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What Time is Tee Time? 
 

   Norman is 89 years old. He's played 
golf every day since his retirement over 
20 years ago. One day he arrived home 
upset.  
   "That's it," he told his wife. "I'm giving 
up golf. My eyesight is so bad that once I 
hit the ball I can't see where the stupid 
thing goes." 
   His wife sympathized and made him a 
hot cup of tea. She asked him, "Why 
don't you take my brother, Byron, with 
you and give it one last try." 
   "That's a terrible idea" said Norman, 
"your brother's 97 years old. How could 
he help?" 
   "He may be 97 years old", she said, 
"but his eyesight is perfect." 

   Norman 
figured he'd 
give it a try, so 
the next day he 
headed off to 
the golf course 
with Byron. He 
teed up, takes a 
mighty swing 
and squints 
down the 
fairway. 

   He turned to the brother-in-law and 
asked, "Did you see the ball?" 
   "Of course I did!" replied the Byron.  
"I have perfect eyesight". 
   "Where did it go?" asked Norman. 
   "Where did what go?” said Byron.  
“Do I know you?" 

   Wilson Greatbatch reached into his box of  
parts without looking closely. His eyes were 
tired after hours at his workbench. He needed 
a resistor. He grabbed one. The color bands 
looked right in the dim light. 
   They were not. 
   It was 1956 at the University at Buffalo. 
Greatbatch was an electrical engineer trying to 
build a device to record heart rhythms for 
research. Nothing big. Just a recorder to help 
doctors listen to the heart. 
   He soldered the wrong resistor into the 
circuit. He connected the wires. He turned on 
the power. 
   The circuit did not record anything. It began to pulse. Blip. One second of  silence. 
Blip. One second of  silence. 
   Greatbatch watched the green line on his oscilloscope. A spike appeared for 1.8 
milliseconds, then disappeared. Exactly one second later, it came back. Perfect rhythm. 
Perfect timing. 
   This was not a failed recorder. It was something that created rhythm instead of  
recording it. The mistake was beating like a real heart. 
   “I stared at the thing in disbelief,” he later wrote, “and then realized this was exactly 
what was needed to drive a heart.” 
   He had seen a heart block before. When the heart’s electrical system fails, it can stop 
beating properly. In the 1950s, this often meant death. 
   The only treatment was harsh. External pacemakers were as big as televisions. They 
plugged into the wall. They sent strong shocks through the skin. The shocks burned 
the chest. Patients screamed. They could not leave the room because they were tied to 
a power cord. If  a storm cut the electricity, the machine stopped. The heart stopped. 
The patient died. 
   Greatbatch looked at his small circuit. It fit in his hand. A new thought came to him. 
It did not need to stay outside the body. It could go inside. 
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   Doctors had a firm rule. Electronics do not belong inside the human body. 
The body is wet and salty. It destroys metal quickly. It rejects foreign objects. 
Batteries then contained toxic chemicals. Putting one inside a person seemed 
dangerous. 
   Most experts agreed. External machines were painful, but safer than putting 
electronics in the chest. 
   Greatbatch went home and checked his savings. He had 2,000 dollars. It was 
his only safety net. 
   He did not wait for approval. He cleared space in his barn in Clarence, New 
York. He withdrew the money. He told his wife Eleanor they would grow 
vegetables to save money. He quit his job. 
   For two years, the barn became his lab. The hardest problem was protecting 
the device from the body. 

   He wrapped parts in tape. Fluids got 
in. He tried epoxy. It cracked. He tested 
different rubbers and plastics. Each 
failure costs money. His savings were 
shrinking. 
   Doctors warned him. “The battery will 
die,” they said. “Then you must cut them 
open again.” 
   Engineers warned him too. Corrosion. 
Battery life. Legal risk. 
   He kept going. He worked through 
winter with a wood stove. The barn 
smelled of  solder and chemicals. 
Eleanor helped test parts at home. 
   He found support from Dr. William 
Chardack at the VA Hospital in Buffalo. 
Surgeon Andrew Gage joined them. 
They tested the device in a dog in 1958. 
The dog’s heart began beating in time 

with the device. It worked for four hours before fluids damaged it. 
   Greatbatch improved the design. He found a special epoxy used for boats. 
He remade the device. This time it lasted days. Then weeks. 
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My Father Won ’t Like It!  
 

