I like something
I say it.
“Love those shoes”
“Great hair” or
“Your eyes are beautiful!”
. . . Why?
Because life is hard, and this world can be
a shitty place.
Some people are just plain mean.
You never know how much those few
words could mean to someone.
You never know what hell they may be
going through.
And when you put positive vibes out in the
universe, YOU become a happier person.
So, random compliment giving will change
your life, and more importantly, it may
change someone else’s as well.
Source: Pieces of Soul
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I am now, probably for the first time in my
life, the person I have always wanted to be.
Oh, not my body! I sometime despair over
my body, the wrinkles, the baggy eyes, and
the sagging butt. And often I am taken
aback by that old person that lives in my
mirror (who looks like my mother!), but I
don’t agonize over those things for long.
I would never trade my amazing friends,
my wonderful life, my loving family for less
grey hair or a flatter belly. As I’ve aged, I’ve
become more kind to myself, and less
critical of myself. I’ve become my own
friend.
I don’t chide myself for eating that extra
sweet, or for not making my bed, or for
buying that silly garden gnome that I didn’t
need, but looks so wonderful on my patio.
I am entitled to a treat, to be messy, to be
extravagant. I have seen too many dear
friends leave this world too soon; before
they understood the great freedom that
comes with ageing.
Whose business is it if I choose to read or
play on the computer until 4 AM and sleep
until noon? I will dance with myself to
those wonderful tunes of the 60’s and 70’s,
and if I, at the same time, wish to weep
over a lost love…I will.
I will walk the beach in a swim suit that is
stretched over a bulging body, and will
dive into the waves with abandon if I
choose to, despite the pitying glances
from the jet set. They, too, will get old.
Sure, over the years my heart has been
broken. How can your heart not break
when you lose a loved one, or when a child
suffers, or even when somebody’s beloved
pet gets hit by a car? But broken hearts
are
what
give
us
strength
and
understanding and compassion. A heart

never broken is pristine and sterile and
will never know the joy of being imperfect.
I am so blessed to have lived long enough
to have my hair turning grey, and to have
my youthful laughs be forever etched into
deep grooves on my face. So many have
never laughed, and so many have died
before their hair could turn silver.
As you get older, it is easier to be positive.
You care less about what other people
think. I don’t question myself anymore. I’ve
even earned the right to be wrong.
So, to answer that question, I like being
old. It has set me free. I like the person I
have become.
I am not going to live forever, but while I
am still here, I will not waste time
lamenting what could have been, or
worrying about what will be. And I shall eat
dessert every single day (if I feel like it).
Author unknown
Editor’s Note: We have published many
articles on ‘Aging’ in this magazine, but I
feel they are all worth reading and
pondering.
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A FEW HANDY
HINTS FOR YOU
and FOR YOUR
HOUSEHOLD
Returning Groceries . . .
Return items to the grocery store that are
bad or spoil quickly, even if you used
some of it. For example, if you buy a big
block of cheese and it gets moldy after a
day or two in the fridge, it probably was
not packaged properly. Just be sure to
keep your grocery receipts handy.

Grow a Natural Christmas Tree . .
Consider a potted tree instead of a cut
one. It will save you money every year and
it will grow with you and your family.
Keep an eye on your tree's health while it
is inside. It should only be inside for 10 to
14 days.

Wrap Everyone’s Gifts Before
They Are Found . . .
Wrap gifts before you hide them. That way
if someone does look for them or
accidentally stumble across them, the
contents will still be concealed. Try to
wrap gifts the day that you buy them. This
saves time as Christmas approaches too.

Getting the Most out of Turkey or
Chicken Bones . . .
To pull the calcium out of chicken or
turkey bones, add 1 ounce of vinegar to
each quart of water (up to 4 ounces total)
when you are making soup stock. It will
not give a vinegar taste to the soup but
will draw out ALL the nutrients in the
bones.

THE BUZZ
Add Cinnamon Baby's Breath To
Greenery
Tuck cinnamon-scented baby's breath
among your holiday greenery, in wreathes,
between the Christmas tree branches, in
garlands, etc. Its lovely burgundy color
and delicate form spruces up any
arrangement. It can be purchased at most
craft stores and is inexpensive.

Disguising Gifts for Those
Curious GrandKids . . .
Assign a number for each person in your
family and then put the number on the
presents instead of a name. That way,
children won't go rummaging through
presents to see which presents are theirs.
When it is time to open gifts, tell everyone
what their number is.

