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   About a week before Christmas my mother bought a new nativity scene from the Five 
and Dime Store.. When my sister and I unpacked it we found two figures of the Baby 
Jesus.  
   “Someone must have packed this wrong,” Mother 
said, counting out the figures. “We have one 
Joseph, one Mary, three wise men, three shepherds, 
two lambs, a donkey, a cow, an angel and two 
babies!” 
   “Oh, dear! I suppose some nativity set down at the 
store is missing a Baby Jesus because we have two. 
You two run back down to the store and tell the 
manager that we have an extra Jesus. Tell him to 
put a sign on the remaining boxes saying that if a 
set is missing a Baby Jesus, call 7126. Put on your 
warm coats, it's freezing cold out there.” 
   The manager of the store copied down Mother's 
message and the next time we were in the store we 
saw the cardboard sign that read, “If you're missing 
Baby Jesus, call 7126.” All week long we waited for someone to call. Each time the phone 
rang Mother would say, “I'll bet that's about Jesus,” but it never was. 
   Father tried to explain there are thousands of these scattered over the country and the 
figurine could be missing from a set in Florida or Texas or California. Those packing 
mistakes happen all the time. He suggested we just put the extra Jesus back in the box and 
forget about it. 
   “Put Baby Jesus back in the box! What a terrible thing to do,” said my sister. “Surely 
someone will call,” Mother said. “We'll just keep the two of them together in the manger 
until someone calls.” 
   When no call had come by 5:00 on Christmas Eve, Mother insisted that Father just run 
down to the store to see if there were any sets left. “You can see them right through the 
window, over on the counter,” she said. “If they are all gone, I'll know someone is bound 
to call tonight.” 
   “Run down to the store?” Father thundered. “It's 10 below zero out there!” 
   “Oh, Daddy, we'll go with you,” as we began to put on their coats. Father gave a long 
sigh and headed for the front closet. “I can't believe I'm doing this,” he muttered.  
   We ran ahead as father reluctantly walked out in the cold. My sister got to the store first 
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The shepherds came from out the north, 
   Their coats were brown and old; 
They brought Him  
           little new-born lambs— 
They had not any gold. 
  
The wise men came from out the east, 
   And they were wrapped in white; 
The star that led them all the way 
   Did glorify the night. 
  
The angels came from heaven high, 
   And they were clad with wings; 
And lo, they brought a joyful song 
   The host of heaven sings. 
  
The kings they knocked upon the door, 
   The wise men entered in, 
The shepherds followed after them 
   To hear the song begin. 
  
The angels sang through all the night 
   Until the rising sun, 
But little Jesus fell asleep 
   Before the song was done. 



and pressed her nose up to the store window. “They're all gone, Daddy,” she 
shouted. “Every set must be sold.” 
   “Hooray,”  I said. “The mystery 
will now be solved tonight!” 
Father heard the news still a half 
block away and immediately turned 
on his heel and headed back home. 
   When they got back into the house 
they noticed that Mother was gone 
and so was the extra baby Jesus 
figurine. “Someone must have 
called and she went out to deliver 
it,” my father reasoned, pulling off 
his boots. “You kids get ready for 
bed while I wrap Mother's present.” 
   Then the phone rang. Father yelled, “Answer the phone and tell 'em we already 
found a home for baby Jesus.”  
   But it was Mother calling with instructions for us to come to 205 Chestnut Street 
immediately, and bring three blankets, a box of cookies and some milk.  
   “Now what has she gotten us into?” my father groaned as we bundled up again. 
“205 Chestnut. Why that's clear across town. Wrap that milk up good in the 
blankets or it will turn to ice before we get there. It's probably 20 below out there 
now. And the wind is picking up. Of all the crazy things to do on a night like this.” 
   When we got to the house at 205 Chestnut Street it was the darkest one on the 
block. Only one tiny light burned in the living room and, the moment we set foot 
on the porch steps, my mother opened the door and shouted, “They're here; oh, 
thank God you got here, Ray! You kids take those blankets into the living room 
and wrap up the little ones on the couch. I'll take the milk and cookies.” 
   “Would you mind telling me what is going on, Ethel?” my father asked. “We 
have just walked through below zero weather with the wind in our faces all the 
way.” 
   “Never mind all that now,” my mother interrupted. “There isn't any heat in this 
house and this young mother is so upset she doesn't know what to do. Her husband 
walked out on her and those poor little children will have a very bleak Christmas, 
so don't you complain. I told her you could fix that oil furnace in a jiffy.” 
   My mother strode off to the kitchen to warm the milk while my sister and I 
wrapped up the five little children who were huddled together on the couch. The 
children's mother explained to my father that her husband had run off, taking 
bedding, clothing, and almost every piece of furniture, but she had been doing all 
right until the furnace broke down. 
   “I been doin' washin' and ironin' for people and cleanin' the Five and Dime,” she 
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   One day, all of us will be 
separated from each other. 
   We will miss those 

