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Nuggets of Fun and Nostalgia for Treasure Valley Golden-Agers 

Love at Any Cost 
 

   On her first day at the 
retirement home, the new 
manager addressed all the 
seniors. 
   Among the list of new 
guidelines and procedures, she 
highlighted her most important 
rule: 
   “The female rooms will be  
out-of-bounds for all males after 8 
p.m., and likewise the male rooms 
will be out-of-bounds for all 
females after 8 p.m. 
   “Anyone caught breaking this 
rule will be fined $25 the first 
time. Anyone breaking this rule a 
second time will be fined $50, and 
if you’re caught a third time, it 
will cost you $100. 
   “Are there any questions?” she 
concluded. 
   At this point, Mabel, one of the 
older residents, stood up and 
asked, “How much is it for a 
season ticket?” 

   She was browsing old bookstalls in Paris when she 
found her favorite childhood book. She bought it for a 
franc. Then her husband opened the cover and went 
pale. Inside was her name and childhood address—
written in her own handwriting. 
Summer 1929. Paris, France. 
   Anne Parrish was wandering along the Seine with 
her husband, Charles, browsing the bouquinistes—the 
iconic green bookstalls that have lined the riverbanks 
since the 1850s. 
   Anne was a successful American novelist. Her 
books appeared on the New York Times bestseller 
lists. She'd written novels for adults and beloved 
children's books. She was cultured, well-traveled, 
sophisticated. 

   But on this particular June afternoon, she wasn't looking for literary masterpieces or 
rare first editions. She was just enjoying the hunt—the smell of old paper, the 
randomness of used book browsing, the pleasure of finding something unexpected. 
   Charles sat down at a table on the quai, content to let his wife rummage. She 
moved from stall to stall, running her fingers along spines, pulling out volumes that 
caught her eye.  
   Then she saw it. An old children's book, worn and faded: Jack Frost and Other 
Stories. She picked it up. Turned it over in her hands. And something shifted in her 
chest. She hadn't seen this book in twenty years. Maybe longer. 
   She brought it back to Charles, excited. "Look at this! I had this exact book when I 
was a child. It was one of my favorites." 
   Charles was skeptical. "Are you sure? It looks like every other old children's book." 
   "I'm certain," Anne insisted. "I remember the stories. There was one about a girl 
named Dorothy who hated her nose." 
   Charles raised an eyebrow. "You remember that? From decades ago?" 
   "I do." 
   She bought the book for one franc—about five cents in American money. A 
pittance. But to Anne, it felt like she'd recovered a piece of her childhood. 
   Charles took the book from her hands, still doubtful. He flipped through the pages, 
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scanning for this Dorothy story his wife claimed to remember. And there it 
was. Exactly as Anne described. 
   He shook his head, impressed despite himself. "Alright, you've convinced 
me. You did read this as a child." 
   But as he turned back toward the front of the book, something caught his 
eye. On the flyleaf—the blank page inside the front cover—there was 
handwriting. Childish, careful script. He stared at it for a long moment. Then 
he looked up at Anne, his face suddenly serious. 
   "Anne," he said quietly. "Look at this." He turned the book around and 
pointed. 
   Anne looked down at the page. And her breath caught. Written in a child's 
careful hand were her own name and her childhood address. 
   Not just a name. Not some other Anne Parrish. Her name. Her address. Her 
handwriting from when she was a little girl. 
   This wasn't a copy of Jack Frost and Other Stories. This was her copy. The 
actual book she'd owned as a child, growing up in Colorado Springs. 
   The book she'd held in her small hands. The book she'd read by lamplight. 
The book that had traveled with her through her childhood before somehow, 
inexplicably, leaving her life entirely. 
   And now, decades later, thousands of miles from where she'd written her 
name on that page, here it was. In Paris. In a random bookstall. Among 
hundreds of thousands of used books lining the Seine. 
   Waiting for her. Think about the odds. 
   Anne Parrish was born in 1888 in Colorado Springs, Colorado. At some 
point during her childhood, this book left her possession. Maybe it was sold. 
Maybe donated. Maybe thrown out during a move. 
   From Colorado, it somehow made its way—through how many hands?—
across the Atlantic Ocean to France. To Paris. To one specific bookstall 
among the 900 that line the Seine. 
   And it sat there, waiting, until June 1929, when Anne Parrish happened to 
be in Paris, happened to walk along that particular stretch of the Seine, 
happened to stop at that particular stall, and happened to spot that particular 
book. 
   The book she'd loved as a child. The book with her name inside. What are 
the chances?  
   Standing there on the banks of the Seine, holding a book you owned as a 
child—a book that crossed an ocean, passed through unknowable hands, 
survived decades, and somehow found its way back to you—doesn't feel like 
just a statistic of chance. 
   It feels like magic. 
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Maximum Efficiency 
 

