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Merry Christmas and Happy New Year
to All of Our Comrades and Friends!
May Your Holiday Season
Be Filled with Joyous Memories!
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Reverend Dennis Morgan

YOUR
PRESIDENT’S
REPORT

January 23, 1941 – November 15, 2021

Hello Comrades . . .
Another year is coming to an end.
Although the club has not seen much
activity, it definitely has had some unique
challenges, all related to Covid.
All of the restrictions and limitations have
definitely added to the challenges that we
have had to face, both personal and as a
Unit. Stay strong and we will get through
Covid together.
I would like to thank all of the members
and the executive of Unit #68 for their
continued support over the past year.
I wish a Very Merry Christmas and a Happy
New Year to everyone.
Stay safe and healthy.
Shoulder to Shoulder.

Ken Griggs
President,
East Vancouver Unit #68

It is with great sadness that we bid farewell
to our long time Unit #68 Padre, Comrade
and Friend. “Reverend Dennis” served
tirelessly in serving the Vancouver
community – and especially bringing Joy,
Spiritual Council and Consolements to
Seniors, Veterans and the Veteran Service
Clubs he frequented.
A Private Celebration of Life will be held by
his family.
In lieu of flowers the request a donation to
the BC Cancer Clinic.

Rest In Peace Padre
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DECEMBER
NEWS
FROM YOUR
HONOURARY
PRESIDENT
Happy Holidays Comrades.
" Christmas Truce 1941"
The Christmas Truce was a series of
widespread unofficial ceasefire along the
Western Front of the First World War. The
truce occurred 5 months after hostilities
had begun. It was a brief pause to recover
wounded and the dead with fraternization
between the two sides.
The guns fell silent along some 2/3rds of
the 30-mile front controlled by the British.
On Christmas eve and Christmas day
German and British soldiers exchanged
season greetings and even sang songs
between the trenches. They established a
"no man's land" where they met but at first
were very wary, thinking it was a trick, but
when they saw the Germans approaching,
the Allies called out.
Remarkably on Christmas Day there was
even an iconic soccer game between the
Germans and the British. It is estimated
100,000 troops on both sides participated
in this unsanctioned truce. Although never
repeated - it proved faith in humanity and
the spirit of Christmas.

P.S To all our friends in Unit #68, I wish to
share that my wife Rose's Mom passed
away in November at 93 years young.
I met her mom almost 50 years ago and
over the many years heard countless
WW11 stories. To get the perspective of a
person from Austria and her hatred for the

Nazis taught me that every story has two
sides, Rest in peace Elizabeth.
For over 40 years we drove to Penticton for
Christmas, so ironically, this year for the
first time Rose and I drive to Vancouver to
be with our kids and grandchildren for the
holy days.
OMG - I am now the oldest in our family OUCH!
Fraternally Yours,
Bob Rietveld,
Honorary President Unit #68
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MIKE CARPENTER

Mike Carpenter’s Celebration Of Life will
be held on Sunday, December 12th from
11:00 am to 3:00 pm at ANAF Unit #100.
Mike was a long-time member, and
executive of ANAF Unit #68, as well as an
avid influence in always bringing the Pipe
Band to our Club’s Remembrance Day
Celebrations.
Space is limited, so If you plan on
attending,
please
RSVP
to
ANAF68@gmail.com
We Will Remember Him

*Available for a short time only. Limit one
(1) per person. Subject to change without
notice. Provided ‘as is’ and without any
warranties. Nontransferable and is the sole
responsibility of the recipient. May incur
damages arising from use or misuse.
Additional parts sold separately. Your
mileage may vary. Subject to all applicable
fees and taxes. Terms and conditions
apply. Other restrictions apply.
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CELLULOID HEROES . . .
Audie Murphy was the most decorated
American combat soldier of World War II.
He received every military combat award
for valor available from the U.S. Army, as
well as French and Belgian awards for
heroism. Murphy received the Medal of
Honor for valor that he demonstrated at the
age of 19. In January of 1945 he singlehandedly held off a company of German
soldiers for an hour at the Colmar Pocket
in France, then lead a successful
counterattack while wounded and out of
ammunition.

“Twas the night before Christmas
And all through the town
Blizzards were blowing Santa,
making his last round
When a thought came to him
One that shook his old core
All the shelter dogs hungry
Sleeping on the cold, hard floor
He jumped in his sleigh
And said, “This night is not done!”
His heart whispered to him
“It’s only just begun”
All within time, before the next day
He delivered a miracle
To shelters that say:
“He came and he fed all the dogs
that cold night
There wasn’t a full bowl of food
not in sight!
The dogs had full bellies,
and cuddled new blankets!
And from this day forward,
we’ll remember it all
The day we’ve come to call
Operation Santa Paws.”