wonderful conversations 
we used to have. We will 
miss the times of laughter 

together, and the times we 
cried. 

   Days, months and years 
will pass until we rarely 
see each other. Our lives 

will take a new shape as 
we move on from our past. 

   One day, our 
grandchildren will see our 
photos and ask, “Who are 

these people?” 
   And we will smile with 
invisible tears and say, “It 

was with them that I had 
the best days of my life!” 

  And if, by chance, we 
would ever run into each 
other when we are old and 

senile, we can be NEW 
friends! 
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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 

 

391 W State St Suite B ● Eagle, ID 83616 

(208) 939-4022    

Warshing Clothes Recipe 
  

  
  
  
A grandmother gave a new bride 
the following recipe. 
This is an exact copy as written 
and found in an old scrapbook, 
spelling errors and all. 
  
  
  
WARSHING CLOTHES 
Build fire in backyard to heat kettle of rain water.  
Set tubs so smoke wont blow in eyes if wind is pert. 
Shave one hole cake of lie soap in boilin water. 
Sort things, make 3 piles 
1 pile white, 
1 pile colored, 
1 pile work britches and rags. 
To make starch, stir flour in cool water to smooth, then thin down 
with boiling water. 
Take white things, rub dirty spots on board, scrub hard and boil, then 
rub colored don't boil just wrench and starch. 
Take things out of kettle with broom stick handle, then wrench,  
and starch. 
Hang old rags on fence. 
Spread tea towels on grass. 
Pore wrench water in flower bed. Scrub porch with hot soapy water. 
Turn tubs upside down. 
Go put on clean dress, smooth hair with hair combs. Brew cup of tea, 
sit and rock a spell and count your blessings. 

 

979 S. Progress Ave. 
Meridian, Idaho 83642 

Open Tuesday thru Sunday 6am to 2pm 

   Page 3 

I spotted a license plate ahead 
that read “XODUS3 5” 

so I looked it up. 
The verse begins, 

“Don’t come any closer…” 
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I just finished writing a 
book about how to safely 

fall down stairs— 
It’s a step-by-step guide 

The Benefits of  
a Good Vocabulary 

  

   I recently called an old 
college buddy of mine and 

asked what he was doing for 
work these days. 

   He replied that he was 
working on “aqua-thermal 
treatment of ceramics, 

aluminum and steel under a 
constrained environment.” 

   I was impressed, until 
upon further inquiry, I 
learned that he was washing 

dishes in hot water under his 
wife’s supervision! 
  

Whatever makes  
you happy! 

  

   Everyone has the power to 
make someone else happy.  

   Some do it by entering the 
room, while some do it by 
leaving. 

  

Happy Hour 
  

   My wife and I celebrated 

after dinner last night with  
a couple of adult beverages: 
   Metamucil and Kaopectate. 

  
HAVE A GOOD WEEK! 

Who remembers wanting one of these for Christmas? 