   I recently retired from my 
engineering job, which means two 
things happened overnight – I 
suddenly had free time, and I suddenly 
became an expert on everything 
happening in the house. 
   One morning, I’m sitting at the 
kitchen table with my coffee, quietly 
observing my wife make breakfast. 
And by “observing,” I mean I’m 
running a full mental efficiency audit. 
   She grabs the eggs, walks back. 
Grabs the pan, walks back. Realizes 
she forgot the spatula, walks back. 
Goes for the bread, then the butter, 
then the plate. At this point, she’s 
logging more steps than my fitness 
tracker did when I was still working. 
   So, I clear my throat and slip right 
back into my old professional tone – 
the one that used to make meeting 
rooms go silent.  
   I say, very calmly, “Hey sweetheart, 
you know, if you applied the load 
maximization principle, you could 
consolidate all required items into a 
single trip. That would significantly 
reduce total distance traveled and 
improve overall efficiency.” 
   She stops. She looks at me. And to 
my absolute shock… she smiles. 
   She says, “Wow. That’s actually a 
great idea!” 
   I felt ten feet tall. Retired, but still 
sharp. Still contributing. Still solving 
problems. 
   It used to take her 11 minutes to 
make my breakfast… now I do it in 5. 

My four-year-old son just told me he loves 
the new toy trucks at daycare. 

 
They are his trucks. We donated them 
because he refused to play with them. 
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One of your siblings will see all the funerals. 
One will see none. 

And one won’t have 
any of you at theirs. 

Because that’s how 
life works. 

Someone goes first. 

Someone goes last. 

And someone leaves 
before anyone is 
ready. 

It’s a strange thing to think about until you realize how real it is. 

Within every family, there’s a sibling who will have to  
bury the others… 

a sibling who will never have to feel that pain… 
and a sibling who won’t have their brother or sister  
standing at their funeral because they passed too soon. 

It puts life into perspective, doesn’t it? 

We grow up thinking we have forever. 

But forever turns into years… 

and years turn into moments we can’t get back. 

Hold your people close. 

Because one day, one of you will be the last one standing,  
and you won’t realize how much that mattered until it’s too late. 
  

      Momming On Empty 

 

391 W State St Suite B ● Eagle, ID 83616 

(208) 939-4022    

Terri’s Café 
 Breakfast and Lunch 

among friends 

Open Daily 
  6:30 am  -   
      2:30 pm 

2483 E. Fairview, Ste. 105 

Meridian, ID 83642 

 

A man named Lot was warned to 
take his wife and flee out of the 
city, but she looked back and 

turned into a pillar of salt. 

What happened  
to the flea? 
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You only hear “ulterior” when it 
comes to motives. 

If you read “10” you’re 
probably about to “behold” 
something. 

“Echelon” seems to only be at 
one level: the upper one. 

If you’re confronted by 
“asunder,” odds are it’s been 
“torn.” 

Not to pile on, but every 
“c” in Pacific Ocean is 
pronounced differently. 

It’s incredibly rare to find a 
“cranny” without a “nook” 
before it. 

If you “hunker” you’re probably 
going down. Same with 
“batten” but add some 
“hatches.” 

You rarely see “scantily” 
without “clad.” 

It’s a little cruel that there is an 
“s” in “lisp.” 

 



   Insert A 

 

Observations on Aging 
 As you get older, your secrets are safe with your friends. 

They can't remember them either. 

 Forget health food. I'm at the age where I need all the 

preservatives I can get. 

 I would be unstoppable, if I could only get started...... 

 Aging: Eventually you will reach a point when you stop 

lying about your age and start bragging about it. 

 The older we get, the fewer things seem worth waiting in 

line for. 

 Some people try to turn back their odometers.  

Not me!  
I want people to know 'why' I look this way.  

I've traveled a long way and many of the roads weren't 

paved! 