JUST SO YOU KNOW . . .
According to the Alaska Department of
Fish and Game, while both male and
female reindeer grow antlers in the
summer each year, male reindeer drop
their antlers at the beginning of winter,
usually late November to mid-December.
Female reindeer retain their antlers till
after they give birth in the spring.
Therefore, according to every historical
rendition depicting Santa's reindeer, every
single one of them - from Rudolph to
Blitzen - had to be a girl.
We should've known.
Only women would
be able to drag a fat
man in a red velvet
suit all around the
world in one night,
not
ask
for
directions, and not
get lost.
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FROM OUR UNIT
#68 BUZZ RECIPE
CORNER:
BACON RANCH CHEESE
BALL
Super
easy,
make
ahead
(AKA
stress
free!)
Bacon
Ranch Cheese
Ball takes just
minutes
to
whip up and is
always a total
show stopping
appetizer! It’s
not only loaded with bacon and cheese but
COATED in bacon, cheese, green onions
and
pecans
for
can’t-stop-eatingpartaaaaaaaaaaaaay-deliciousness!
.

INGREDIENTS:











2 8 oz. bricks cream cheese at room
temperature
1/4 cup sour cream
1 (1 oz.) pkg Hidden Valley®
Original Ranch® Salad Dressing &
Seasoning Mix
1/2 teaspoon garlic powder
1/2 cup finely grated Pepper Jack
cheese
1 cup + 2 tablespoons finely grated
sharp cheddar cheese divided
6 slices bacon, cooked and diced
divided
1/4 cup chopped green onions
divided
2/3 cup chopped pecans

METHOD:
1. Add cream cheese, sour cream,
ranch seasoning, garlic powder,
pepper jack cheese, 1 CUP cheddar

cheese, half of the bacon and 2
tablespoons green onions to a large
bowl and mix until well combined.
Drop mixture onto a large piece of
plastic wrap, cover tightly, and
shape into a ball. Chill in the
refrigerator for 1-2 hours to firm
up (up to 24 hours if serving the
next day) before rolling in coating.

Coating:
1. Meanwhile,
add
remaining
2
tablespoon cheddar cheese, bacon
and green onions to a medium
bowl. Refrigerate.
2. When ready to coat cheeseball,
whisk in pecans until evenly
combined.

Assemble:
1. Spread Coating in an even layer on
cutting
board/parchment
lined
counter. Remove cheese ball from
refrigerator and roll in Coating
mixture, pressing to adhere, until
evenly coated. At this point you can
refrigerate until ready to serve.
2. Serve with crackers, celery, carrots,
etc.

YUM! YUM!!!!!
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2018 POPPY CAMPAIGN
UNIT #68 RESULTS

THE BUZZ
Sincerely,
Comrade Jan Holt
Poppy Fund Coordinator
Unit #68

Hello Comrades
With Remembrance Day all but a memory,
another year of poppy tagging for the
Vancouver Poppy Campaign has come to
an end.
I would like to extend my heartfelt thanks
to my merry little band of poppy taggers,
Ella and Sandi Kanciruk from ANAF Unit
#26, and 98 year old Agnes Keegan from
Legion Branch #179. They did an excellent
job again this year tagging at our
downtown locations.
This year I had help poppy bagging, I did
not need a box of bandages this year
because Bobbi and Ken Cameron
bagged all the poppies for me and I really
appreciated the help.

Ella and Sandi Kanciruk were part of
team poppy 2018

Special thanks goes to my partner Kerr
Adamson for all his help delivering/picking
up poppy trays to our schools and
businesses and for helping with the
counting/rolling of coins and bank
delivery. I could not do this without all his
help.
Once again this year Leslie Leoppky
helped driving me to all the Branch 48
schools, she’s got a great GPS system.
Our President Bill Ritchie delivered the
Branch 48 businesses.
And the results are in!
My small but great team of taggers
and support people brought in
$20,826.33 in donations for 2018.
Thank you once again for all your time and
hard work.

Agnes Keegan at Park Place 2018
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F A C E F A C TS . . .

SPOR TS R EPOR T:

The Installation Commander and his wife
were out having dinner at the officers club
a good-looking blonde came over and
open-mouth kissed the husband right in
front of the wife and said "I'll see you
tomorrow for a nooner right sweetie?" And
walked away.

