
Ada County Edition November 2022 

Nuggets of Fun and Nostalgia for Treasure Valley Golden-Agers 

       By Caitlin Keading  
  For nearly 80 years, World War II 

veteran and D-Day survivor 
William “Willie” Kellerman hadn’t 

received official recognition of his 

sacrifices due to a paperwork error. 

That changed in June 2022, when 

the 97-year-old was presented with 
a Purple Heart, Bronze Star and 

Prisoner of War Medal by the Chief 

of Staff of the U.S. Army in 

Brooklyn, New York. 

   “I feel like I have been living in a 
shadow and I’ve turned the lights 

on,” Kellerman said. “I will never 

forget the experience I had back in 

1945.” 

   After growing up in the Bronx during the Great Depression, 19-year-old 
Kellerman ended up on a war ship off the shores of Normandy on June 6, 

1944, which became known as D-Day. Within days, he landed on Utah 

Beach, France, joining the fight against the Nazis. 

   Just a few weeks later, on July 4, Kellerman’s radio was shot while he 

faced heavy gunfire. With no way to communicate, his captain sent him to 
find his Battalion’s headquarters. 

   “I said, ‘Where do I go?’” recalls Kellerman, a private first class at the 

time, “and he just said, ‘Just head that way.’” 

   But as he was jumping through hedgerows and dodging bullets, 

Kellerman came face-to-face with a German tank and was taken prisoner. 
   “They came out of the tank with machine guns,” says Kellerman, who 

had to stay with the Nazis in a tent that night. “The next day they took me 

back where they had about 60 to 70 other Americans that they had 

captured.” 

   Kellerman recalls being given one slice of bread a day and only being  
(Continued on page 2) 

WWII Vet Gets Medal After 80 Years   Return Visit 
 

   An 83-year-old Army 
veteran arrived in Paris by 
plane for a vacation with his 
family. 
   As he was fumbling in his 
bag for his passport a stern 
French customs agent asked if 
he had been to France before. 
   He replied that he had 
indeed been to France before.  
   The agent sarcastically said, 
“Then you should know to 
have your passport out and 
ready for me, sir!” 
   The old veteran replied 
calmly, “I didn’t have to show 
it the last time I was here.” 
   “Impossible!!” the customs 
agent said. “All foreigners 
have always had to show a 
passport to enter France!” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   This time the man leaned 
over and responded in a 
whisper, “Well, when I came 
ashore on D-Day in 1944, I 
couldn’t find a single 
Frenchman to show it to!” 



 
able to walk at night. “Our planes would shoot anything moving in 

the daylight,” he explains. 

   Thankfully, he managed a daring escape: “I crawled into the 

bushes, and when they 

were out of sight, I ran in 
the opposite direction,” he 

says. “I got to a 

farmhouse, and it was 

becoming daylight.” 

   Kellerman says he 
knocked on the door and 

tried to explain that he 

was an American who had 

escaped, but the residents 

didn’t speak English. 
   “They gave me all their 

French clothes and took 

my uniform and burned 

it,” he recalls. They 

wouldn’t let him stay because they could all be killed if the Germans 
found them, so he took off on foot and walked along the railroad 

tracks, Kellerman recalls. 

   “Then I got brave,” he says of moving from the tracks to the road. 

Kellerman felt that he was getting “braver and braver” as he passed 

the Germans and began to stop at houses for food. After finding a 
bike along the side of the road and getting a flat tire, he visited what 

he thought was a bicycle store. But to his surprise, it was actually 

the secret headquarters of the French Resistance. 

   “It’s a good thing I knew who won the World Series that year 

because they asked me all kinds of questions to make sure I wasn’t 
German,” he says. “I convinced them I was who I said I was.” They 

kept him hidden in the forest, where he stayed until Allied forces 

took over, he recalls. 

   “I finished the war with them,” says Kellerman, who was shot in 

the leg and hand when he fought alongside Allied forces. 
   Kellerman says he recovered at a hospital in Germany before 

returning home from the war, eventually settling down with his wife 
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A man died and appeared 
before the pearly gates.  
   “Have you ever done 
anything of particular 
merit?” St. Peter asked.  
   “Well, I can think of one 
thing,” the man offered. 
“Once I came upon a gang of 
highly aggressive bikers who 
were harassing a young 
woman. I told them to leave 
her alone, but they wouldn’t 
listen.  
   “So, I approached the 
largest and most heavily 
tattooed biker. I smacked 
him on the head, kicked his 
bike over, ripped out his 
earring and threw it on the 
ground. 
   “Then I told him, ‘Leave her 
alone now or you’ll answer to 
me.’” 
   St. Peter was impressed. 
“When did this happen?”  
   “A couple of minutes ago,” 
he replied sadly. 
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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    

Police Report 
  

HUSBAND: My wife is missing. She went 

shopping yesterday and has not come home! 
OFFICER: What is her age? 