Western Translations 

Ya’ll 
Two or more people 

  

All ya’ll 

Three or more people 
  

Might could 

Might be able to 
  

I reckon 
I guess 

  

Fixen to 
I’m going to 

  

Yonder 
Over there somewhere 

  

Bless your heart 
I don’t want to hurt your feelings, 

but your cornbread  

ain’t done in the middle 

Helen Steiner Rice 

  
Clapping is literally hitting 
yourself because you like 

something! 

If anyone plans to be alone for 

Christmas, please let me know.  
  

I really need to borrow  

some chairs from you. 

  

Fred came home after his doctor 

appointment crying. “What’s wrong,” 

asked his wife. “The doctor told me I have 

to take these pills for the rest of my life.” 

“What’s so bad about that?” she said.  

“He only gave me three!” 
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Be a Lifter-Upper! 
Be kind to your children and 
their friends  - 
Praise their haircuts and hairdos 
Compliment their clothing style 
Like their silly selfies 
Clap at their song choices 
  
It doesn’t really matter if that is 
how you would look or what you 
would wear or listen to when you 
were that age. 
  
You were born with a limitless 
supply of encouragement—use 
every ounce of it. 
  
Don’t wait until they are gone to 
speak out loud. 
Let them know now how much 
you care for them and how 
proud you are of them. 
  

Helen Steiner Rice 

My young son started  to chew on an 
electrical cord. I scolded him and told him 

it was very dangerous.  
Then I grounded him until he could 

conduct himself properly. 

Never date a tennis 

player, to them LOVE 

means nothing! 
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 Parents should post this in their home 
and teach these to their children. 



Milestones 

Don Keim 
Aug 8, 1927 —95 years 

Boise Grace—Allumbaugh 
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Get Set... 
   Most people know of the 
Marx Brothers, but few have 
heard of their sister, Onya, 
an Olympic runner. In her 
memory, they mention her 
name at the start of every 
race. 

  

Going to Court 
  

   A Pennsylvania man is 
suing Smart Water for not 
making him smart! 

   I am hereby announcing 
my suit against Thin Mints. 

Ed Lloyd 
Dec 14, 1932—90 years 

Meridian 10 Mile Christian 

Hearing Test 
  

   An elderly man was thinking his wife 
was losing her hearing, so he tried to 
test his theory. 
   First, he went behind her about 20 
feet and asked, “Can you hear me 
sweetheart?” No reply. 
   Then he moved about 10 feet behind 
her and asked again, “Can you hear 
me, darling?” Again, no reply. 

   Then he moved about 5 feet behind her and asked again, “Can 
you hear me, honey?” Once again, no answer. 
   Finally, he stood right behind her, and—just five inches from her 
ear—asked, “Can you hear me now, sweetie?” 
   His wife answered, “For the fourth time, YES!” 
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The Lazy Retiree’s 
Song 

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! 

   

Things that used to 
hurt my back 

• Jumping off my garage roof 

• Crashing my bike 

• Falling out of trees 

• Diving into the shallow end, 
      Dodge ball and Red Rover 

  

Things that  
hurt my back now 

• Sneezing 

• Mopping the floor 

• Washing the dishes 

• Brushing my teeth 

• Tying my shoes 

• Rolling over in bed 

• Putting on my shirt 

• Getting out of the car 

• Brushing my hair 
  

“All I want for Christmas 
is to be with my loved ones!” 



English Words  

to Revive 

As language evolves, new words 
are born as others die out. Here 
are some of the delightful ones 
that time forgot: 
 