   A clergyman was walking down a 
country road when he saw a young 
man struggling to load hay bales 
back on a cart after they had fallen 
off. 
    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“You look hot, my son,” said the 
cleric, “Why don’t you rest a 
moment, then I’ll give you a hand.” 
   “No thanks,” said the young man. 
“My father won’t like it.” 
   “Don’t be silly,” the minister said. 
“Everyone is entitled to a break, 
especially on such a hot day. Come, 
sit and have a drink of water.” 
   Again the young man protested 
that his father would be upset. 
   Losing his patience, the 
clergyman said, “Your father must 
be a real slave driver! Tell me 
where I can find him so I can give 
him a piece of my mind!” 
   “Well,” replied the young man. 
“He’s under this load of hay!” 

http://www.victorymtc.com/
http://www.mtncarerx.com/
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Not Your Run-of-the-Mill Old Couple 
  

   In a quiet, picturesque village, there lived a couple 
admired far and wide for their astonishing vitality. The 

husband was 102 years old, and his wife, a sprightly 98. 
   Despite their age, they worked their small farm daily—fit, 

cheerful, and full of life. 
   One sunny afternoon, a curious visitor came by, eager to 

learn their secret. 
   He found the old man shirtless, 

chopping wood with ease, his 
muscular frame glistening with 

sweat—looking decades younger than 
102. 

   The visitor called out, “Excuse me, 
sir! I heard you’re 102?” 

   The old man nodded with a grin. 
“That’s right.” 

   “That’s incredible! You look 
amazing!” 

   “Thanks,” the old man said, setting 
down his axe. 

   “What’s your secret? How do you stay so fit?” 
   The old man motioned to the pile of wood. “Help me carry 

this to the house, and I’ll tell you.” 
   They hauled the wood inside, and once seated, the old 

man leaned in and said, “My wife and I have been married 
75 years. Early on, we made an agreement: Whoever lost an 

argument would have to run 5 miles.” 
   He chuckled. “Let’s just say... we’ve had a typical 

marriage. I’ve been running nearly every day for 75 years.” 
   The visitor laughed, then asked, “But what about your 

wife? She’s just as healthy!” 
   The old man winked. “Oh, that’s easy—she runs after me 

to make sure I finish the whole five!”  

 

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 

familyresourcehomecare.com  / 541.254.8280 

http://www.valleyviewret.com/
http://www.cremationsociety-idaho.com/
http://www.hopebloomsflowersandthings.com/
http://www.terriscafeid.com
http://www.terriscafeid.com
http://www.mobilityplus.com/idaho/boise
http://www.familyresourcehomecare.com/


   Page 4 

Unspoken Rules 
Everyone Knew 

Growing Up  
in the 40s and 50s 

1. You didn’t spend too much 
time on the phone, 
especially if it was a party 
line. And you don’t call 
someone after 9:00 p.m.—it 
meant bad news, or 
disrespect.  

2. You dress up for church, 
funerals, and flights. 
No sweatshirts, jeans or 
other casual clothing. 
You wore your best, even to 
board a plane. 

3. You say “Thank you” to 
store clerks, waitresses, and 
anyone who served you. 
Courtesy wasn’t optional. 
You were raised to show it. 

4. You returned what you 
borrowed in better shape—
clean, fixed, or even 
improved. 

5. You eat what’s served, even 
if you don’t like it. No 
special requests.  
You’re not a guest—this is 
dinner. Eat it or stay 
hungry. 

 

https://lcca.com/locations/
http://www.springgardens.com/meridian


Confessions of a 

Telemarketer 
  

   Years ago on my first day as a 

telemarketer, I called a house and a 

real nice lady answered the phone. 

She was really helpful and friendly - 

the type of lady that helps a 

telemarketer get through a long day.  

    

  

  

  

  

  

After 

some pleasantries I asked if Mr. Smith 

was in. “I’m sorry”, she answered 

“I’m afraid he doesn’t live here 

anymore.”  