HUSBAND: I’m not sure. Around 40. We don’t 

do birthdays. 

OFFICER: Height? 

HUSBAND: I’m not sure. A little over five feet. 
OFFICER: Weight? 

HUSBAND: Don’t know. Not slim, not really fat. 

OFFICER: Color of eyes? 

HUSBAND: Sort of brown, I think. 

OFFICER: Color of hair? 

HUSBAND: Changes a couple of times a year. Maybe dark brown 
now. I can’t remember. 

OFFICER: What was she wearing? 

HUSBAND: Could have been pants, or maybe a skirt or shorts. I 

don’t know exactly. 

OFFICER: What kind of car was she driving? 

HUSBAND: Actually, she left on my motorcycle. 
OFFICER: What kind of motorcycle was it” 

HUSBAND: A 2018 Harley Davidson Roadglide, Twisted Cherry color 

with 14” ape handlebars, Stage 2 Kit, Vance and Hines fishtail pipes, 

Klock Werks windshield, JPCycles foot boards, highway pegs and 

crash bars. 
  

(At this point the husband started choking up.) 
OFFICER: Don’t worry, sir. We’ll find your motorcycle. 

 

979 S. Progress Ave. 
Meridian, Idaho 83642 

Open Tuesday thru Sunday 6am to 2pm 
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The sound of silenced letters 

  

We know the letter B doesn’t belong in SUBTLE. 
But what has the letter C got to do in MUSCLE? 
The role of D in WEDNESDAY we can’t define. 
Why should G be present in a GNAT or SIGN? 
  
To be honest, does the H in RHYME ring a bell? 
And can the J in MARIJUANA anybody smell? 
Who knows why the K in KNEE won’t knock 
And why the L in WALK or CALF won’t talk. 
  
The first M in MNEMONIC is hard to understand. 
Would the crazy N in the column ever stand? 
We can’t say the P in PSALM, PSYCOLOGY OR PSYCHE, 
And S alone gets tossed out from DEBRIS. 
  
Is the T heard when you listen to a WHISTLE? 
W is not WRITE, it’s WRONG, don’t try to WRESTLE. 
X is the mistake in FAUX PAS, get the clue? 
Hush, no RENDEZVOUS with Z, goodbye, adieu! 
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Life is short. 

If you can’t laugh  
at yourself, call me  

and I will. 

Cut It Down! 
  

   A large Canadian lumber 
company advertised that they 

were looking for an experienced 
lumberjack. 
   The next day, a skinny little 
man showed up at the camp 
with his axe, and knocked on 
the office door. 
   The manager took one look at 
the little man, laughed and told 
him to leave. 
   “Just give me a chance to 
show you what I can do,” said 
the skinny man, 
   “Okay, see that  giant 
redwood over there? said the 
boss. “Take your axe and go cut 
it down.” 
   The skinny man headed for 
the tree, and in five minutes he 
was back knocking on the 
boss’s door. 
   “I cut the tree down,” the man 
said.  
   The lumber boss couldn’t 
believe his eyes and said, 
“Where did you get the skill to 
chop down trees like that?” 
   “In the Sahara Forest,” replied 
the puny man. 
   “You mean the Sahara 
Desert?” said the boss. 
   The little man laughed and 
answered back, “Oh, sure, 
that’s what they call it now!” 



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 

Milestones 

Dick DeLeonard 
Oct 24, 1928 —94 years 

Kuna Senior Center 

Marge Conley 
Nov 23, 1932—90 years 
Meridian Senior Center 

Dorothy Chaney 
Nov 28, 1932 —90 years 

Eagle Senior Center 

Pat Chapman 
Oct 19, 1937—85 years 

Eagle Senior Center 
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Break Up 
  
LADY: (Sobbing her heart out, 
eyes swollen, nose red) …  
  

“I can’t see you anymore. I am 
not going to let you hurt me 
like this again!” 
  
TRAINER: “It was a sit up. You 
did one sit up.” 

Jane Raynor 
Oct 19, 1930—92 years 

Star Senior Center 

This photo was taken just before 
Hank was given the nickname 
“Hollerin’ Hank, then One-Eyed 
Banjo Player.” 



A Cool $4 Million 
  
   The four Goldberg brothers - Lowell, Norman, Hiram, 

and Maxwell - invented and developed the first 

automobile air-conditioner.  

   On July 17, 1946, the temperature in Detroit was 97 F degrees. The 

four brothers walked into old man Henry Ford's office and sweet-talked 
his secretary into telling him that four gentlemen were there with the 

most exciting innovation in the auto industry 

since the electric starter. 

