s My name is Thomas Miller. I am 46 years old, and though I
m  Nave no mugshot and no rap sheet, I am a thief. I have spent

years committing a quiet, bloodless robbery against the only
two people who would trade their last breath to keep me
breathing.

My father, Arthur, is a man whose skeleton seems to be made
of iron and North Carolina red clay. He spent forty-two years in
the heat of a furniture factory, his lungs coated in finish and his
fingers scarred by saws. Today, he sits in a recliner, defeated by
the complexity of a TV remote.

My mother, Evelyn, is the woman who once managed to make a single chicken
and a bag of potatoes feel like a Sunday feast for six. Her laughter used to be the
heartbeat of our home. Today, she loses her breath just navigating the walk to the
mailbox to see if the mailman brought anything other than bills.

And me? I am the one stealing their last remaining hours.

I don’t do it out of cruelty; I do it out of “success.” I live two states away in a city
of glass and granite, where being “slammed” is a status symbol we wear like a
designer watch. I have a huge mortgage, two teenagers who only look up from their
screens to ask for gas money, and a digital calendar that looks like a game of Tetris.

I convince myself I’'m a “good son” because I call every Sunday at 6:00 PM
(usually while checking my work email on a second screen). I send the “Grand
Deluxe” gift basket for birthdays (ordered on my phone while waiting for coffee). I
pay a local kid to plow their driveway so Arthur doesn't have to touch a shovel.

But [ know the truth. I give them the crumbs of my life—rushed voice notes and
“likes” on Mother’s blurry photos of her garden. I’ve tricked myself into thinking
that providing for them is a substitute for being with them. I was dead wrong.

Last month, a conference in Columbus was cut short. Suddenly, I had a dead
afternoon, a rental car, and no obligations. My parents live ninety minutes south, in
one of those Appalachian towns where the coal dust has settled and the clocks seem
to have stopped in 1994.

I didn't call. I just drove. I pulled onto their gravel drive around 3:00 PM. It was a
Monday. The autumn sky was that bruised, beautiful purple-grey. The sun was still
high.

And that’s when I saw it.

(Continued on Page 2)

A Hazardous Shot

I had a couple of hours to kill the
other day, so I headed over to the lgolf
course to play a quick nine.

An older gentleman walked up and
asked if he could join me since we
were both playing solo.

I figured he might slow things down
a bit, but I said sure. Turns out, he was
a great partner.

He wasn’t fast, but he kept a steady
pace and never held me up. Plus, he’d
been playing that course for decades
and had a helpful tip for just about
every hole.

When we got to the ninth, I ran into
trouble. My tee shot sliced off to the
side and landed near the edge of the
course. Between me and the green
stood a towering oak tree, just a few
yards ahead.

I stood there staring at it, trying to
figure out my next move.

The old-timer nodded and said, “You
know, I was in that exact spot about
thirty years ago. I just hit it right over
the top of that tree and landed on the
green.”
said with a confident grin.

So I grabbed my ' N
swing, and sent the =
ball straight up.
dropped right back down—four feet
behind me.
thirty years ago, that tree was only
about three feet tall.

“Seriously?” I asked. “Seriously,” he
iron, took a big

It smacked the tree halfway up and

He chuckled and said, “Well now...

‘MorningStar
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HEATHERWOOD
Senior Living
Boise’s Choice Retirement Community

5277 W Kootenai St. Boise, ID 83705
www.heatherwoodseniors.com

(208) 860-0599 or (208) 345-2150

CALL TODAY AT
(208)860-0599 TO
SCHEDULE A TOUR AND
ENJOY A COMPLIMENTARY
CHEF-INSPIRED MEAL

o X

THE BEST GIFT OF ALL

Four brothers left home for college —
one became a lawyer, one a doctor, one a
scientist, and one an entertainer. They all
went on to be very successful.

When their elderly mother was living
alone, each son decided to give her a
special gift.

Years later, the brothers were talking
about what they had done for her.

The first said, “T had a beautiful, large
house built for Mama.”