After the war, Murphy embarked on a 21year acting career. He played himself in the
1955 autobiographical film “To Hell and
Back”, based on his 1949 memoir of the
same name. Murphy died in a plane crash
in Virginia in 1971, shortly before his 46th
birthday. He is interred with military
honors at Arlington National Cemetery,
where his grave is one of the most visited.
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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
#205 4300 North Fraser Way.
Burnaby B.C. V5J 0B3.
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

ANAF UNIT #68
MEMBERSHIP . .
Attention Unit #68 Comrades: It will soon
be time to renew your membership for
2022 – please watch for notices regarding
same and renew as soon as possible!
GREAT NEWS: Our membership is still
$35.00 for the year or $60.00 for a couple.
Please see any one of our Executive to get
more details!
If you wish to mail in your membership fee,
the following is the address for all of our
Unit #68 correspondence:
A.N.A.F. Unit #68 Membership
c/o Jan Holt
Apt 609 951 East 8th Avenue
Vancouver B.C. V5T 4L2.
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

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 – 137th St. Surrey, BC V3W 1A4
For information regarding financial assistance
please contact 572-3242 or 1 – 800 – 268-0248.
“A

lot of fellows nowadays have a B.A.,
M.D., or Ph.D. Unfortunately, they don't
have a J.O.B.”
--- "Fats" Domino
“If

stupidity got us into this mess, then why
can't it get us out?”
--- Will Rogers (1879-1935)

Unit #68 DECEMBER Celebrants
Brian Archer
Leslie Leoppky
Shirley Oda

Charlie Lee
Lund Milton
Gordon Woodrow

Wishing you all a Very
Happy Birthday!!!!\
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I’m sure by now you are sick and tired of
talking about all this lousy weather we’ve
had these past few weeks, but I can’t pass
up the chance to remind you of past
Vancouver weather stories.

managed to get to the paper shacks where
we picked up our newspapers. My route
was around the Knight Road and 33rd
Avenue district. Vancouver’s garbage
dump was located on the grounds where
Kensington Park sits today. I could shave
off two long city blocks by taking a short
cut through the dump. Besides fighting off
the rats and coming out smelling like a
dump, I felt it was worth it. Both my brother
and myself managed to deliver our
newspapers. The next day our names
appeared on the front page of The Sun
paper along with 3 other paper boys under
the heading, “Sun Carriers are Heroes of
the Storm”. The crazy part about all this
was that my brother and myself thought all
200 Sun paper carriers had delivered their
papers too! Anyway, the Vancouver Sun
took us five ‘Heroes’ on a tour of the
newspaper plant at Beatty and Pender, and
then out for a night on the town.

For a start, we’ll go back to January 13,
1950. That’s when the Fraser River froze
over resulting in over 50 lumber mills
closing down and forcing 11,000 people
out of work. Chilliwack was cut off from the
rest of the world by deep snow drifts and
gale-force winds. The R.C.M.P. were used
to transport food supplies to the stricken
Chilliwack area.

In the late Thirties, Christmas and New
Years were almost cancelled in Vancouver
because a fog had settled over the city.
Streetcars were unable to operate, taxis
also couldn’t move, and even walking was
dangerous. Unless you lived very close to
your family or friends, there was little
Christmas visiting. All New Year’s parties
were cancelled.

A year later, in 1951, Upper Burrard Inlet
was frozen over with 3 inches of ice.

But the one foggy story I shall never forget
was the time I was going around with a
young lady (I often wonder why any girl
could be called a ‘lady’ if she was going
out with me). She was a maid in one of
those gigantic mansions in Shaughnessy.

In Loving Memory

Editor’s Note: Ronnie first submitted this
article for our November 2006 Buzz issue –
and seeing as it is such a good history
lesson I felt it should reappear yet again
for your enjoyment . . .

A NOVEMBER TO REMEMBER . . .

Then, what was often called ‘Vancouver’s
worst night ever’ was the evening of
Thursday, October 11th, 1962. That’s when
Typhoon Frieda hit us. A great part of
Stanley Park was lost forever. The high
winds caused millions of dollars of
damage throughout the Vancouver area. A
tree that was often called ‘the largest tree
in South Vancouver’ was blown down
during the typhoon. This tree was located
at the corner of Chester and 43rd Avenue,
less than a half a block behind Unit #26.
The heaviest snowfall I can remember was
when I was around 14 or 15. Both my
brother Ken and myself had Vancouver
Sun paper routes. The newspapers

We had taken in the movie at the Windsor
Theatre at 25th and Main. When we came
out of the theatre we were met with one of
the thickest fogs I have ever seen. I had to
drive her home to Shaughnessy. Normally,
if you drove in thick fog you followed the
streetcar tracks, but there were no tracks
on that street. So I had my little maid stand
on the running board of my 1928 Model T
Ford and crouch over the front fender and
guide me by watching the white line for
me. If you have to ask what a running
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board is, then you’re too young to be
reading this story! Anyway, thanks to her
help I got her home to the mansion safe
and sound. On the trip home to my place, I
had no one to guide me, and the normal 15
minute trip took me three hours – ain’t

love grand??

