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Just Like Home 
 

   A business traveler in a posh 

hotel restaurant called over the 
head waiter one morning and said 

with a wonderful and cheerful 

smile: 

   “Good morning, sir. What a 
wonderful 

morning! I'd 
like two boiled 

eggs, one of 
them so under 

cooked it's 
runny, and the other so over 

cooked it's tough and hard to eat. 
   Also, fried bacon that has been 

left out so it gets a bit on the cold 
side; burnt toast that crumbles 

away as soon as you touch it with 
a knife; butter straight from the 

deep freeze so that it's impossible 
to spread; and a pot of very weak 

coffee, lukewarm.” 
   “That's a complicated order sir,” 

said the bewildered waiter. “It 

might be quite difficult.” 

   The guest replied, “Well, do 

your best. I’ve been traveling for 
over a month and getting a bit 

homesick. This would really help 
me feel like I’m back home with 

my wife!” 

Something extraordinary happened at LAX today. 
   I was at the gate, waiting to get on my plane to Portland. Flights to two 
different cities were boarding on either side of the Portland flight.  
   A toddler who looked to be a year and a half 
was having a total meltdown, running between 
the seats, kicking and screaming, then lying on 
the ground, refusing to board the plane (which 
was not going to Portland).  
   His young mom, who was clearly pregnant 
and traveling alone with her son, became 
completely overwhelmed. She couldn't pick him up because he was so upset, 
he kept running away from her, then lying down on the ground, kicking and 
screaming again.  
   The mother finally sat down on the floor and put her head in her hands - 
with her kid next to her still having a meltdown - and started crying.  
   Then, this gorgeous thing happened (I'm crying just writing this now on the 
plane) - the women in the terminal, there must have been six or seven of us, 
not women who knew each other, approached and surrounded her and the 
little boy and we knelt down and formed a circle around them.  
   I sang "The Itsy Bitsy Spider" to the little boy. One woman had an orange 
that she peeled, one woman had a little toy in her bag that she let the toddler 
play with, another woman gave the mom a bottle of water. Someone else 
helped the mom get the kid's sippy cup out of her bag and give it to him.  
   It was so gorgeous, there was no discussion and no one knew anyone else, 
but we were able to calm them both down, and she got her child on the plane. 
   Only women approached. After they went through the door we all went 
back to our separate seats and didn't talk about it. We were strangers, 
gathering to solve something. It occurred to me that a circle of women, with a 
mission, can save the world. I will never forget that moment.   

Beth Bornstein Dunnington (edited) 

Crisis at the Airport 



Crisis at the Airport—2 
 

   Wandering around the Albuquerque Airport Terminal, after learning 
my flight had been delayed four hours, I heard an announcement: “If 
anyone in the vicinity of Gate A-4 understands any Arabic, please come 
to the gate immediately.” Gate A-4 was my own gate. I went there. 
   An older woman in full traditional Palestinian embroidered dress, just 
like my grandma wore, was crumpled to the floor, wailing.  
   “Help,” said the flight agent. “Talk to her. What is her problem? We 
told her the flight was going to be late and she did this.” 
   I stooped to put my arm around the woman and spoke haltingly. “Shu-
dow-a, Shu-bid-uck Habibti? Stani schway, Min fadlick, Shu-bit-se-wee?”  
   The minute she heard any words she knew, however poorly used, she 
stopped crying. She thought the flight had been cancelled entirely. She 
needed to be in El Paso for major medical treatment the next day.  
   I said, “No, we’re fine, you’ll get there, just later, who is picking you 
up? Let’s call him.” 
   We called her son, I spoke with him in English. I told him I would stay 
with his mother until we got on the plane and ride next to her. She 
talked to him. Then we called her other sons just for the fun of it. Then 
we called my dad and he and she spoke for a while in Arabic. 
   She was laughing a lot by then. Telling of her life, patting my knee, 
answering questions. She had pulled a sack of homemade mamool 
cookies — little powdered sugar crumbly mounds stuffed with dates and 
nuts — from her bag, and was offering them to all the women at the 
gate. To my amazement, not a single woman declined one. Soon we 
were all covered with the same powdered sugar. And smiling. 
   And then the airline broke out free apple juice from huge coolers and 
two little girls from our flight ran around serving it and they were 
covered with powdered sugar, too.  
   And I looked around that gate of late and weary ones and I thought, 
“This is the world I want to live in. The shared world. Not a single 
person in that gate — once the crying of stopped— seemed 
apprehensive about any other person. They took the cookies. I wanted 
to hug them all.” This can still happen anywhere. Not everything is lost. 
 