   Now that was a real disappointment 

being that she was a nice lady and all, 

but I took it all in a stride.  

   “I’m sorry to hear that ma’am. Do 

you happen to have his new number.”  

   “Sure thing!” The woman cheerfully 

replied, listing off his new number.  

   I hung up the phone and quickly 

called the new number and was 

surprised to hear a recording - 

“Thank you for calling Green Acres 

Cemetery…” 

   Insert A 

http://www.homeinstead.com/707
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First-time Fliers 
  

   Ollie and Beatrice were on their 

first airplane ride from Omaha to 

visit their cousins in Florida. They 
were pretty nervous. Ollie held his 

wife’s hand tightly even after 

takeoff. 

   It was a very uneventful flight for 

the first hour when the captain's 

voice came over the loudspeaker: 
"Folks, I just wanted to inform you 

that one of the engines has quit. 

There is no danger whatsoever, as 

this aircraft can easily fly on three 

engines, but we will be one hour 
late into Miami." 

   About half an hour later, the 

captain announced "Folks, we've 

lost a second engine. We are still 

safe, but we will be 2 hours late 

into Miami." 
   Another half hour later, the 

captain came back on the 

loudspeaker: "Folks, I don't know 

what's going on, but we've lost a 

third engine. Don't panic, this 
plane has been designed to fly 

safely on only 1 engine, but we will 

be 3 hours late into Miami." 
  

   At this point 

Ollie worriedly 

looked at 

Beatrice and 
said "You know, 

dear, if that last 

engine goes out, 

we could be up 

here all day!" 

YOU MIGHT BE  
A FARMER’S WIFE 
  
  
  
  
  
 
 
 
 
  

• If you call the John Deere 

dealer and he recognizes 

your voice. 

• If the vet’s number is on the 

speed dial of your phone. 

• If you’ve ever washed your 

kids or the dishes with a 

pressure washer. 

• If taking lunch to the field 

is as close as you get to a 

picnic. 

• If you can mend a pair of 

pants and the fence that 

ripped them. 

• If you can change the oil on 

a tractor. 

 

• If you’ve ever been grateful 

for fingernail polish, 

because it hides the dirt 

under your nails. 

• If you’ve ever called your 

husband to supper using a 

radio. 

• If your kids’ wading pool 

has ever doubled as a stock 

tank. 

• If the tractor and the 

combine have air 

conditioning and an FM 

radio but your car doesn’t. 

• If your car’s color is two-

toned and one color is 

gravel road brown. 

• If you’ve ever discovered a 

batch of kittens in your 

laundry basket. 

• If you've ever found mice in 

the underwear drawer. 

• If quality time with your 

hubby means you'll have a 

flashlight in one hand and 

a wrench in the other. 

Alexander 
Smith, co-

founder of Smith 
Brothers  Cough 

Drops, died in 1955 at the age of 98. 
  

There was no coffin at his funeral. 

http://www.addus.com/locations
http://www.avistaseniorliving.com/garden-city/
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The Secret Language of Bees 
  

   Bees don’t just buzz aimlessly — 

they dance to communicate. 

   This choreography, first decoded 

by Austrian scientist Karl von 

Frisch, was so groundbreaking it 

earned him a Nobel Prize. 

   Two dances rule the hive: 

The Round Dance – When food is 

close (within 50–100 meters), the 

bee loops in tight circles, switching 

between clockwise and 

counterclockwise. No map, just a 

message: “It’s nearby — follow my 

scent.” 

The Waggle Dance – For food 

farther away. The bee draws a 

figure-eight, with the magic hidden 

in the waggle run: 
 

• Direction – The waggle’s angle 

to the comb matches the angle 

between the sun and the food 

source. 

• Distance – Longer waggle = 

farther food. 

• Quality – More energy in the 

dance means a bigger, sweeter 

payoff. 

   Scouts often offer a drop of nectar 

mid-dance, letting others taste the 

destination before they fly. 

   Through vibration, motion, and 

scent, bees give their colony precise 

coordinates — a living GPS in 

miniature. 