Forever in our Memories
LAUGHTER THERAPY:
Upon arriving home in eager anticipation
of a leisurely evening, the husband was
met at the door by his sobbing wife.
Tearfully
she
explained,
"It's
the
Pharmacist, he insulted me terribly this
morning on the telephone."
Immediately the husband drove downtown
to the pharmacy to demand an apology.
Before he could say more than a word or
two, the pharmacist told him, "Now, just a
minute - listen to my side of it."
"This morning the alarm failed to go off, so
I was late getting up. I hurried out to the
car, but I'll be damned if I didn't lock the
house with both house and car keys inside.
I had to break a window to get my keys.
Driving a little too fast, I got a speeding
ticket. Then, about three blocks from the
store I had a flat tire.
When I finally got to the store there was a
bunch of people waiting in line. One little
old lady thought I was trying to get ahead
of her in the line and smashed my glasses
with her umbrella.
I finally got the store opened and started
waiting on these people, and all the time
the darn phone was ringing its head off.
Then I had to break a roll of nickels against
the cash register drawer to make change,
and they spilled all over the floor. I got
down on my hands and knees to pick up
the nickels, the phone is still ringing when I came up I cracked my head on the

open cash drawer, which made me stagger
back against a showcase with a bunch of
perfume bottles on it, and half of them hit
the floor and broke.
The phone is still ringing with no let up,
and so, while I was sitting on the floor in a
puddle of perfume and broken glass, I
answered it.
It was your wife - she wanted to know how
to use a rectal thermometer.
Well, Mister, I TOLD HER!"
An older man wearing a stovepipe hat, a
waistcoat and a phony beard sat down at a
bar and ordered a drink.
As the bartender set it down, he asked,
"Going to a Halloween party?"
"Yeah," the man answered, "I'm supposed
to come dressed as my love life."
"But you look like Abe Lincoln." protested
the barkeep.
"That's right. .... My last four scores were
seven years ago."

AN ‘OLDIE’ BUT
‘GOODIE’ . . .

OH

SUCH

A

It was a man's 80th birthday and his
friends wanted to get him a special gift.
Since he was a widower of many years and
after some discussion, they decide to have
a hooker come to his house that night and
give him the time of his life.
Later that evening as the old man was
getting ready for bed he hears the doorbell
ring. He opens the door and sees a hooker
standing there in a sexy outfit.
She says to the senior: "Hi there, I'm here
to give you super sex!"
The old man thinks for a moment... then
says: "I'll take the soup".
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KIDS IN CHURCH . . .

Confused, the teacher asked, "Where did
you get that?"

A little boy was overheard praying:
"Lord, if you can't make me a better boy,
don't worry about it. I'm having a real
good time like I am."
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
A Sunday school class was studying the
Ten Commandments.
They were ready to discuss the last one.
The teacher asked if anyone could tell her
what it was.

The boy said, "Well, you know they are
always talking about Verge n' Mary.”

Susie raised her hand, stood tall, and
quoted, "Thou shall not take the covers off
the neighbor's wife."
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
A Sunday school teacher asked her
children, as they were on the way to
church service, "And why is it necessary
to be quiet in church?"
One bright little girl replied, "Because
people are sleeping."
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
A wife invited some people to dinner. At
the table, she turned to their six-year-old
daughter
and
said,
"Would
you
like to say the blessing?
"I wouldn't
girl replied.

know

what

to

say,"

the

"Just say what you hear Mommy say," the
wife answered.
The daughter bowed her head and said,
"Lord, why on earth did I invite all these
people to dinner?"
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
A Sunday school teacher asked her class,
"What was Jesus' mother's name?"
One child answered, "Mary."
The teacher then asked, "Who knows what
Jesus' father's name was?"
A little boy said, "Verge."

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
I had been teaching my three-year old
daughter, Caitlin, the Lord's Prayer for
several evenings at bedtime, she would
repeat after me the lines from the prayer.
Finally, she decided to go solo. I listened
with pride as she carefully enunciated
each word right up to the end of the
prayer:
"Lead
us
not
into
temptation," she prayed, "but deliver us
some E-mail."
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
One particular four-year-old prayed, "And
forgive us our trash baskets as we forgive
those who put trash in our baskets."
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
A father was at the beach with his children
when the four-year-old son ran up to him,
grabbed his hand, and led him to the shore
where a seagull lay dead in the sand.
"Daddy, what happened to him?" the son
asked.
"He died and went to Heaven," the Dad
replied.
The boy thought a moment and then said,
"Did God throw him back down?"
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This is a ‘Repeat item’ but
well worth the reread . . .
Recently I overheard a father and daughter
in their last moments together at the
airport.
They
had
announced
the
departure.
Standing near the security gate, they
hugged and the father said, ‘I love you, and
I wish you enough.’
They kissed and the daughter left. The
father walked over to the window where I
was seated. I tried not to intrude on his
privacy, but I could not refrain from asking:
‘When you were saying good-bye, I heard
you say, ‘I wish you enough.’ May I ask
what that means?’
He began to smile. ‘That’s a wish that has
been handed down from other generations.
My parents used to say it to everyone.’
He paused a moment and looked up as if
trying to remember it in detail, and he
smiled even more.
‘When we said, ‘I wish you enough,’ we
were wanting the other person to have a
life filled with just enough good things to
sustain them.’
Then turning toward me, he shared the
following as if he were reciting it from
memory.
I wish you enough sun to keep your
attitude bright no matter how gray the day
may appear.
I wish you enough rain to appreciate the
sun even more.
I wish you enough happiness to keep your
spirit alive and everlasting.
I wish you enough pain so that even the
smallest of joys in life may appear bigger.
I wish you enough gain to satisfy your
wanting…
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I wish you enough loss to appreciate all
that you possess.
I wish you enough hellos to get you
through the final good-bye.
Pain in life sooner or later will have an
upside, and the highs in life don't last
forever, so don't take them for granted.
Appreciate every moment.
I wish you enough.
-