The Annual Provincial Command
Snooker
tournament
was
held
Saturday, November 24th at South
Vancouver
Unit
26.
Three
Units
participated; #26, #100 and #284.

The wife couldn't believe her eyes, "Who
was that?" she demanded.
He replied: "My mistress" The wife then
told her husband she wanted a divorce.
"That's fine," said the base commander.
"But that means no more shopping at the
commissary and base exchange, no more
assignments in Europe, and you'll no
longer be president of the Officer's Wives
Club, and won't be able to lord it over the
other wives."
At that moment in walked a colonel with a
woman on his arm. When the wife asked
who the woman with the colonel was the
base commander said, "That's Peter's
mistress"
The wife looked back at the colonel and
his mistress and grinned, "Ours is
prettier."

While driving in Pennsylvania, a family
caught up to an Amish carriage. The owner
of the carriage obviously had a sense of
humour, because attached to the back of
the carriage was a hand printed sign...
"Energy efficient vehicle: Runs on oats
and grass. Caution: Do not step in
exhaust."

Runners-up were the team from Steveston
Unit 284.
Congratulations to the winning team from
Unit 26; Charlie Carson and Dalton Roy.
There are no Provincial Command events
scheduled for December.

Merry Christmas and
Happy New Year.
Richard ‘Dick’ Moore
Director - Sports
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"DOC ...WILL I LIVE TO 80+?"
I recently had to choose a new primary
care doctor. After two visits and
exhaustive lab tests, she said I was doing
fairly well for my age. (I am a tad past
sixty).
A little concerned about that comment, I
couldn't resist asking her, "Do you think I'll
live to be 80+?"
She asked, 'Do you smoke tobacco, or
drink beer, wine or hard liquor?'
'Oh no,' I replied. 'I'm not doing drugs,
either!'
Then she asked, 'Do you eat rib-eye steaks
and barbecued ribs?'
I said, 'Not much ... My former doctor said
that all red meat is very unhealthy!'
'Do you spend a lot of time in the sun, like
playing golf, boating, sailing, hiking, or
bicycling?'
'No, I don't,' I
said ...
She asked, 'Do
you
gamble,
drive fast cars,
or have a lot of
sex?'
'No,' I said ...
She looked at
me and said ...
'Then, why do you even give a shit?'

"Sex appeal is fifty percent what you've

got and fifty percent what people
think you've got."
Sophia Loren

GREAT ADVICE FOR
GRANDPARENTS:
A parent decreed one Christmas that she
was no longer going to remind her
children of their thank-you note duties.
As a result their grandmother never
received
acknowledgments
of
the
generous checks she had given.
The next
however.

year

things

were

different,

"The children came over in person to
thank me," the grandparent told a friend
triumphantly.
"How wonderful!" the friend exclaimed.
"What do you think caused the change in
behavior?"
"Oh, that's easy," the grandmother replied.
"This year I didn't sign the checks."
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IDLE THOUGHTS OF A
RETIRED PERSON
Oldies but goodies

I planted some bird seed. A bird came up.
Now I don't know what to feed it.

The cost of living hasn't affected its
popularity.
How can there be self-help "groups"?
Is there another word for synonym?

I had amnesia once -- or twice.

Where do forest rangers go to "get away
from it all"?

Protons have mass? I didn't even know
they were Catholic.

The speed of time is one-second per
second.

All I ask is a chance to prove that money
can't make me happy.

Is it possible to be totally partial?
Is Marx's tomb a communist plot?

What is a "free" gift? Aren't all gifts free?
They told me I was gullible... and I believed
them.
Teach a child to be polite and courteous in
the home and, when he grows up, he'll
never be able to merge his car onto a
freeway.
Two can live as cheaply as one, for half as
long.
Experience is the thing you have left when
everything else is gone.
What if there
questions?

were

no

hypothetical

One nice thing about egotists: They don't
talk about other people.
When the only tool you own is a hammer,
every problem begins to look like a nail.
A flashlight is a case for holding dead
batteries.
What was the greatest thing before sliced
bread?
I used to be indecisive. Now I'm not sure.