   In the hum of the hive, these tiny 

messengers turn movement into 

survival. 

$250,000 an Acre — But Some Things Are Priceless  
  

    Developers are offering me $250,000 for a single acre of my farm. 

    At first glance, it sounds like a dream. But for me, it’s a reminder of 

the pressure closing in on farms like mine. 

   My land sits in what they now call a “land shortage” zone — where 

open fields vanish each year, replaced by rows of houses and sprawling 
shopping centers. 

   This farm has stood for 313 years. My family has tended it for the 

past 92, just as three families did before us. We’ve worked these fields 

through good harvests and bitter losses, through summer droughts and 

winter storms. We’ve trusted the soil to give back what we’ve poured 

into it — sweat, hope, and generations of love. 
   Developers stop by often, speaking in numbers: how many houses 

they could build here, how much profit they’d make. But they don’t see 

the history in these fences, the calluses in my hands, or the late nights 

spent praying over a sick crop. 

   Farming isn’t easy. It demands 
your body, your time, your patience 

— and your faith. Yet it’s a life I 

wouldn’t trade for anything. There is 

quiet joy in planting seeds, caring for 

them, and watching them grow into 

food that feeds not just my family, 
but my neighbors too. Even in the 

hardest seasons, farmers rise again. 

Because next year always holds 

another chance. 

   So during this harvest season, I 
ask one thing of you: support your 

local farms. Here’s how you can help keep them alive: 

• Cook more meals at home with farm-fresh produce. 

• Choose milk from nearby dairies. 

• Visit farmers markets in your area. 

• Spend a day at a farm — meet the people who grow your food. 
   Once farmland is developed, it’s gone forever. The only way farms 

survive is when their communities choose to stand with them. Every 

choice you make at the market is a vote for the future you want — one 

that keeps green fields, fresh food, and hardworking farmers alive. 

   Choose local. Eat local. Protect the hands that feed you. 

https://www.altogetherfuneral.com/funeral-cremation/idaho/meridian/summers-funeral-home/idsmm.html
http://www.multicareinc.com/
http://www.boisehears.com/
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If  a Tree Falls in the Forest... 
  

  An elderly man walked into a lumberyard 
and asked for a woodcutter’s job. 
   The boss sized him up with a skeptical 
smirk. “You’re a bit old for this kind of 
work, aren’t you?” 
   The old man grinned,. “Age doesn’t 
matter when you’ve got skill. I can fell any 
tree in a single swing.” 
   The boss folded his arms. “Prove it.” 
    
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
The old man grabbed an ax and headed 
outside. 
   THWACK! — a five-foot tree hit the 
ground. 
   THWACK! — a ten-footer followed. 
   Then a thirty-foot tree. Then an eighty-
foot redwood. 
   Each fell after just one swing. 
   The boss stood there, jaw hanging. 
“That’s incredible! Where on earth did you 
learn to chop like that?” 
   The old man wiped his brow. “Practiced 
in the Sahara Forest.” 
   The boss blinked. “You mean the Sahara 
Desert?” 
   The old man smirked. “Yeah… that’s 
what they call it now.” 

This Spud ’s for You!  