 



   Insert B 

The Vincent Van Gogh Family Tree 
After much careful research, it has 
been discovered that the artist Vincent 

van Gogh (pronounced “van go”) had 

many relatives. Among them were: 

  
  

His dizzy aunt: Verti Gogh 

The brother who ate prunes:  

 Gotta Gogh 

The brother who worked at a convenience store:  

 Stoppin Gogh 

The brother who worked in a paint store: Hue Gogh 

His magician uncle: Wherediddy Gogh 

His Mexican cousin: Uhmee Gogh 

The Mexican cousin's American half brother: Green Gogh 

The nephew who drove a stage coach: Wellsfar Gogh 

The ballroom dancing aunt: Tan Gogh 

The bird lover uncle: Flamin Gogh 

His nephew psychoanalyst: E. Gogh 

The fruit loving cousin: Man Gogh 

An aunt who taught positive thinking: Wayto Gogh 

The little bouncy nephew: Poe Gogh 

A sister who loved disco: Go Gogh 

And his niece who travels the country in a van:  

 Winnie Bay Gogh 

Sharing His Final Wishes 
   Harold Smedlap was on his 
deathbed and knew the end was 

near.  

   His nurse, his wife, his daughter 
and two sons were with him. He 

asked for two witnesses to be 

present and a camcorder be in 

place to record his last wishes. 

   When  everything was ready, he 
began to speak: 

   “My son, Bernie, I want you to 

take the Mayfair houses.” 

   “My daughter, Sybil, you take 

the apartments over in the east 

end.” 
   “My son, Jamie, I want you to 

take the offices over in the City 

Center.” 

   “And Sarah, my dear wife, please 

take all the residential buildings 
and high rises on the banks of the 

river.” 

   The nurse and witnesses are 

blown away as they did not realize 

his extensive real estate holdings.  

   As Harold slipped away, the 
nurse turned to his wife and said, 

“Mrs. Smedlap, your husband 

must have been such a hard-

working man to have accumulated 

all this property.” 

   Sarah replied, “Property?…. the 

old coot had a newspaper route!” 
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Crash Landing 
  

   During recent media coverage of 
a major flood, a television director 
instructed a “go-getter” cameraman 
to quickly get dramatic shots of the 
disaster unfolding. He was driven to 
the airport, out onto the runway 
and dropped next to an aircraft that 
was all ready for take off with its 
engine running. 

   He instructed the pilot to get him 
into the air as quickly as possible 
and off they went. 

   The cameraman told the pilot to 
“go in low hoping to get close-ups 
of the stranded people beneath him, 
then he said “Get up below the 
clouds,” so he could get a wide-
angle perspective shot. 

   Then he 
noticed that 
the pilot was 
sweating 
profusely and 
shaking quite 
a bit, so the 
cameraman 
asked him 
what was wrong? 

   The man at the controls 
responded, “I thought you were my 
instructor! When do we start 
practicing landings?” 

  

Detained with Cause 
   A small-town cop pulled over a guy 
speeding down Main Street. 
   “Sir, I can expla-” 
   “Save it!” barked the officer. “You’re going 
to jail. You can explain it to the chief when he 
gets back!” 
   “But really, I just want to say som-” 
   “I said ZIP it! You can cool off in a cell until 
then.” 
   Hours pass.  The cop swings by the holding 
cell and smirks, “You’re lucky the chief’s at 
his daughter’s wedding. He’ll be in a great 
mood when he gets back. 
   The fellow grimaces, “Uh, don’t count on it. 
I’m the groom!” 

  
I wasn't raised with tons of options.  

I ate what was put on my plate.  
I wore what my parents could afford.  

I did whatever chores I was told to do. That's 
how I learned to be grateful  

I started “cross-fit.” 

I cross my fingers and  

hope that my clothes still fit! 
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Did You Know? 
  

 A day isn’t exactly 24 hours - 
Earth rotates in 23h 56m 4s 

 Sunlight takes 8 minutes to 
reach Earth 

 You’re taller in the morning as 
your spine decompresses 
overnight 

 Your ears and nose never stop 
growing 

 You don’t feel your clothes 
until you think about them 

 Your body contains more 
bacterial cells than human cells 

 The largest organ in your body 
is your skin 

 Your heart beats about 10,000 
times a day 

  

A Squirrely Situation 
  

   In a small American town, a band of squirrels had become 
quite a problem. The Presbyterian church called a meeting 
to decide what to do about their squirrel infestation. After 
much prayer and consideration, they concluded that the 
squirrels were predestined to be there, and they shouldn't 
interfere.  