   Henry was curious and invited them into his office. They refused and 

instead asked that he come out to the parking lot to their car. They 

persuaded him to get into the car, which was about 130 F degrees 
inside, turned on the air conditioner, and cooled the car off almost 

immediately. 

   The old man got very excited and invited them back to the office, 

where he offered them $3 million for the patent. The brothers refused, 

saying they would settle for $2 million, but they wanted the 
recognition by having a label, The Goldberg Air-Conditioner, on the 

dashboard of each car in which it was installed. 

   There was no way that Ford was going 

to put the Goldberg's name on two 

million of his cars. They haggled back 

and forth for about two hours and finally 
agreed on $4 million and that just their 

first names would be shown. And so to 

this day, all Ford air conditioners show -- 

Lo, Norm, Hi, and Max -- on the controls. 
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To the thief who took 
my anti-depressants: 
I hope you’re happy! 



A Little History Lesson 
  

  During the American 
Revolutionary War there were 
two opposing groups - The 
Whigs and the Tories. A Whig 
was someone who supported 
American Independence while 
a Tory was someone who 
supported England. 
   One night a secret Whig 
dinner meeting was being held 
at Mr. Smith's farm. In the 
middle of their roasted chicken 
dinner, a rooster began 
crowing loudly and causing a 
big ruckus out in the yard. The 
men quickly went outside and 
found a British loyalist who 
had been spying on the 
meeting being chased by Mr. 
Smith's rooster!  
   They immediately captured 
him before he had a chance to 
report back to his superiors. 
They tied him up and went 
back to their dinner. They 
decided to dedicate that meal 

to the brave rooster who 
caught the British spy. 

   And that, 
ladies and 
gentlemen, is 
how the dish 
Chicken-Catch-
A-Tory came to 
be! 

Helen Steiner Rice 

Sandy in Long Island, New York. 
   Together they raised three 

children as he opened and ran a 

series of stores offering sewing 

machines, vacuum cleaners and 

typewriters. 
   He wouldn’t return to 

Normandy until 2018. This time, 

his family joined him as he 

received France’s Legion of 

Honor. 
   “It felt great to be back because 

they weren’t shooting at me,” 

says Kellerman, laughing. “They 

welcomed me, asked for my 

autograph and gave me a medal.” 
   But even after that, Kellerman 

doubted that recognition from his own country would ever come. 

For years, Kellerman and his daughter, Jean Kellerman-Powers, 

had been trying to get the U.S. Army to look at his service record. 

   The 2019 short documentary 
about D-Day, Sixth of June, by 

filmmaker Henry Roosevelt finally 

helped begin the process to get 

Kellerman and other veterans the 

medals they deserved. 
   Kellerman-Powers says: “If it 

wasn’t for Henry, this never would 

have happened.” 

   However, Roosevelt says it “took 

an army” of military leaders “who 
came together, cut through the 

bureaucratic tape and didn’t just 

do the right thing. They didn’t do 

the Democrat or Republican thing. 

More importantly, they did the 
human thing.” 
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https://www.sixofjune.com/


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 

Par for the Course 

   Four old men went into the pro 
shop after playing 18 holes of golf. 
   The pro asked, “Did you guys have 
a good game today?” 
   The first old guy said, “Yes, I had 
three riders today.” 
   The second old guy said, “I had the 
most riders ever. I had five.” 
   The third old guy said, “I had 
seven riders, the same as last time.” 
   The last old man said, “I beat my 
old record. I had 12 riders today.” 
   After they went into the locker 
room, another golfer who had heard 
the old guys talking about their game 
went to the pro and said, “I’ve been 
playing golf for a long time and 
thought I knew all the terminology of 
the game, but what’s a rider?” 
   The pro said, “A rider is when you 
hit the ball far enough to actually get 
in the golf cart and ride to it.” 

 

Don Watia 
Oct 12, 1942—80 years 
Meridian Senior Center 

Suzanne Tracy 
Nov 1, 1947—75 years 

Boise Senior Center 

Linda Schmid 
Nov 1, 1947—75 years 

Boise 

  

Lloyd Oliver 
Nov 23, 1942—80 years 
Meridian Senior Center 

 Bud Kasper 
Nov 10, 1937—85 years 

Eagle Foxtail 

 

Pamela Gummerson 
Nov 10, 1942—80 years 

Meridian 10 Mile Christian 

 

Darlene Nelson 
Nov 5, 1947—75 years 
Meridian Senior Center 

Susan Foster 
Nov 6, 1947—75 years 

Meridian 10 Mile Christian 