http://www.csseniorliving.com/
https://www.hearinglife.com/book-appointment/online-booking?centerid=1050?utm_source=dlp-io&utm_medium=display&utm_campaign=us_blg_mkt_ada-cty-id---sr-goldmine_jun26_%7Caiap-5%7Caiap-5&utm_content=dlp-io_targ&utm_term=ada-cty-id_300x250_banner_l-more_v4
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   On June 6, 1960, a 77-year-old man with complete heart block was dying at 
Millard Fillmore Hospital in Buffalo. His heart beat so slowly he often blacked 
out. He even wore a football helmet to protect his head from falls. There were no 
options left. 
   Surgeons opened his chest. They 
attached wires to his heart. They placed 
Greatbatch’s small device in his 
abdomen. They closed him up. 
   Everyone waited. Lub dub. Lub dub. 
They turned off  the external machine. 
They unplugged it from the wall. His 
heart kept beating. 
   For the first time in the United States, a 
fully implanted machine was keeping 
someone alive. 
   The man left the hospital. He lived 18 more months and died from other 
causes. 
   In 1960, nine more patients received Greatbatch’s pacemakers. One young 
factory worker recovered, found a new job, joined a bowling league, and was still 
alive when Greatbatch met him again 30 years later. 
   The biggest problem was battery life. Early patients needed surgery every two 
years. 
   In the early 1970s, Greatbatch developed a lithium iodide battery that lasted 
more than 10 years. That design is still used today. 
   He held over 150 patents. In 1970, he founded Wilson Greatbatch Ltd, later 
called Greatbatch Inc. It became a major maker of  implantable lithium batteries. 
   He believed his discovery was guided by God. “The Lord was working through 
me,” he said. 
   Today, nearly one million pacemakers are implanted each year around the 
world. Millions walk with a small device inside them, keeping steady time. 
   It began because one tired engineer picked up the wrong part, saw what it 
could do, and refused to ignore the rhythm of  a human heart. 
   Wilson Greatbatch died on September 27, 2011, at age 92. His barn in Clarence 
still stands as a reminder of  what one person with 2,000 dollars and an accidental 
discovery can do. 

(He Used the Wrong Part—Continued from Page 2) Finish that commercial 
 

That’s a spicy _________________! 

I’d rather fight than _____________. 

Plop, plop, _____, ______. 

Good to the last _______. 

Don’t squeeze the ______________. 

Where’s the ______________? 

I can’t believe I ate the ______ _____! 

You’ve come a long way, _________. 

Snap, crackle, _______. 

Rice Aroni, the ___ __________ treat. 

You’ll wonder where the ______ went. 

Takes a lickin’ and keeps on _______. 

See the USA in your _____________. 

A little dab’l ___   ___. 

Bet ya can’t eat ________ ____ 

We’re gonna wash that __________ 
right out of your hair. 

ANSWERS: 

Meatball, switch, fizz, fizz, drop, 
Charmin, beef, whole thing, Baby, 
pop, San Francisco, yellow, tickin’, 
Chevrolet, do ya, just one, gray 

http://www.visitingangels.com/boise/home
http://www.edgewoodhealthcare.com/
http://www.oasissenioradvisors.com/SW-Idaho
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You Don’t Say! 
 

   A university English professor 
was lecturing his class the other 
day. 
   “In English,” he said., “a 
double negative forms a positive. 
However in some languages, 
such as Russian, a double 
negative remains a negative.” 
   He continued, “But there isn’t 
a single language, not one, in 
which a double positive can 
express a negative.” 
   A voice from the back of the 
classroom piped up, “Yeah, 
right.” 

Want to have Senior Goldmine 
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Milestones 
 

Evelyn Dahle 
July 24, 1924—102 years 

Eagle 

Ken Claar 
July 25,1932—94 years 
Meridian Senior Center 

 John Hoang 
June 30, 1930—96 years 
Meridian Senior Center 

 

Beverly Franks 
Aug 13, 1936—90 years 

Meridian 10 Mile Christian 

Daniel Klostermann 
Aug 23,1946—80 years 

Star Senior Center 

 Ed Samuel 
Aug 11, 1941—85 years 

Boise Senior Center 

 

Catherine Mahoney 
Aug 15, 1951—75 years 

Boise Senior Center 

Charles & Edith Odom 
Aug 14,1955—71 years 

Star 

 Lorrie Holaday 
June 8, 1956—70 years 
Meridian Senior Center 

Student: I don’t understand why my grade was so low on my research paper. 
 

Teacher: Actually, you didn’t turn in a research paper. You turned on a random 
assemblage of sentences. In fact, the sentences you apparently kidnapped in the dead 
of night and forced into this violent and arbitrary plan of yours clearly seemed to be 
placed on the pages against their will. Reading your paper was like watching 
unfamiliar, uncomfortable people interacting at a dinner party that no one wanted to 
attend in the first place.  

   You didn’t submit a research paper. You submitted a hostage situation. 

http://www.livingwaterscleanse.com/
http://www.serengeticare.com/