The second said, “I installed a state-of-
the-art home theater — cost a small
fortune.”

The third said, “I bought her a brand-
new luxury car with a chauffeur.”

The fourth smiled and said, “You know
how Mama loves reading the Bible —
and you know her eyesight isn’t what it
used to be. I sent her a parrot that can
recite the entire Bible from memory. It
took 12 scholars and 20 years to teach
him. It cost me $100,000 a year for 20
years, but it was worth it. All Mama has
to do is name the book, chapter, and
verse.”

A few weeks later, Mom sent out her
thank-you notes.

To the first son, she wrote: “The house
you built is enormous but I live in just
one room. Thank you, dear.”

To the second son, she wrote: “The
theater is lovely, but I don’t see or hear
well anymore. Thank you anyway.”

To the third son, she wrote: “The car is
beautiful, but I rarely go anywhere.
Thank you all the same.”

And to the fourth
son, she wrote:
“You truly put
thought into your
gift. The chicken
was delicious.”

(We Left the Light On For You—Continued from Page 1)

There, on the porch of the house where I once crashed my first bike, the
light was burning. Not a sleek LED or a smart-bulb. It was the old, amber
bug-light in the frosted glass housing. It was glowing—defiant, warm, and
utterly unnecessary in the bright afternoon glare.

I sat there, my hands gripping the leather steering wheel, feeling a surge of
“modern” annoyance. The efficiency expert in my brain started doing the
math. “Dad, do you know what the utility rates are doing? Why are you
wasting juice?” I could hear my own condescending logic.

I didn't get out right away. I just stared at that stubborn yellow glow.

I’'m 46. Dad is 82. Mom is 80. Their world, which once encompassed PTA
meetings, union halls, and neighborhood card games, has folded inward. It
has shrunk to the dimensions of that small ranchhouse. The hunting trips are
over. Most of their friends are names on headstones now. Their universe is
now the kitchen table, the pharmacy, and that porch.

When I walked in, the TV was blaring—some game show host shouting
over canned applause. Mom gasped, nearly dropping her knitting, looking at
me as if I were a hallucination. Dad tried to haul himself out of his chair, his
joints popping like dry kindling. A flash of genuine physical pain crossed his
face, but he buried it under a grin.

“Well, look at this,” he rasped, his eyes turning glassy. “The big shot
finally ran out of gas in our neighborhood.”

We spent five hours doing nothing. And it was the most productive five
hours of my decade.

I ate a piece of dry pound cake I didn't want. I listened to Dad explain the
territorial disputes between the local blue jays as if it were a front-page
scandal. [ updated the software on Mom’s phone.

As the sun dipped below the hills, the house grew still. The silence in an
old couple's home has a weight to it. It’s a physical thing, made of ticking
grandfather clocks and the low hum of the chest freezer.

I stood at the sink with Mom while she rinsed the coffee mugs. Through
the window, I saw the porch light, finally making sense in the gathering
dark.

“Mom,” I said softly. “When I got here today... it was the middle of the
afternoon. Why was the porch light already on?”

She stopped scrubbing. She looked out at the yellow beam, her expression
one of tired, infinite grace. “Because, Thomas,” she whispered, “we never
know when someone might need to find that door.”

The wind was knocked out of me.

She didn't say, “We knew you were coming,” because they had no clue

(Continued on page 7)
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Medical Transportation

Providing EMS and

Non-Emergency Transportation
* Ambulatory * Wheelchair * Stretcher

208) 321-1703

CUSTOMIZED MEDICATION PLANS TAILORED TO

Med Management Program
« FREE MULTI-DOSE BLISTER PACKAGING.