Edna Louise Pokoray

LICENCE PLATE ROBBERY
There’s a new licence plate hijacking trend.
The jackers follow you to a parking lot.
After you leave your vehicle, they remove
your licence plate and wait. When you
come back and drive off, they follow you.
They then overtake you, displaying your
licence plate out of their window as if you
just lost it and they want to give it back to
you.
When you stop to get your licence plate
back, guns come out and they take the car.
Maybe even take you and the car. It’s a
very well rehearsed and organized plan
and everything happens very quickly.
Other motorists may not be aware of what
is happening as you stopped the car
yourself. Please alert others to this danger
ASAP.
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VINEGAR AND
HOW IT CAN HELP
YOU . . .
USE VINEGAR . . .
It's
cheap,
it's
useful,
and
our
grandparents have been using it for years.
Vinegar kills 99% of bacteria and more
than 80% of mold and germs. It's nontoxic, safe, and good for the environment.
It's also extremely affordable compared to
all the household cleaners on the market.
Here are amazing things vinegar can do.
1. Kill Weeds. Put vinegar in a spray
bottle and squirt around the house to get
rid of weeds.
2. Rinse Out Your Dishwasher. Put a
whole cup of vinegar through an entire
cycle, without dishes, to clean out soap
residue and buildup.
3. Clean Your Coffee Maker. Mix
vinegar and water and run it through a
coffee brew cycle. Run an extra cycle of
water just to make sure the vinegar gets
rinsed out.
4. Counter Cleaner. Use vinegar to wipe
down sour counters and get them sparkly
clean.
5. Drain Deodorizer. Make vinegar ice
cubes and grind them up in the garbage
disposal to neutralize odors.
6. Degrease an Oven Door. Spray 100%
vinegar solution on the door and let it soak
before wiping away with a sponge.
7. Boiled Egg Trick. Add a few
tablespoons vinegar to boiling water and
cracked eggs won't leak while boiling.
8. Sparkling Glassware. Take cloudy
glassware from the dishwasher and wrap
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them with paper towels soaked in vinegar.
The cloudiness will be gone.
9. Extend Flower Life. Place a teaspoon
vinegar in a vase of water and your stem
cut flowers will last longer.
10. Window Cleaner. Use a pint of water
mixed with a few tablespoons vinegar to
wash windows.
11. Oven Vent Cleaner. Take 100%
vinegar solution and soak the vent cover
on top of your stove range. Then wipe it
down for a grease-free vent.
12. Hair Rinse. Pour one cup vinegar and
water solution over hair after washing. The
vinegar reduces oil produced and lends
highlights to brown hair.
13. Clean Fruit-Stained Hands. Rub
vinegar on your hands to take away
stubborn berry stains.
14. Cut Laundry Soap. Adding vinegar
will reduce the amount of laundry soap you
need to clean clothes.
15. Stain Remover. Gently rub into tough
stains on clothes, then wash as usual.
16. Marinate Meat. Using vinegar as a
marinade, not only softens the meat, but
breaks down and kills bacteria. Soak it
overnight before cooking for best results.
17. Wood Cutting Board Cleaner. Use
full strength vinegar to clean and disinfect
wood cutting boards.

18. Cut Out Cooking Smells. Hate the
smell of fried fish lingering around your
kitchen after you've cooked? Just set a pot
of water and vinegar on the stove and let it
slow boil for a while to get rid of lingering
cooking smells.
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19. Clean a Lunchbox. Got a funky
lunchbox? Soak a piece of bread in vinegar
and let it sit inside it overnight.

AN ASSIST TO AGING . . .

20. Stainless Steel Shiner. Clean
stainless steel by spraying and wiping full
strength vinegar on it.

The inventor of the treadmill died at the
age of 54

21. Refrigerator Cleaner. Get rid of
fridge smells and grime by using a 50/50
mixture of vinegar and water to clean your
fridge.