~ Naomi Shihab Nye 
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Bad News 
 

   A man hadn't been feeling 
well, so he went to his doctor for 
a complete checkup.  
   Afterward, the doctor comes 
out with the results. “I'm afraid I 
have some very bad news,” the 
doctor says. “You're dying, and 
you don't have much time left.”  

   “Oh, that's terrible!” says the 
man. “Give it to me straight, 
Doc. How long have I got?” 
   “Ten,” the doctor says sadly.  
   “Ten?” the man asks. “Ten 
what? Months? Weeks? What?!” 
   “Ten, nine, eight, seven, six...” 

   Two men were playing golf. One was about to take a swing 
when a funeral procession went by. He stopped in mid-swing, 
removed his cap and placed it over his heart. 
   “That’s the most respectful thing I’ve ever seen,” said his 
partner. 
   “Well, we WERE married for 42 years, after all,”  
he replied. 

   In other news, scientists 
have successfully created 
human vocal cords from 
tongue cells in a lab. 
   The results speak for 
themselves. 



FACEBOOK POST: 

“I just love these warm summer 

nights on the patio” 

*326 mosquitos liked your post 

 

391 W State St Suite B ● Eagle, ID 83616 

(208) 939-4022    

 

979 S. Progress Ave. 
Meridian, Idaho 83642 

Open Tuesday thru Sunday 6am to 2pm 
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Terri’s Café 
 Breakfast and Lunch 

among friends 

Open Daily 
  6:30 am  -   
      2:30 pm 

2483 E. Fairview, Ste. 105 
Meridian, ID 83642 
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Floral Tribute 
  

   A new business was opening 
and one of the owner’s friends 
wanted to send him flowers for 
the occasion. 

They arrived at the new business 
site and the owner read the card: 
“Rest in Peace.”  

    

Understandably the owner was 
angry and called the florist to 
complain. 

   After he told the florist of the 
obvious mistake and how angry 
he was, the florist replies, “Sir, 
I’m really sorry for the mistake, 
but rather than getting angry, 
you should imagine this: 
Somewhere there is a funeral 
taking place today, and they 
have flowers with a note saying, 
‘Congratulations on your new 
location.’” 

  

Husband: “Scientists say men speak 
about 10,000 words a day, while women 
say around 20,000…”  

Wife (from the kitchen): “That’s because 
we have to repeat everything.” 

Husband: “What?”  

TEXAS CHILI COOKOFF 
(Judge #3, Frank was a novice chili taster. Here's how he rated the chili:) 
  

CHILI #1 - MIKE'S MANIAC MONSTER CHILI  
Judge #1: A bit heavy on the tomato. Amusing kick.  
Judge #2: Smooth tomato flavor. Very mild.  
Judge #3 (Frank): Oh, my, what is this stuff? Took me two 
glasses of milk to cool the flames. I hope that’s the worst. 
These Texans are crazy. 
  

CHILI #2 - AUSTIN'S AFTERBURNER CHILI  
Judge #1: Smoky, with a hint of pork. Slight jalapeno tang.  
Judge #2: Exciting BBQ flavor, needs more peppers.  
Judge #3: Keep this away from children. I had to wave off two people offering the 
Heimlich maneuver! 
  

CHILI #3 - FRED'S FAMOUS BURN DOWN THE BARN CHILI  
Judge #1: Excellent firehouse chili. Great kick.  
Judge #2: A bit salty, good pepper use.  
Judge #3: Call the EPA. I think I found a uranium spill. My nose feels like Drano. 
  