(ORGANIZED, EASY-TO-FOLLOW MEDICATIONS)
- FREE DELIVERY DIRECTLY T0 YOUR DOOR

MOUNTAIN CARE
A A PHARMACY

SERVICE ALWAYS FREE! _mn S\ PATENT

(208) 287-4667 ‘@ - ONGOING MEDICATION REVIEW AND PHARMACIST

CONSULTATION
WWW.MTNCARERX.COM « COORDINATION WITH PROVIDERS AND CARE TEAMS
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GARDEN PLAZA
oF VALLEY VIEW

A SENIOR LIVING COMMUNITY

A Tradition of Excellence

¢ Independent Living
¢ Assisted Living

For All the Mothers Who Give So Much

The cutest little girl and her mom were at my yard sale today. I happened to
be selling a Pink Disney Princess TV, and I overheard the little girl very
politely ask her mom if there was anything she could do to earn the money to
buy the TV. She did not just ask if she could have it. She asked if she could
earn the money herself. She was about six years old.

Her mom told her she could not afford it right now, then kissed her forehead.

The little girl replied, “It's okay mommy,” and grabbed her mom's hand.

I watched them carefully pick out items they needed and count their money
to the penny as they did. At one point they were picking out some dishes and
the little girl said how nice it will be having more than one cup and one bowl
at their new place.

I could tell this mom and daughter had gone through something and the
interactions between them were so genuine, so precious.

I saw the little girl look over at the TV every so often. My heart was mush.

As the mom brought her items up to pay, I said, “I would like you to have
these things, no charge.”

Tears filled her eyes as she thanked me, told me how much it meant to her,
and that I had no idea how much I was helping her right now. Then she asked,
“But why?”

I said, “I sense that you are going through something right now. But you
obviously have not let it deter you from being an amazing mom, and you are
raising a wonderful, beautiful, joyful, polite, little girl.”

She confided that they had fled an abusive situation with only what she
could fit into a duffle bag for them both. She had saved just enough money to
get them into a small one room apartment. She felt blessed, lucky. They were
safe.

I gave her some pillows, blankets, a blow up camping bed, and a box of
food. She hesitated at first and seemed almost ashamed.

I told her, “We all go through hard times. When this season passes for you,
you can 'pay it forward' to someone else.” And then, yes... I quietly asked her
if [ could give her little girl the Disney Princess TV.

I wish everyone could have seen the look on that beautiful little girl’s face
when my husband carried that TV to her car. I will never forget it.

My heart is full knowing that precious little girl and her mom have full
tummies, clean pajamas to put on, a "bed" to sleep in, pillows under their
heads, and blankets to snuggle into.

What they probably don't realize is that they blessed me far more than I
blessed them.

0

0 wherg you want 0 ¢
* Scooters ® Wheelchairs ® Ramps ® Walkers/Rollators
« Sales « Repairs « Rentals - Installation

339 N. Milwaukee St., Boise 83704
(208) 617-5200

28,0, Cuzigiae

Gracious independent £ 88
retirement living in [
mansion suites or
patio homes

(208) 459-3552
114 E. Logan, Caldwell, ID 83605
www.peochapterhouseidaho.org

Territs Café
Brcaklcast and Lunch

among FFICHC]S

n ai]
CZ:P;Z alz - Y 2483 . Faiwicw, 5tc. 105
2:50 pm Meridian, [D 83642

oPg *BLOOMS

FLowERS awﬁmcg.

“We Deliver Happiness For You"
391 W State St Suite B e Eagle, ID 83616

(208) 939-4022

For home care beyond compare,
we’re the resource.

familyresourcehomecare.com /541.254.8280

Family i@
resource

home care

For Pre-Planning,
“remation Society call Seth at
' T ofidaho  (208) 880-9841
Direct cremation
starting at $965
Guaranteed lowest cost direct cremation
in the Treasure Valley

(208) 322-3590

www.cremationsociety-idaho.com




call (208) 947-4282. We’d love to have you join us.

CHANGE A LTFE—WAYBE EVEN YOUR OWN!
BECOME AN AGING STRONG VOLUNTEER

Aging Strong connects caring volunteers with older adults, families, o= O
caregivers, and children so no one has to feel alone. With flexible

opportunities that fit your interests and schedule, making a difference has
never been easier. Get started at agingstrong.org, or scan the QR code, or

& . o

He’s More Than a Piano Player

An old scrufty guy walks into a very classy restaurant and orders a
steak. The waitress says: “I'm sorry, but I don't think you can pay for
your meal.”