Some things to ponder as we get older:

The inventor of gymnastics died at the age
of 57
The world bodybuilding champion died at
the age of 41

22. Make Buttermilk. Add a tablespoon
vinegar to one cup milk and let it sit for 5
minutes.

The best soccer player in the world,
Maradona, died at the age of 60

23. Grout Cleaner. Let vinegar soak on
the grout for 30 minutes, then brush away
with a toothbrush.

The Kentucky Fried Chicken inventor died
at 94

24. Laundry Brightener. Add 1 cup
vinegar to the rinse cycle to keep colors
bright.
25. Fix Nighttime Mattress Accidents.
Clean up the urine with a vinegar and water
solution. Follow with a sprinkling of baking
soda. Then vacuum it up when it dries.

And then..

The Inventor of Nutella brand died at the
age of 88
Cigarette maker Winston died at the age of
102
Hennessy inventor died at 98
The inventor of opium died at the age of
116 in an earthquake

How did doctors come to the
conclusion that exercise prolongs
life?
The rabbit is always jumping, but it lives
for only 2 years.
The turtle that doesn't exercise at all, lives
400 years.

So ?
Have a drink ...
Take a nap ...
And IF you wake up,
have bacon & eggs!
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SOME GIGGLES FOR YOU . . .
A Newfoundland farmer named Angus had
a car accident. He was hit by a truck owned
by the Eversweet Company. In court, the
Eversweet Company's hot-shot solicitor
was questioning Angus.
'Didn't you say to the RCMP at the scene of
the accident, 'I'm fine I'm fine?' asked the
solicitor.
Angus responded: 'Well, I'll tell you what
happened. I'd just loaded my fav'rit cow,
Bessie, into da... '
'I didn't ask for any details', the solicitor
interrupted. 'Just answer the question. Did
you not say, at the scene of the accident,
'I'm fine!'?'
Angus said, 'Well, I'd just got Bessie into
da trailer and I was drivin' down da road....'
The solicitor interrupted again and said,
'Your Honour, I am trying to establish the
fact that, at the scene of the accident, this
man told the police on the scene that he
was fine. Now several weeks after the
accident, he is trying to sue my client. I
believe he is a fraud. Please tell him to
simply answer the question. '
By this time, the Judge was fairly
interested in Angus' answer and said to
the solicitor: 'I'd like to hear what he has to
say about his favourite cow, Bessie'.
Angus thanked the Judge and proceeded.
'Well as I was saying, I had just loaded
Bessie, my fav'rit cow, into de trailer and
was drivin' her down de road when this
huge Eversweet truck and trailer came
tundering tru a stop sign and hit me trailer
right in da side. I was trown into one ditch
and Bessie was trown into da udder. By
Jaysus I was hurt, very bad like, and didn't
want to move. However, I could hear old
Bessie moanin' and groanin'. I knew she
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was in terrible pain just by her groans.
Shortly after da accident, a policeman on a
motorbike turned up. He could hear Bessie
moanin' and groanin' too, so he went over
to her. After he looked at her, and saw her
condition, he took out his gun and shot her
between the eyes. Den da policeman came
across de road, gun still in hand, looked at
me, and said, 'How are you feelin'?'
'Now wot da heck would you say?
The orthopedic surgeon I work for was
moving to a new office, and his staff was
helping transport many of the items. I sat
the display skeleton in the front of my car,
his bony arm across the back of my seat. I
hadn't considered the drive across town.
At one traffic light, the stares of the people
in the car beside me became obvious, and I
looked across and explained, "I'm
delivering him to my doctor's office."
The other driver leaned out of his window.
"I hate to tell you, lady," he said, "but I
think it's too late!"
A missionary discovered a tribe of Indians
who had never recorded a baptism,
confirmation or marriage.
The bishop soon rectified the situation by
baptizing and confirming everyone. He also
married every beaming couple that walked
by.
Later, the tribal chief told the Bishop the
tribe had never had so much fun. The
bishop asked the chief which part they
enjoyed the most.
"The marriage service," the chief said,
smiling. "We all got new wives!"

“Beauty

is in the eye of the beholder and it
may be necessary from time to time to give
a stupid or misinformed beholder a black
eye.”
--- Miss Piggy
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THE DOGS BEDTIME PRAYER
Now I lay me down to sleep
The king-sized bed is soft and deep
I sleep right in the center groove
So my human beings can hardly move
I’ve trapped their legs
They’re tucked in tight
And here is where I’ll spend the night
No one disturbs me or dares intrude
Till morning comes, and I want food!
I sneak up slowly to begin
And nibble on my human’s chin
For morning’s here, it’s time to play
And I always seem to get my way.
So thank you Lord for giving me
The human person that I see
The one who hugs and holds me tight
And shares their bed with me at night.
AMEN
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FROM OUR UNIT
#68 BUZZ RECIPE
CORNER:
BACON-WRAPPED EGGS . . .
Breakfast would be infinitely better if every
bite of eggs included bacon. Well, folks,
let’s make that dream a reality with this
bacon-wrapped egg cup recipe. These
bites couldn’t be easier--or look more
impressive.
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egg whites are set and the yolks are still
jiggly, 10 to 12 minutes. The bacon should
be very crispy.
5. Run a paring knife around the edge of
each bacon cup to help release it from the
pan. Serve warm.