CHILI #4 - BUBBA'S BLACK MAGIC  
Judge #1: Black bean chili with almost no spice. Disappointing.  
Judge #2: Hint of lime in beans. Good with mild foods.  
Judge #3: Something scraped my tongue, but I couldn’t taste it. Is it possible to burn 
out taste buds?  
  

CHILI #5 - LISA'S LEGAL LIP REMOVER  
Judge #1: Meaty, strong chili. Impressive cayenne kick.  
Judge #2: Shredded beef, strong cayenne flavor.  
Judge #3: My ears are ringing, sweat pouring, and I think I need a paramedic. I might 
be burning my lips off. 
  

CHILI #6 - VERA'S VERY VEGETARIAN VARIETY  
Judge #1: Thin yet bold. Good spice balance.  
Judge #2: Best yet. Superb use of spices.  
Judge #3: My guts feel like gaseous flames. Can't feel my lips. Feels like I need to sit on 
a snow cone. 
  

CHILI #7 - SUSAN'S SCREAMING SENSATION CHILI  
Judge #1: Mediocre with too many canned peppers.  
Judge #2: Tastes like canned peppers thrown in last minute. I’ve lost sight in one eye. 
My shirt is covered in chili. I’ve decided to stop breathing; it’s too painful. 
  

CHILI #8 - BIG TOM'S TOENAIL CURLING CHILI  
Judge #1: Perfect ending. Nice blend.  
Judge #2: Good, balanced chili. Sorry most of it was lost when Judge #3 passed out 
and knocked over the pot.  
Judge #3: No report. 

POLICE OFFICER: 
“Can you step out of the vehicle?” 

  
LADY JUST LEAVNG  

BEAUTY PARLOR: 
“Officer, it’s 101° out here. 

I just had my hair done, How 
about you get in here where it’s 

cool and tell me what I did 
wrong?” 
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   An elderly couple from 
California was headed north on 
Highway 95 in North Idaho 
when they saw a sign that said 
“Coeur d’Alene - 20 Miles.”  

   The wife said, “Should we stop in 
‘Cooer Dallene’ and get some 
lunch?”  

   The old man replied, “I think they 
pronounce that ‘Cower Dee 
Allane.”  

   They argued all the way to the 
town, exited the highway and 
pulled into a fast-food burger 
restaurant. After making their way 
to the counter and placing their 
order, the old man asked the young 
blonde behind the counter, “Could 
you help us settle an argument? 
Can you, very slowly, pronounce 
the name of this place for us?” 

   The girl looks him dead in the 
eye and says, “Buuurr-Geeerr 
Kiiiing.” 

  
An old man was selling watermelons. His sign read:  
  

  
  
  
  
A young man stopped by and bought 3 watermelons, one 
by one, paying $3 for each for a total of $9. 
  

As the young man walked away, he turned around and 
said, “Hey, old man, do you realize I just bought 3 
watermelons for $9 instead of $10? Maybe business isn’t 
your thing.” 
  

The old man smiled and mumbled to himself, “People are 
funny. Every time they buy three watermelons instead of 
one, yet they keep trying to teach me how to do business!” 

Watermelons 
  

1 for $3           3 for $10 
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1968 McDonald’s Menu 
The year the Big Mac and Apple Pie were introduced 

If you watch the movie “Jaws” 

backwards, it’s a heartwarming 

story about a shark who gives arms 

and legs to people who need them. 

Separation Anxiety 
  

   I was sitting 
in an airport 
listening to a 
young couple 
behind me 
FaceTime 
with their 
baby and his grandparents. 
   It’s so adorable and they are 
obviously having serious separation 
anxiety on their trip. 
   They are cooing and gushing and 
exclaiming, “Well, look at you, big 
boy! So big! So handsome! Are you 
being good for Nana?” 
   Then a million questions for Nana 
about how the feeding and pooping 
are going, and a reminder about 
favorite blankies and toys. 
   They ask to say goodbye to baby 
one last time, and they nearly 
collapse with joy when he’s back on 
the screen: “Mommy and Daddy love 
you! You are the best boy!! We’re 
coming home so soon!” 
  