   At the Baptist church the squirrels 
had taken an interest in the baptistery. 
The deacons met and decided to put a 
water slide to the baptistery and let the 
squirrels drown themselves. The 
squirrels liked the slide and 
unfortunately, knew instinctively how 
to swim, so twice as many squirrels 
showed up the following week. 
   The Lutheran church decided that 

they were not in a position to harm any of God's creatures. 
So, they humanely trapped their squirrels and set them free 
near the Baptist church. Two weeks later the squirrels were 
back when the Baptists took down the water slide. 
   But the Catholic church came up with a more very creative 
strategy! They baptized all the squirrels and made them 
members of the church. Now they only see them at 
Christmas and Easter.  
   Not much was heard from the Jewish synagogue. They 
took the first squirrel and circumcised him. They haven't 
seen a squirrel since. 



Helen Steiner Rice 
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Punography 
 

 I tried to catch some fog. I mist. 

 When chemists die, do they barium? 

 Jokes about German sausage are the wurst. 

 A soldier who survived mustard gas and pepper spray is now a 
seasoned veteran. 

 I stayed up all night to see where the sun rose.  
Then it dawned on me. 

 A girl said she recognized me from the vegetarian club, but I 
never met herbivore. 

 I’m reading a book about anti-gravity. I can’t put it down. 

 I went to a theatrical performance based on puns.  
It was a play on words. 

 My donor card said I have Type A blood, but it’s a Type O. 

 I didn’t like my beard at first, but then it grew on  me. 

 A cross-eyed teacher lost her job because she couldn’t control 
her pupils. 

 I wondered why the baseball kept getting bigger.  
Then it hit me. 

 The toilets in the police station were all stolen.  
The cops say they have nothing to go on. 

 I took a job at the bakery because I really kneaded dough. 

 I wasn’t good at my job as a banker—I kept losing interest. 

 In other news, a cartoonist was found dead in his home.  
Details are sketchy. 

The Retiree’s Anthem 

If you’re happy and you know it, 
stay in bed. 

If you’re happy and you know it, 
stay in bed. 

If you’re happy and you know it, 
getting up will surely blow it, 

If you’re happy and you know it, 
stay in bed. 



For advertising info or to submit milestones, email terry@seniorgoldmine.com or call (208) 615-1948 

He Bearly Survived 
 

   Two men went bear hunting. One of 
them twisted his ankle, so the second 
day he stayed in the cabin while the 
other man went out looking for a 
bear.  
   He soon found a huge bear, shot at 
it but only wounded it. The enraged 
bear charged toward him, so he 
dropped his rifle and started running 
for the cabin as fast as he could. 

   He ran pretty 
fast but the bear 
was just a little 
faster and gained 
on him with every 
step. Just as he 
reached the open 
cabin door, he 

tripped and fell flat.  
   Too close behind to stop, the bear 
tripped over him and went rolling into 
the cabin. 
   The man jumped up, closed the 
cabin door and yelled to his friend 
inside, "You skin this one while I go 
and get another one!" 

Want to have Senior Goldmine 

mailed to your home or  

to a friend each month? 

Send this form and a $25 check for 12  

issues to Senior Goldmine, 11626 W 

Cross Slope Way, Nampa, ID 83686. 
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Phone _______________________________ 

St. Address __________________________ 
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Your Name __________________________ 

Phone ______________________________ 
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Milestones 
 

Mary Groud 
Feb 12, 1932—94 years 
Meridian Senior Center 

Don Sonke 
Feb 8, 1941—85 years 

Meridian 10 Mile Christian 

 

 

Shirley Walker 
Feb 2, 1935—91 years 

Boise 

 

Kellie Roberts 
Feb 18, 1951—75 years 

Kuna Senior Center 

Larry & Nancy Boman 
Feb 5, 1954—72 years 

Boise Morningstar 

Senior Goldmine  
recognizes the following 
Milestones: 
 

Birthdays:  
70, 75, 80, 85, 90 and up;  
and Anniversaries:  
50, 55, 60 and up. 
 

Send your information to  
terry@seniorgoldmine.com 
or call (208) 615-1948 

I love waterlemons. 
You that read wrong. 
You read that wrong, too. 
That’s how you fail tests. 

 
 

I remember living in a house with one 
bathroom for the whole family,  
a phone with a cord on the wall,  

a black and white TV with an  
antenna on top and just 3 channels. 
Made great memories in that house! 


