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Would you like to know more about Assisted Living? 
Call us at (360) 953-7479 for personalized information 

Dorian Place Assisted Living 

375 N. Dorian Place, Ontario 

Wellsprings Assisted Living 

2104 W. Idaho Ave., Ontario 

(Editor’s Note: This story from our February 2011 issue is an all-time favorite) 
 
   John Baker stood up from the bench, straightened his Navy uniform, and 
studied the crowd of people making their way through Grand Central 
Station. He looked for the girl whose heart he knew, but whose face he 
didn't, the girl with the rose. Miss Emily Morris. 

   The two had been pen pals for the last year 
and a half – she had been given his name at 
random by a military support group.  He was 
stationed in Europe near the close of WWII – 
she was from a small town in Pennsylvania. 
For eighteen months the two grew to know 
each other through their letters. Emily’s 
thoughtful words and caring spirit struck a 
chord with John. A romance began to bloom. 
   John requested a photograph, but she 
refused. She felt that if he really cared, it 
wouldn't matter what she looked like. When 
the day finally came for him to return from 
Europe, they eagerly scheduled their first 

meeting - 7:00 PM at the Grand Central Station in New York.  
   "Carry my letters so I’ll know it’s you. You'll recognize me," she wrote, 
"by the red rose I'll be wearing on my lapel." 
   So there he was in the station looking for a girl whose heart he loved, but 
whose face he'd never seen. I'll let John tell you what happened: 
   A young woman was coming toward me, looking as if she recognized me. 
She had a long, slim figure, soft blonde curls, and sky-blue eyes, wearing a 
pale-green suit. I started toward her, failing to notice she was not wearing a 
rose. "Welcome home, sailor," she said quietly. 
   As I took one step closer to her, I suddenly noticed a woman almost 
directly behind her – wearing a red rose on an old brown coat.  
    It must be Emily. But this was a woman well past 40, she had graying 
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   Jan and I have lived in 

southwest Idaho for more than 

forty years. We created Senior 

Goldmine in 2010 out of a desire 

to honor and entertain the 
underappreciated seniors of the 

Treasure Valley.  

   What began as a small four-

page newsletter in Canyon 

County has since grown to three 

editions covering five counties: 
Ada, Canyon, Payette, Washing-

ton and Malheur.  

   Today Senior Goldmine is 

distributed to more than 150 

locations, including fifteen 

community senior centers and 
Meals-on-Wheels programs.  
   Now – 120 issues later – we 

are looking forward to many 

more years of putting smiles on 

the faces of our thousands of 
friends each month. 

   This month’s special edition 

will include some of our favorite 

stories and jokes from the past 

10 years. Enjoy! 
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281 Sunset Drive · Ontario, Or 97914 
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hair tucked under a worn hat. She was quite plump, to be honest, and 
looked rather tired and worn.  

   The slender blonde in the green suit was quickly 
walking away. I felt torn in two, wanting to follow 
her, and yet not wanting to let go of the love that had 
truly blossomed over the last months.  
   But I turned away from the young girl, toward the 
lady wearing the red rose. Her pale face was gentle 
and sensible; her gray eyes had a warm and kindly 
twinkle. I did not hesitate, my fingers tightly 
gripping the bundle of letters I carried.  

   Perhaps this would not be love, but it could be some-
thing even more precious, a friendship for which I 
would ever be grateful. I squared my shoulders and 
saluted, then held out the letters to the woman, trying to 
hide my disappointment. "I'm Lieutenant John Baker, 
and you must be Miss Emily Morris. I am so glad you 
could meet me; may I take you to dinner?" 
   The woman's face broadened into a smile. "I don't 
know what this is about, son," she answered, "but the young lady in the 
green suit who just went by, she begged me to wear this rose on my 
coat. And she said if you were to ask me out to dinner, I should tell you 
that she is waiting for you in the restaurant across the street. She said it 
was some kind of test!" 