If swimming is so good for your figure,
how do you explain whales?
Show me a man with both feet firmly on
the ground, and I'll show you a man who
can't get his pants off.
It's not an optical illusion. It just looks like
one.
Is it my imagination, or do buffalo wings
taste like chicken?
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SCAM ALERT:
I locked my car. As I walked away I heard
my car door unlock. I went back and
locked my car again three times. Each
time, as soon as I started to walk away, I
would hear it unlock again!! Naturally
alarmed, I looked around and there were
two guys sitting in a car in the fire lane
next to the store. They were obviously
watching me intently, and there was no
doubt they were somehow involved in this
very weird situation . I quickly chucked the
errand I was on, jumped in my car and
sped away. I went straight to the police
station, told them what had happened, and
found out I was part of a new, and very
successful, scheme being used to gain
entry into cars. Two weeks later, my
friend's son had a similar happening....
While traveling, my friend's son stopped at
a roadside rest to use the bathroom. When
he came out to his car less than 4-5
minutes later, someone had gotten into his
car and stolen his cell phone, laptop
computer, GPS navigator, briefcase.....you
name it. He called the police and since
there were no signs of his car being
broken into, the police told him he had
been a victim of the latest robbery tactic -there is a device that robbers are using
now to clone your security code when you
lock your doors on your car using your
key-chain locking device..
They sit a distance away and watch for
their next victim. They know you are going
inside of the store, restaurant, or bathroom
and that they now have a few minutes to
steal and run. The police officer said to
manually lock your car door-by hitting the
lock button inside the car -- that way if
there is someone sitting in a parking lot
watching for their next victim, it will not be
you.

THE BUZZ
When you hit the lock button on your car
upon exiting, it does not send the security
code, but if you walk away and use the
door lock on your key chain, it sends the
code through the airwaves where it can be
instantly stolen
Be wisely aware of what you just read and
please pass this note on. Look how many
times we all lock our doors with our
remote just to be sure we remembered to
lock them -- and bingo, someone has our
code...and whatever was in our car.
Snopes Approved -- Please share with
everyone you know.
What Do We Love
About Christmas?
What do we love about
Christmas;
Does our delight reside in
things?
Or are the feelings in our
hearts
The real gift that Christmas brings.
It's seeing those we love,
And sending Christmas cards, too,
Appreciating people who bring us joy
Special people just like you.
By Joanna Fuchs

ALWAYS REMEMBER . . .
Christmas is not in tinsel
and lights and
outward show.
The secret lies in an
inner glow.
It’s lighting a fire
inside the heart.
Good will and joy
a vital part.
Its higher thought and a greater plan.
Its glorious dream in the soul of man.
~ Wilfred A. Peterson
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This section is dedicated to my beloved
partner and soul mate Fred, who is sadly
missed every moment of every day . . .

R em e m b eri ng . . .
Fred and I published our first
Buzz newsletter in the
month of December of 1997!
That was the beginning my
friends, and it continues to be a joy to
work on every month.
I was the ‘Cut and Paste’ Chief and Fred
was my ‘very sexy Editor-in-Chief!’ He did
love that title!! HaHa! And I still feel his
prescence by my side as I put my all each
month into these 18 pages. I have come a
long way over the past years from ’cut and
paste’ thank goodness!
So with many prescious memories I wish
st
our Buzz a Very Happy 21 Birthday this
month! May The Buzz continue to collect
interest and enthrall (at times) our
comrades over the coming years!
My Dearest Fred: In the words of an
unknown poet . . .
You may have died...but you are not gone
you will always be a part of me.
As long as the sun shines...
the wind blows...
the rain falls...
You will live on inside of me forever
for that is all my heart knows.

FROM YOUR
EDITOR MARDI . .
The Holiday Season is upon
us and it brings a definite Joy into our
hearts!! Please remember to always give
your friends and comrades a hug and tell
them how very much they mean to you!
As always I extend a special thank you to all
of our loyal readers who send me great
items, stories and cartoons, etc. for The
Buzz every month – Please keep these
contributions coming as they are very much
appreciated!
And as before I remind you all that I do
repeat items from time to time – it may be
my ‘old age’ creeping up on me – but mainly
I do it because I feel they are meaningful
and/or funny and deserve another read!!
Our BUZZ is on our Website every month.
Look up www.anavets68.com and ENJOY!!
Many Thanks also to our loyal Buzz readers
– hope you continue over the coming year
2019 to enjoy all that is contained within
these pages.
Until next month our wish to you is for many
special memories and cherished moments
to treasure well into our new year!! Enjoy!!
Enjoy!!
Your Editor
MARDI

Wishing You and Yours a Very Merry
Christmas Surrounded by Dear Friends!