The guy admits, “You're right. [ don't have any money, but if | show
you something you haven't seen before, will you give me my dinner?”

The waitress, both curious and compassionate, says, “Only if what you
show me is something really amazing.”

“Deal!” says the old guy and reaches into his coat pocket and pulls out
a hamster. He puts the hamster on the ground and it runs across the
room, directly to a piano. The hamster then proceeds to climb up the
piano and starts playing honky-tonk tunes.

The waitress is amazed and says, “You're right. I've never seen
anything like that before. That hamster is really good on the piano.”

The guy puts the hamster back in his pocket, sits back and enjoys a fine
steak supper with all the trimmings.

Shortly thereafter, he asks the waitress, “Can I have a piece of that fine
blueberry pie I see on the dessert cart over there?”

“Only if you got another miracle up your sleeve,” says the waitress.

The old guy reaches into another coat pocket
and pulls out a frog. He puts the frog on the table,
and the frog starts to sing up a storm!

A stranger from a nearby table runs over to the
guy and offers him $500 for the frog.

The old guy says “It's a deal.” He takes the five
hundred and gives the stranger the frog.

The stranger runs out of the restaurant with
dollar signs in his eyes and a big smile on his face.

The waitress says to the old guy, “Are you nuts?
You sold a singing frog for $5007 It must have been
worth millions!”

“No, not really,” says the guy. “He doesn’t know the hamster is also a
ventriloquist.”

She Can’t Bear It

A couple was vacationing in
Yosemite Park. The wife
expressed concern about
camping because of bears, and
told her husband she would be
more comfortable in a motel.

To calm her concerns, he
suggested they talk to the park
ranger to see what the likelihood
of a bear encounter would be.

The ranger told them, “Well,
we haven’t seen any grizzlies so
far this year, or black bears,
either, for that matter.”

The wife shrieked, “There are
TWO types of bears out here?
How do you tell the difference?”

The ranger replied, “Well,
that’s easy. See, if the bear
chases you e iy
up a tree ‘
and it
comes up
after you,
it'sablack '
bear. Ifit &
shakes the
tree until you fall out, it’s a
grizzly.”

The motel room was quite nice.

CALL (208) 672-3143

Life &

cente_r

of Treasure Valley




ﬂ[[e 1ant Care that's tailored

home
Home C are to your needs. instead.
"fr‘a it ﬁj wl and oya [ Customizable and reliable in-home (208) 888-0962
care, S0 you can experience a better

994 W Corporate Lane, Nampa, ID 83651 what's next. homeinstead.com/707
www.allegiantcareidaho.com e e
CALL (208) 466-0987 of Home Instead,Inc,an Honor company. ©2024 Home Instead,Ine.

// % Say It
4 ~ With

Flowers

On the first day of our
marriage retreat, the
instructor talked about the
importance of knowing what

matters to each other. Aurella Thompson Fidelia Moreno Josie Ellis
"For example," he began, Apr 23, 1926—100 years Apr 24, 1927—99 years May 3, 1928—98 years
p ointin g to my husb and, Meridian Grace Boise Senior Center Meridian LaPlaya

David, "do you know your
wife's favorite flower?"

David answered, "Pillsbury
All Purpose."

Fresh Flowers

There are women whose
thoughtful husbands buy Phvilis Marsh 7 I-loe
them flowers for no reason. Apr 8,y193 1—95 years = May 7, 1936—90 years
And then there's me. Meridian 10 Mile Christian Meridian 10 Mile Christian

One day I couldn't stand it
any longer. "Why don't you
ever bring me flowers?" I
asked.

"What's the point?" my
husband said. "They die
after about a week."