   I’m literally crying into my coffee 
because it’s so precious and I turn 
around to try and get a sneak peek at 
the baby on their FaceTime screen. 
  
   It’s a yellow Labrador! 



   Insert B 

Letter from Boot Camp 
  
Dear Ma and Pa:  

   I am well. Hope you are. Tell Brother Walt 
and Brother Elmer the Marine Corps beats 
working for old man Johnson by a mile.  

   I was restless at first because you get to stay in 
bed till nearly 6 a.m. But I am getting so I like 
to sleep late. Tell Walt and Elmer 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.  

   Men have to shave but it is not so bad, there's warm water. Breakfast is 
strong on trimmings like fruit juice, cereal, eggs, bacon, etc., but kind of 
weak on chops, potatoes, ham, steak, fried eggplant, pie and other regular 
food, but tell Walt and Elmer you can always sit by the two city boys that 
live on coffee. Their food, plus yours, holds you until noon when you get fed 
again. It's no wonder these city boys can't walk much.  

   We go on "route marches," which the platoon sergeant says are long walks 
to harden us. If he thinks so, it's not my place to tell him different. A "route 
march" is about as far as to our mailbox at home. Then the city guys get sore 
feet and we all ride back in trucks.  

   The sergeant is like a school teacher. He nags a lot. The captain is like the 
school board. Majors and colonels just ride around and frown. They don't 
bother you none.  

   This next will kill Walt and Elmer with laughing. I keep getting medals for 
shooting. I don't know why. The bulls-eye is near as big as a chipmunk head 
and don't move, and it ain't shooting at you like the Higgett 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.  

   Then we have what they call hand-to-hand combat training. You get to 
wrestle with them city boys. I have to be real careful though, they break real 
easy. It ain't like fighting with that ole bull at home. I'm about the best they 
got in this except for that Tug Jordan from over in Silver Lake. I only beat 
him once. He joined up the same time as me, but I'm only 5'6" and 130 
pounds and he's 6'8" and near 300 pounds dry.  

   Be sure to tell Walt and Elmer to hurry and join before other fellers get 
onto this setup and come stampeding in.  

  
Your loving daughter, Alice 

Falling in a Trap 
  

   An 85-year-old is playing golf with 
the course pro, who offers him a 12-
stroke handicap. 

   “I don’t need a handicap,” 
says the elderly man. “The 
only problem I have is 
getting out of sand traps.” 
   As they approach the 18th 
hole, they’re even. But then 
the old man hits a long drive, 
which lands in a sand trap. 
From there, he knocks it out, 

and it rolls right into the hole. 
   The pro is stunned. “I thought you 
said you have a problem getting out of 
sand traps.” 
   “I do,” says the octogenarian, 
reaching out. “Give me a hand.” 
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Creation Challenge 
  

   One day, the scientists on Earth 
became so advanced—at least in 
their own minds— that they decided 
to meet with God and inform Him 
that he was no longer necessary. 

   God agreed to meet with them, but 
asked them what makes them so 
sure they no longer need Him. 

   They confidently declare that they 
now can create life! And since they 
have achieved this feat, His presence 
is no longer needed. Now He can 
retire in peace and leave the scien-
tists to take care of the universe. 

   Intrigued, God asks for a demon-
stration. Excited to finally prove how 
advanced they are, the head scien-
tist—following the recipe God pre-
scribed in the Scripture—
enthusiastically knelt down and 
scoops up a handful of dirt. 

   “Wait a minute,” God said. “Get 
your own dirt!” 

  

I needed something therapeutic to do, so 
I took up gardening. 
After 6 months, 42 trips to Home Depot, 
6 pairs of gloves, 38 blisters, and a trip 
to the chiropractor, I was able to sit 
down and eat my $632 salad! 