AND NOW FOR A YUMMY
DESSERT IDEA . . .
OREO CHEESECAKE BITES
Each individual crust is made with a whole
Oreo!

INGREDIENTS:
16 bacon strips
8 eggs
Salt and freshly ground black pepper

INSTRUCTIONS:
1. Preheat the oven to 400°F. Line a baking
sheet with aluminum foil, then arrange the
bacon on it.
2. Bake the bacon until the fat has begun
to render and the strips are partially
cooked. Cool until it’s cool enough to
touch.
3. In the muffin tin, line the perimeter of
one cup with 2 bacon strips. Repeat with
the remaining strips of bacon until you
have prepared eight cups.
4. Crack an egg into each bacon-lined cup.
Season with salt and pepper. Place the
muffin tin in the oven and bake until the

Fans of cookies ‘n cream will swoon over
these adorable Oreo cheesecake bites.
but those who don’t fancy themselves
bakers will love them even more. These nobake treats are nearly foolproof and are the
perfect activity to do with your grandkids.
To make these even easier, skip beating
your own whipped cream and sub in
thawed whipped topping (like Cool Whip)
instead.

INGREDIENTS:
24 chocolate sandwich cookies, like Oreos
12 oz. cream cheese, softened
1/4 c. granulated sugar
3 tbsp. sour cream
1 tsp. vanilla extract
Pinch of kosher salt
1/2 c. heavy cream
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INSTRUCTIONS:
1. Line a 12-cup muffin tin with paper
liners. Place 1 Oreo in each of the
liners. Place the remaining 12 Oreos
in a large ziptop bag and crush with
a rolling pin.
2. In the bowl of stand mixer fitted with
a paddle attachment, beat the cream
cheese on medium until smooth,
about 2 minutes. Add the sugar,
sour cream, vanilla and salt. Beat
until smooth and creamy, about 2
more minutes.
3. In a medium bowl, whisk the heavy
cream until stiff peaks form. Add the
whipped cream to the cream cheese
mixture and fold just until
combined. Add 1 cup of the crushed
Oreos and fold until combined.
4. Spoon the cream cheese mixture
into each muffin liner (about 1/4 cup
each) and smooth the top. Sprinkle
all over with remaining Oreos.
5. Chill the cheesecake bites until firm
and set, at least 6 hours or up to 2
days.

ENJOY! ENJOY!!

LITTLE JOHNNY KNOWS . . .
A Sunday School teacher of preschoolers
was concerned that his students might be
a little confused about Jesus Christ
because of the Christmas season
emphasis on His birth. He wanted to make
sure they understood that the birth of
Jesus occurred for real. He asked his
class, "Where is Jesus today?"
Steven raised his hand and said, "He's in
heaven."
Mary was called on and answered, "He's in
my heart."
Little Johnny, waving his hand furiously,
blurted out, "I know, I know! He's in our
bathroom!!!"
The whole class got very quiet, looked at
the teacher, and waited for a response. The
teacher was completely at a loss for a few
very long seconds. Finally, he gathered his
wits and asked Little Johnny how he knew
this.
Little Johnny said, "Well . . . every
morning, my father gets up, bangs on the
bathroom door, and yells, "Jesus H Christ,
are you still in there?!"
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MORE GIGGLES FOR YOU . . .
The young wife was in tears when she
opened the door for her husband. "I've
been insulted," she sobbed. "Your mother
insulted me."

THE BUZZ
The man replied: "Nothing, just thought
you fellows would like to know."

A man sat at a bar, drinking slowly. On his
face was the saddest hangdog expression.

"My mother!" he exclaimed. "But she is a
hundred miles away."

The bartender asked, "What's the matter?
Are you having troubles with your wife?"

"I know, but a letter marked "Private, for
George only" came for you this morning
and I opened it."

The man said, "We had a fight, and she
told me that she wasn't going to speak to
me for a month."

He looked stern, "I see, but where does the
insult come in?"

The bartender said, "That should make you
happy."

"In the postscript," she answered. "It said:
'Dear Alice, don't forget to give this letter
to George.'

The man said, "Unfortunately, the month is
up today!"

A little boy was taken to the dentist. The
dentist discovered that the boy had a
cavity that needed to be filled.
"Now, young man," asked the dentist,
"what kind of filling would you like for that
tooth?"

Old man Johnson limped into the doctor's
office and said, "Doc, my knee hurts so
bad, I can hardly walk!"
The doctor slowly eyed him from head to
toe, paused and then said, "Mr. Johnson,
just how old are you?"
"98!" Johnson announced proudly.

The little boy replied, "Chocolate, please."
Trisha has found inner peace.
Her therapist told her a way to achieve
inner peace was to finish things she has
started.
Today she finished 2 bags of potato chips,
a lemon pie, a fifth of Jack Daniel's and a
medium box of chocolate candy.
Apparently she feels better already.
An elderly man called 911 to report,
"There's a woman over here doing some
yard work in one of those thong bikinis."
Upon getting the response, "Sir, 911 is an
emergency number. What do you expect
the police to do about a woman in a thong
bikini?"