"So could you," I shot
back, "but I still like having

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
ter seniorgoldmine.com
or call (208) 615-1948

Janell Wagner

d. Ray Tarter
you around. May 23, 1936—90 years May 26, 1936— years
Meridian LaPlaya Boise New Hope
ASSISTED & % Spring Gardens
LIVING WAS SN o
THE ANSWER | Call or visit us online today
FOR US SpringGardens.com/Meridian
iR, . (208) 584-5393




My grandfather always said,
“When one door closes _j
another opens.”
He was a wise man,
but a real lousy
carpenter,

Serving the Greater Treasure Valley

| AAbDus

HOMECARE

We are here to
help you maintain
your health and

independence

Professional

Courtesy

A doctor and a lawyer were
talking at a party. Their
conversation was constantly
interrupted by people
describing their ailments
and asking the doctor for
free medical advice.

After an hour of this, the
exasperated doctor asked
the lawyer: “What do you do
to stop people from asking
for legal advice when you are
out of the office?”

“I give them the advice,”
replied the lawyer. “Then I
send them a bill.”

The doctor is shocked, but
agreed to give it a try.

The next day, still feeling
slightly guilty, the doctor
prepared bills to send to the
freeloaders.

When he went to put them
in the mailbox, he found a
bill from the lavvyer

y

wl

Old Rancher’s Accounting Methods

My father's method of
accounting for the hundreds of
cattle on his ranch was very
unique.

Every spring, he would move
the herd down a long ramp,
through a wooden gate and into |
a holding pen for inspection. As
each animal entered the pen, he marked the count on
the gate

One summer, he went to the bank to apply for a loan,
using his cattle for collateral. The bank officer asked to
see his records.

"No problem," replied Dad.

He went back to the ranch, took the gate off its hinges
and brought it to the bank.

Dad got the loan.

o EXCEPTIONAL ASSISTED LIVING CARE N =3
5815 COFFEY ST. GARDEN CITY, IDAHO 83714 ¢ (208) 219-5263

AVISTA
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“Every Life Leaves A Legacy!”

"aSUMMERS

2_1

' JMULTI-CARE
————Home Health &
Personal Care Services

* Serv1ng the Treasure Valley since 1911

Locally-owned and
serving the valley
for over 25 years

(208) 887-7719

¢ A commitment to serve with understanding and compassion

Phone: (208) 898-0642 e ustick@summersfuneral.com

Are These Plates Clean?

Tom went to spend a few days

I'“ lake 6 noxes 3 | With his 92-y?ar-old grandpa who

o _ ‘ lived on a quiet farm in rural

of Thin Mints. \ /|| Kensas |
R On the first morning, Grandpa

' cooked up bacon and eggs for

breakfast.

Tom noticed a cloudy film on his
plate and asked, “Uh... Grandpa,
are these plates clean?”

Grandpa smiled and said,
“They’re as clean as cold water can
get ’em. Now eat up.”

At lunchtime, Grandpa grilled
some hamburgers.

Tom looked down and saw what
looked like dried egg stuck to his
plate. Trying to be polite, he asked
again, “Grandpa, are you sure these
dishes are clean?”

Grandpa replied, “I already told
you — they’re as clean as cold
water can get 'em!”

Later that day, as Tom was
heading out,
Grandpa’s big
old dog stood in
front of the door
and started
growling.

Tom called out, “Grandpa, your
dog won’t let me leave!”
Grandpa hollered, “Cold Water,

kd

move outta the way!

Stay Sharp. Stay Social. Stay YOU

V.
+ Hearing Testing and Protection % W-
+ Hearing Aid Fitting and Repairs WY f

2 boise hears

" The Audiology & Hearing Center

55 and older? Mention this ad and get our Buy One—Get One Free Special '
1032 S. Silverstone Way, Suite 160, Meridian, ID 83642 ¢ Call (208) 658-0238 for Free Consultation J, /
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Care Services in the Comfort of Your Home
* Home Health < Home Care

Boise (986) 888-1832 = www.serengeticare.com

MOBILE W®UNDS

PROVIDING EXPERT, IN-HOME WOUND CARE
FOR A SAFE AND SWIFT RECOVERY

www.MobileWoundsUSA.com

CALL (208) 999-2151

CONNECT THE DOTS
A

A
C

RULES:

1. Connect the dots with the same letters
2. Lines cannot cross.

3. Lines must stay within the circle.

SMART

By Shel Silverstein

My dad gave me one dollar bill

‘Cause I'm his smartest son,

And | swapped it for two shiny quarters,
‘Cause two is more than one.