   I stammered a quick thanks 
to the kind lady, gave her a 
peck on the cheek, and hurried 
across the street.  That was 
more than 60 years ago, and I 
am so happy I made the right 
choice that day.   
 
And so is Mrs. Emily Baker. 

A Love—and War—Story (Continued from page 1) 
Late to a Funeral 

 (from the October 2013 issue) 
 

  As a guitarist, I play many gigs. 
Recently I was asked by a funeral 
director to play at a graveside service 
for a homeless man. He had no family 
or friends, so the service was to be at a 
pauper’s cemetery in the back country. 
As I was not familiar with the back-
woods, I got lost. 
   I finally arrived an hour late and saw 
the funeral guy had evidently gone and 
the hearse was nowhere in sight. There 
were only the diggers and crew left and 
they were eating lunch. 
   I felt badly and apologized to the men 
for being late. 
I went to the 
side of the 
grave and 
looked down 
and the vault 
lid was already in place. I didn’t know 
what else to do, so I started to play. 
   The workers put down their lunches 
and began to gather around. I played 
out my heart and soul for this man with 
no family and friends. I played like I’ve 
never played before. 
   And as I played “Amazing Grace,” 
the workers began to weep. They wept, 
I wept, we all wept together. When I 
finished, I packed up my guitar and 
started for my car. Though my head 
hung low, my heart was full. 
   As I opened the door to my car, I 
heard one of the workers say, “I never 
seen nothin’ like that before and I’ve 
been putting in septic tanks for twenty 
years.” 

 Break the Cycle of Domestic 
Violence and Sexual Assault 
 

            Safety Through Shelter & Support    
 

            Services for both men & women 
            Services available for all ages 
 

           Office Line: (541) 889-6316 

24-Hour Crisis Hotline : 1 (800) 889-2000 

I accidentally played Dad instead of 
dead when I encountered a bear in 
the woods. Now it can ride a bike  

without training wheels.  

 

“The most remarkable thing about my mother 
is that for 30 years, she served the family 
nothing but leftovers. 
The original meal has 
never been found.” 
  
- CALVIN TRILLIN 

(From our May 2012 issue) 
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WRONG E-MAIL ADDRESS (from the January 2012 issue) 
 

   A Minneapolis couple decided to go to Florida last January to thaw 
out during a particularly icy winter. They planned to stay at the same 
hotel where they spent their honeymoon 20 years earlier. 
   Because of hectic schedules, it was difficult to coordinate their 
travel schedules. So, the husband left Minnesota and flew to Florida 
on Thursday, with his wife flying down the following day. 
   The husband checked into the hotel. There was a computer in his 
room, so he decided to send an email to his wife. However, he 
accidentally left out one letter in her email address, and without 
realizing his error, sent the email. 
   Meanwhile, somewhere in Houston, a widow had just returned 
home from her husband's funeral. He was a minister who was called 
home to glory following a sudden heart attack. 
   The widow decided to check her emails expecting messages with 
condolences from relatives and friends. After reading the first 
message, she screamed and fainted. 
   The widow's son rushed into the room, found his mother on the 
floor, and saw the computer screen which read: 
 
To: My Loving Wife 
Subject: I've Arrived 
Date: January 16, 2012 
 
   I know you're surprised to hear from 
me, honey. They have computers here 
now and you are allowed to send emails 
to your loved ones. I've just arrived and 
have been checked in. 
   I've seen that everything has been 
prepared for your arrival tomorrow. 
Looking forward to seeing you then!!!! 
Hope your journey is as uneventful as 
mine was. 
 
P. S. Sure is terribly hot down here!!!! 

 Hospice · Home Health · House Calls 

Phone (208) 642-9222 

 

Assisted Living  ♦  Memory Care 

   Spring Creek 

1255 Allen Avenue 

Fruitland, Idaho 

(208) 452-5163 

Dust to Dust 
(from the November 2016 issue) 

 

Dust if you must,  
but wouldn’t it be better 
To paint a picture  
or write a letter, 
Bake a cake or plant a seed, 
Ponder the difference  
between want and need? 
 