The doctor just sighed, and looked at him
again. . .
Finally, he said, "Sir, I'm sorry. I mean, just
look at you. You're practically one hundred
years old, and you're complaining that your
knee hurts? Well, what did you expect?"
The old man said, "Well, my other knee is
98 years old too, and it don't hurt!"
"Go to Heaven for the climate, Hell for the
company."
--- Mark Twain (1835-1910)

As the year comes to an end, I urge
you to take care of yourself and
avoid accidents because spare parts
for old models like you are no longer
in stock!!!
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A POEM TO WHICH I
CAN RELATE

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

A CHRISTMAS FACT FOR
YOU . . .
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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THERE IS A SANTA CLAUS…

wondering what to buy, and who on earth
to buy it for.

(A repeat item but well worth the reread)

I thought of everybody I knew: my family,
my friends, my neighbors, the kids at
school, the people who went to my church.

I remember tearing across town on my bike
to visit Grandma on the day my brother
dropped the bomb: "There is no Santa
Claus," he jeered. "Even dummies know
that!"
My Grandma was not the gushy kind, never
had been. I fled to her that day because I
knew she would be straight with me. I
knew Grandma always told the truth, and I
knew that the truth always went down a
whole lot easier when swallowed with one
of her "world-famous" cinnamon buns. I
knew they were world-famous, because
Grandma said so. It had to be true.
Grandma was home, and the buns were
still warm. Between bites, I told her
everything. She was ready for me. "No
Santa Claus?" she snorted, "Ridiculous!
Don't believe it. That rumor has been going
around for years, and it makes me mad,
plain mad!! Now, put on your coat, and
let's go."
"Go? Go where, Grandma?" I asked. I
hadn't even finished my second worldfamous cinnamon bun. "Where" turned out
to be Kirby's General Store, the one store
in town that had a little bit of just about
everything. As we walked through its
doors, Grandma handed me ten dollars.
That was a bundle in those days. "Take
this money," she said, "and buy something
for someone who needs it. I'll wait for you
in the car." Then she turned and walked
out of Kirby's.
I was only eight years old. I'd often gone
shopping with my mother, but never had I
shopped for anything all by myself. The
store seemed big and crowded, full of
people scrambling to finish their Christmas
shopping.
For a few moments I just stood there,
confused, clutching that ten-dollar bill,

I was just about thought out, when I
suddenly thought of Bobby Decker. He was
a kid with bad breath and messy hair, and
he sat right behind me in Mrs. Pollock's
grade-two class. Bobby Decker didn't have
a coat. I knew that because he never went
out to recess during the winter. His mother
always wrote a note, telling the teacher
that he had a cough, but all we kids knew
that Bobby Decker didn't have a cough; he
didn't have a good coat. I fingered the tendollar bill with growing excitement. I would
buy Bobby Decker a coat! I settled on a red
corduroy one that had a hood to it. It
looked real warm, and he would like that.
"Is this a Christmas present for
someone?" the lady behind the counter
asked kindly, as I laid my ten dollars down.
"Yes, ma'am," I replied shyly. "It's for
Bobby."
The nice lady smiled at me, as I told her
about how Bobby really needed a good
winter coat. I didn't get any change, but
she put the coat in a bag, smiled again,
and wished me a Merry Christmas.
That evening, Grandma helped me wrap
the coat (a little tag fell out of the coat, and
Grandma tucked it in her Bible) in
Christmas paper and ribbons and wrote,
"To Bobby, From Santa Claus" on it.
Grandma said that Santa always insisted
on secrecy. Then she drove me over to
Bobby Decker's house, explaining as we
went that I was now and forever officially,
one of Santa's helpers.
Grandma parked down the street from
Bobby's house, and she and I crept
noiselessly and hid in the bushes by his
front walk. Then Grandma gave me a
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nudge. “All right, Santa
whispered, "get going."

Claus,"

she

I took a deep breath, dashed for his front
door, threw the present down on his step,
pounded his door and flew back to the
safety of the bushes and Grandma.
Together we waited breathlessly in the
darkness for the front door to open. Finally
it did, and there stood Bobby.
Fifty years haven't dimmed the thrill of
those moments spent shivering, beside my
Grandma, in Bobby Decker's bushes. That
night, I realized that those awful rumors
about Santa Claus were just what Grandma
said they were -- ridiculous. Santa was
alive and well, and we were on his team.
I still have the Bible, with the coat tag
tucked inside: $19.95.
May you always have LOVE to share,
HEALTH to spare and FRIENDS that care...
And may you always believe in the magic
of Santa Claus!