And then | took the quarters

And traded them to Lou

For three dimes—I guess he didn’t know
That three is more than two.

Just then, along came old blind Bates
And just ‘cause he can't see

He gave me four nickels

for my three dimes,

And four is more than three!

And | took the
nickels to Hiram
Coombs

Down at the seed-
feed store,

And the fool gave
me five pennies
for them,

And five is more than four!

And | went and showed my dad,

And he got red in the cheeks

And closed his eyes and shook his head,
Too proud of me to speak!

{5 CORNERSTONE

—SENIOR LIVING—

"Built on a Foundation of Faith, Continuously Embracing Every Moment,
while sharing Life's Journey"

350 S. Allumbaugh Way, Boise, Idaho 83709
Phone: (208) 322-1555 Fax: (208) 378-1553

www.csseniorliving.com




America’s Choice in Homecare
thmg O
Angels.

LIVING ASSISTANCE SERVICES
Serving the Treasure Valley

208.888.3611

www.visitingangels.com/boise/home

OIENIN

SENIOR ADVISORS®

A FREE SERVICE that guides
seniors through customized
living solutions.

OasisSeniorAdvisors.com/SW-Idaho

For Information, call Jennifer Smith 208.901.7428 OR Kathy Lacina 208.573.4658

That Barbie is Expensive!

A father is driving home from
work when he suddenly remembers
it’s his daughter’s birthday. He
quickly pulls into a toy store and
asks the clerk: “How much for one
of those Barbie dolls in the
window?”

The clerk replies: “Which one, sir?
We have:
» Workout Barbie — $19.95
* Shopping Barbie — $19.95
» Beach Barbie — $19.95
« Disco Barbie — $19.95
« Ballerina Barbie — $19.95
« Astronaut Barbie — $19.95
« Skater Barbie — $19.95
« And... Divorced Barbie — $265.95.”

The father says, “Wait—what?

Why is Divorced Barbie $265.95

i when the others
are only
$19.957”

The clerk
sighs and says:
“Because
Divorced Barbie
comes with
Ken’s car, Ken’s
house, Ken’s
boat, Ken’s
furniture, and
Ken’s
computer.”

(We Left the Light On For You—Continued from page 2)

She wasn't just talking about me. She was talking about my brother in
Seattle who is “scaling his business.” She was talking about the grandkids
who haven't called since Christmas. She was talking about the world that had
outpaced them.

That light wasn't an electrical waste. It was a lighthouse. It was a signal fire
burning on the edge of a forgotten coast, screaming to the darkness: “We are
still here. We are waiting. We haven't locked up the heart of this house yet.”

I realized then that my parents aren't just “getting older.” They are
navigating a loneliness that my “connected” generation cannot fathom. We
have ten-thousand followers on Facebook, but we have left the people who
gave us life stranded on a silent island.

I stayed the night. I slept in my old room, surrounded by trophies for sports I
no longer play. The next morning, [ watched them. I saw how they both
flinched with hope every time car tires crunched on the gravel outside. I saw
how Dad, a man who once stood up to corporate giants, now checks his phone
every ten minutes hoping for a text from a grandson that will never come.

They don't want my “Premium Flower Arrangements.” They don't want the
fancy gadgets. They don't want me to “fix” their lives. They just want me.

They want the sound of my laughter in the kitchen. They want to hear me
complain about my boss. They want to sit in the same air, watching the news,
and feeling the quiet reassurance that they haven't been erased yet.

The truth is, parents never retire from their job. Their knees give out, their
eyes fail, but the job description stays the same: They wait. They keep the
light on. They hold the fort until we decide to come home.

Our only job is to show up.

If you are lucky enough to still have them—those slow, analog, sometimes
frustrating people who gave you everything—do not wait.