Bedward: heading towards bed 

To brabble: to argue loudly 

To constellate: to cluster together 

To degust: to taste carefully 

To deliciate: to delight oneself 

Elflock: Tangled hair as if matted 
 by elves 

To gorgonize: to have a paralyzing 
 effect on someone 

To hugger-mugger: to act in a 
 secretive manner 

Illecebrous: attractive 

To jargogle: to confuse 

To kench: to laugh loudly 

Malagrugrous: dismal 

Monsterful: wonderful 

Osculable: that can be kissed 

Overmorrow: the day after 
 tomorrow 

Schoolman: a teacher  

To twattle: to gossip 

Twitter-light: twilight 

Widdendream: state of mental 
 confusion or excitement 

Helen Steiner Rice 

said. “I saw your number every day there, on those boxes on the counter. When 
the furnace went out, that number kept going' through my mind. 7162, 7162. Said 
on the box that if a person was missin' Jesus, they should call you. That's how I 
knew you were good Christian people, willin' to help folks. I figured that maybe 
you would help me, too. So I stopped at the grocery store tonight and I called 
your misses. I'm not missin' Jesus, mister, because I sure love the Lord. But I am 
missin' heat. I have no money to fix that furnace.” 
   “Okay, Okay,” said father. “You've come to the right place. Now let's see. 
You've got a little oil burner over there in the dining room. Shouldn't be too hard 
to fix. Probably just a clogged flue. I'll look it over, see what it needs.” 
   Mother came into the living room carrying the plate of cookies and warm milk. 
As she set the cups down on the coffee table, I noticed the figure of baby Jesus 
lying in the center of the table. It was the only sign of Christmas in the house. The 
children stared wide-eyed with wonder at the plate of cookies my mother set 
before them. 
   Father finally got the oil burner working, but 
said, “You need more oil. I'll make a few calls 
tonight and get some oil. Yes, ma’am, you came 
to the right place,” father grinned. 
   On the way home father did not complain 
about the cold weather and had barely set foot 
inside the door when he was on the phone. “Ed, 
hey, how are ya, Ed? Yes, Merry Christmas to 
you, too. Say Ed, we have kind of an unusual 
situation here. I know you've got that pick-up 
truck. Do you still have some oil in that barrel on 
your truck? You do?” 
   By this time my sister and I were pulling clothes out of their closets and toys off 
of our shelves. It was long after their bedtime when we were wrapping gifts.  
   The pickup came. On it were chairs, three lamps, blankets and gifts. Even 
though it was now 25 below, father let us ride along in the back of the truck.  
   No one ever did call about the missing baby Jesus in the nativity set, but as I 
grow older I realize that it wasn't a packing mistake at all. 

       - Author Unknown 
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Have a Warm and Blessed Christmas 
from your friends at Senior Goldmine  - 

Terry and Jan 



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

Want to have Senior Goldmine 

mailed to your home or to a friend? 

Send this form and a $25 check for 12  

issues to Senior Goldmine, 11626 W 

Cross Slope Way, Nampa, ID 83686. 

 
Print Name __________________________ 

Phone ______________________________ 

St. Address __________________________ 

City, State, Zip____________________ 

Milestones 

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 

A Hug from Heaven 
  

  
  
  

   
I send you butterfly kisses 

You don’t always know that I’m here 
But it’s me peeking round the corner 

or touching a strand of your hair. 
  

I see you on days you are crying 
or wishing we could talk  

once in a  while 
Even though I’m now in heaven 

I still want to see you smile. 
  

 I visit at night when you’re sleeping 
I come quietly into your dreams 

And whisper words ever so softly 
To say death is not what it seems. 

  

I see you sometimes at the table 
When you don’t know I am there 
As you gaze over at my picture 

I hope you know how much I care. 
  

I’m sending a hug from heaven 
I wish you could feel it today 

The love that we share forever 
Time and space can’t take it away.  

 

Jo Sanders 
Dec 17, 1947—75 years 

Meridian 10 Mile Christian 

Bill Bennett 
Dec 25, 1947—75 years 

Star Senior Center 

Gene Letellier 
Dec 18, 1946—75 years 

Eagle Senior Center 

  

Dennis Fellows 
Dec 15, 1942—80 years 

Meridian 10 Mile Christian 

 Harold Holloway 
Dec 14, 1937—85 years 
Meridian Senior Center 

 

Mickey Sweeten 
Dec 13, 1942—80 years 
Meridian Senior Center 

 

Randy Somerby 
Dec 5, 1952—70 years 

Kuna Senior Center 

Jim & Mary Simpson 
Dec 2, 1972—50 years 

Kuna Senior Center 