Dust if you must,  
but there’s not much time, 
With rivers to swim  
and mountains to climb, 
Music to hear  
and books to read, 
Friends to cherish  
and life to lead. 
 
Dust if you must,  
but the world’s out there, 
With the sun in your eyes,  
the wind in your hair, 
A flutter of snow,  
a shower of rain. 
This day will not  
come around again. 
 
Dust if you must,  
but bear in mind, 
Old age will come  
and it’s not too kind. 
And when you go  
– and go you must- 
You, yourself,  
will make some dust. 

we’ll buy it! 

    Call (208) 230-3272 for a FREE consultation 

Jose Huerta - Your Local Retirement Expert 

• Local Medicare Help 

• We work with all major companies in the valley 



To advertise or submit an item, email leanne@seniorgoldmine.com or call Leanne at (208) 249-0827 

 

2101 N. Whitley Drive 
Fruitland, Idaho 83619 ● 208-452-5999 

Thanks for the Peanuts! 
    

The minister was visiting 

with an elderly woman from 

his congregation.  

   As he sat 

on the couch, 

he noticed a 

large bowl of 

peanuts on 

the coffee 

table. 

   "Do you mind if I have a 

few?" he asked.  

   "No, not at all, help 

yourself," says the little old 

lady.  

   They chat away for an 

hour or so, and as the 

minister stands up to leave, 

he notices to his horror that 

instead of eating just a few 

peanuts as he had intended, 

he has emptied the entire 

bowl while they were talking.  

   “I'm so terribly sorry for 

eating all of your peanuts," 

he apologizes.  

   "Oh, that's all right," says 

the little old lady. "I'm glad 

you can still enjoy them. 

Ever since I lost my teeth, all 

I can do is suck the 

chocolate off of them." 

Short season (From the November 2017 issue) 
 

   On the first day of the deer hunting season, a 
hunter fell out of a tree stand and broke his leg.  
   “Why couldn’t this happen on my last day of 
hunting?!” the hunter cried to the doctor who was 
setting a cast on his leg.  
  “It did,” the doctor replied. 

Don’t  Mess with Myra! 
(From the March 2014 issue) 

 

   Myra, a little old lady living alone, answered a knock on 
the door one day. There stood a well-dressed young man 

carrying a vacuum cleaner.  
   “Good morning, 
Ma'am,” said the 

young man. “If I 
could take a couple 

minutes of your time, 
I would like to 
demonstrate the very 

latest in high-
powered vacuum 
cleaners.” 

  
   “Go away!” said Myra brusquely. “I'm broke and haven't 

got any money,” and she proceeded to close the door.  
 
   Quick as a flash, the young man wedged his foot in the 

door and pushed it wide open. “Don't be too hasty,” he 
commanded. “Not until you have at least seen my 

demonstration.” And with that, he emptied a bucket of 
horse manure onto her entryway carpet.  
 

   “Now, if this vacuum cleaner does not remove all traces 
of this horse manure from your carpet, Madam, I will 
personally eat the remainder.” 

 
   Myra stepped back and said with a smile, “Well let me 

get you a spoon, young man, because they cut off my 
electricity this morning.” 

Your Senior Goldmine Team 
   Leanne and Layne Smith are life-long Idaho residents. They 
are the parents of two beautiful daughters, Nyriah and Brynlee. 
   Leanne is Senior Goldmine's representative for our Snake  
River edition, distributing the newsletter and making senior center 
presentations in Payette, Washington and Malheur Counties. 
 

Contact Leanne at leanne@seniorgoldmine.com. 

 
I accidentally went 

shopping on an empty 
stomach yesterday.  
I am now the proud  

owner of Aisle 5. 

mailto:leanne@seniorgoldmine.com