Helen Steiner Rice 
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That’s Why He’s the Boss 
 

   Bubba and Jethro were in a ditch 
digging and Mick was standing above 
them supervising. 
   Bubba said to Jethro, “How come 
we're down here doing all the work and 
Mick is just watching us and getting paid 
more than we are?”  
   Jethro says, “I don't know, why don't 
you ask him?”  
   Bubba says, “That's just what I'm going 
to do!”.  
   He got out of the ditch and said to Mick, “How come me and Jethro are 
down there in the ditch doing all the work and you're up here just 
watching and you're getting paid more than we are?”  
   “Well, it's because I’m smart and you’re not so smart,” he said.  
   Bubba said angrily, “What do you mean?” 
   Mick said, “I’ll show you.” Then Mick put his hand against a metal pole 
and said, “Hit my hand as hard as you can.”  
   Bubba said, “You know I'm a strong guy and I could break your hand.”  
   Mick said, “Go ahead, hit my hand.”  
   Bubba took a swing and Mick moved his hand at the last second so 
Bubba hit just the pole.  
   “Ow, ow, ow,” Bubba cried. 
   Mick said, “See? Smart!” pointing to himself, “and not so smart,” 
pointing to Bubba. 
   Bubba nodded his head in agreement and jumped back down into the 
ditch.  
   “What did he say?” asked Jethro.  
   “He said he’s smart and we’re not so smart. Well, it's kind of hard to 
explain,” he said, “but I can show you.” 
   Bubba looked around the ditch for a pole and seeing none he held his 
hand in front of his face and said, “Here, hit my hand as hard as you can.” 

Jumping to Conclusions 
 

   A Texas farmer went on 
vacation to Australia. He met up 
with an Australian farmer who 
proudly showed off his wheat 
field. 
   “That's nothing” said the 
Texan. “Back home, we have 
wheat fields that are twice as 
large as this.” 
   Next the Australian pointed 
out his cattle. 
   “They're nothing,” said the 
Texan. “Back home, we have 
longhorns that are twice as big 
as your cows.” 
   Just then, a dozen kangaroos 
bounded across the road. 
   “What are those?” asked the 
Texan. 

   The Australian replied, “Don't 
you have grasshoppers in 
Texas?” 



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

 

“Are you familiar with 
Murphy’s Law?” 

“Yes, anything that can 
go wrong, will go wrong.” 

“How about Cole’s Law?” 

“Never heard of it?” 

“It’s a side 
dish  
made from  
cabbage and 
mayonnaise.” 

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. 

 
 

Send to: _____________________________ 

Phone _______________________________ 

St. Address __________________________ 

City, State, Zip________________________ 

Your Name __________________________ 

Phone ______________________________ 

St. Address __________________________ 

City, State, Zip________________________ 

             Ada 2025 

Want to Promote Your Services or 
Product to the Senior Community? 

 

Advertise in Senior Goldmine! 
 

Contact Terry Smith at 
terry@seniorgoldmine.com 

for more information or go to 
www.seniorgoldmine.com/advertising 

 

Living Waters Wellness Center—www.livingwaterscleanse.com 

(208) 378-9911 

IF YOUR BATHROOM IS USED AS A LIBRARY, 

Milestones 
 

 

 

Sharon Allison 
July 11, 1945—80 years 
Boise Overland Court 

Nancy Boman 
Aug 25, 1934—91 years 

Boise MorningStar 

 

 

Anetta Yingling 
March 6, 1945—80 years 

Star Senior Center 

 

Bianca Cronin 
Aug 27, 1955—70 years 

Kuna Senior Center 

Renee Jensen 
Nov 18, 1949—75 years 
Meridian Senior Center 

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 

“Yea, though I walk through 
the Valley of Death,  
I will fear no evil.” 

Just a friendly reminder that there is an entire generation of people 

who feel and will continue to feel that the 80’s were 20 years ago. 

Correcting them with logic or math is unnecessarily mean and cruel. 

I showed the damaged remains of my 
suitcase to my attorney and told him I 

wanted to sue the airline. 
 

“You don’t have much of a case,” he 
replied. 