IN CASE YOU HAVE THE
URGE TO GO ICE FISHING …
It was a cold winter day. An old man
walked out onto a frozen lake, cut a hole in
the ice and dropped in his fishing line. He
was there for almost an hour, without
even a nibble, when a young boy walked
out onto the ice and cut a hole in the ice
not far from him. The young boy dropped
his fishing line and minutes later he
hooked a Largemouth Bass.
The old man couldn't believe his eyes but
chalked it up to plain luck. But, shortly
thereafter, the young boy pulled in another
large catch.
The young boy kept catching fish after
fish. Finally, the old man couldn't take it
any longer. "Son, l've been here for over an
hour without even a nibble. You've been
here only a few minutes and have caught a
half dozen fish! How do you do it?"
The boy responded, "Roo raf roo reep ra
rums rrarm."
"What was that?" the old man asked.

By Sandra Sarich

Again the boy responded, "Roo raf roo
reep ra rums rrarm."
"Look, I can't understand a word you're
saying."
The boy spit the bait into his hand and
said, "You have to keep the worms warm!"
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SANTA . . .

THE BUZZ
TRUTH

ABOUT

Son: "Dad, I think I'm old enough now. Is
there a Santa Claus?."
Dad: "Ok, I agree that your old enough. But
before I tell you, I have a question for you.
You see, the “truth” is a dangerous gift.
Once you know something, you can't
unknow it. Once you know the truth about
Santa Claus, you will never again
understand and relate to him as you do
now. So my question is: Are you sure you
want to know?"
Brief pause...
Son: "Yes, I want to know"
Dad: "Ok, I'll tell you: Yes there is a Santa
Claus"
Son: "Really?"
Dad: “Yes, really, but he's not an old man
with a beard in a red suit. That's just what
we tell kids. You see, kids are too young to
understand the true nature of Santa Claus,
so we explain it to them in a way that they
can understand. The truth about Santa
Claus is that he's not a person at all; he's
an idea. Think of all those presents Santa
gave you over the years. I actually bought
those myself. I watched you open them.
And did it bother me that you didn't thank
me? Of course not! In fact it gave me great
pleasure. You see, Santa Claus is THE
IDEA OF GIVING FOR THE SAKE OF
GIVING, without thought of thanks or
acknowledgement. When I saw that woman
collapse on the subway last week and
called for help, I knew that she'd never
know that it was me that summoned the
ambulance. I was being Santa Claus when I
did that."
Son: "Oh."

Dad: "So now that you know, you're part of
it. You have to be Santa Claus too now.
That means you can never tell a young kid
the secret, and you have to help us select
Santa presents for them, and most
important, you have to look for
opportunities to help people. Got it?"
Help each other this Christmas
and...be kind!!
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Old Age, I decided,
is a gift.

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

GOTTA LOVE THOSE
GIGGLES . . .
A modest man was in the hospital for a
series of tests. One of the last tests has left
his system upset.
Upon making several false alarms to the
bathroom he decided the latest was
another. But he completely filled his bed
up
with
human
waste
and
was
embarrassed beyond anything he could
possible face. Losing his presence of mind,
he jumped up, gathered up the bed sheets
and threw them out the hospital window.
A drunkard was walking by the hospital
when the sheets landed on him. He started
yelling, cussing, swinging his arms which
drew the attention of the security guard.
The security guard asked, "What's going
on here??"
And the drunk replied, "Smells like I just
beat the sh.t out of a ghost!"
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THOUGHTS TO PONDER . . .
I'm on two diets. I wasn't getting enough
food on one.
Apparently RSVP'ing to a wedding
invitation "Maybe next time," isn't the
correct response.
Don't irritate old people. The older we get,
the less "Life in prison" is a deterrent.
Aliens probably fly by earth and lock their
doors.
I asked my wife if I was the only one she
had ever been with. She said yes, all the
others were nines and tens. Give it a
minute...
I really don't mind getting older, but my
body is taking it badly.
It turns out that being an adult now is
mostly just googling how to do stuff.
I miss the '90s when bread was still good
for you and no one knew what kale was.
Do you ever get up in the morning, look in
the mirror and think "That can't be
accurate."
I want to be 14 again and ruin my life
differently. I have new ideas.
Confuse your doctor by putting on rubber
gloves at the same time he does.
I went line dancing last night. OK, it was a
roadside sobriety test... same thing.

THE BUZZ
FROM YOUR
EDITOR MARDI . .
Special Happy Birthday Wishes to our
Buzz this month. This upcoming year 2022
begins the 24th year of The Buzz – and it has
been an enjoyment that is unparalleled! Our
first edition was December 1997!! And as the
saying goes . . . “I remember it well!!”
For me, as your Editor, it has always been,
and continues to be, a joy putting this
newsletter together each month – the
research is always fun and informative – all
in all – I have learned so much, and certainly
enjoy a few giggles each and every day!
If you are a loyal Buzz reader, you will know
that sometimes I repeat an article or item
from time to time. I do this only when I feel
that it deserves the repeat!! So please
continue to enjoy our monthly issues!
And Please Remember Comrades - Be Kind,
Be Well and Be Safe! Enjoy your Holiday
Season! May the coming year 2022 be one of
Joy, filled with Good Health, and one that we
will be so happy to remember!!
Your Editor
MARDI