Don't wait for the holiday. Don't wait for a “gap in your schedule.” There is
no such thing as a good time. There is only this time.

And please, do not wait until you are standing at a casket.

Go to them. Go on a random Monday. Drive the extra hours. Cancel the
meeting. Just walk through the door. Sit on the faded sofa. Eat the stale
crackers. Listen to the story you’ve heard thirty times before, and listen to it
like it’s a sacred text.

Look at their faces. Note the new wrinkles. Memorize the rhythm of their
breathing.

(Continued on page 8)

A Edgewood

Independentiiaving ¢ Assisted living ¢ Memory (Care
+ Plantation Place - Boise ¢ 3921 Kessinger Lane ¢ 83703 ¢ 208.853.7300
¢ Spring Creek - Eagle Island ¢ 3705 W. Flint Drive ¢ 83616 ¢ 208.939-6499
+ Spring Creek - Boise ¢ 10681 W. McMillan Rd ¢ 83713 ¢ 208.954.5661

¢ Spring Creek - Eagle ¢ 653 N Eagle Rd ¢ 83616 ¢ 208.938.5578

&

+ Spring Creek - Meridian ¢ 175 & 253 E Calderwood Dr. ¢ 83642 ¢ 208.884.6199
¢ Spring Creek Overland - Boise ¢ 10139 W Overland Rd ¢ 83709 ¢ 208.639.7000

SPRING CREEK /|

+ Spring Creek Ustick - Meridian ¢ 3165 Meridian Rd ¢ 83646 ¢ 208.287.2064
+ Edgewood Castle Hills ¢ 5955 Castle Drive ¢ Boise ¢ 83703 ¢ 208.331.1300

For further information or to view or download recent issues, go to www.seniorgoldmine.com ¢ Page 7




GUT & DIGESTION ISSUES? ~b Emerson House
Constipation? "Pre-" means before, /N Memory Care at River Pointe
Gas/Bloating? and "Post-" means after. Experience Extraordinary

Joint Pain & Brain Fog? To use both would be 8250 W. MARIGOLD ST.
CALL Living Waters “Preposterous”| GARDEN CrTY, ID 83714

(208) 378-9911
CALL (208) 377-3177 FOR INFO

www_livingwaterscleanse.com

(We Left the Light on For You— .
Continued from page 7) Mllestones
T

Because a day is coming—sooner [
than your ego wants to admit—when
you will pull onto that street, and the
porch will be dark. The house will be
silent.

And you will realize, standing on that
cold driveway, that you are no longer a
child. You are an orphan. You will
look at that dark window and you
would give every promotion, every

stock option, and every dollar in your Del Martens Karen Johnston Roasemary Hallady
retirement fund just to see that May 30, 1936—90 years May 11, 1941—85 years Oct 1945—80 years
“wasteful” yellow light flicker on one Star Senior Center Kuna Senior Center Kuna Senior Center
more time.
You will beg the universe for sixty

seconds to

walk through

that door and

say, “I’'m

here.”

Don’t be a N 4, T

thief. Go / e N

home while _ - : \“ = L

the light is Lori Smith Mark Collie

still burning. May 7, 1946—80 years May 5, 1951—T75 years May.6, 1951—75 years

Meridian Senior Center Star Senior Center Boise Senior Center
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A couple’s married life almost went on
the rocks because of the presence in

issues to Senior Goldmine, 11626 W their household of old Aunt Emma.
Cross Slope Way, Nampa, ID 83686. For seventeen long years she lived

with them, always crotchety, always
Send to: demanding, and always complaining
Phone about everything they did.

Finally the old girl passed away.

St. Address On the way back from the cemetery,

City, State, Zip the husband confessed to his wife, “Darling, if | didn’t love you so
Your Name much, | don’t think | would have put up with having your Aunt Emma
in the house all these years.”

Phone

The wife looked at him in shock. “MY Aunt Emma?!” She cried. “I|
Ada May 2026 thought she was YOUR Aunt Emmal”

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




