
Canyon County Edition 

Nuggets of Fun and Nostalgia for Treasure Valley Golden-Agers 

Classic Mechanic  
One-Liners & Replies 

 The “Spare Parts” 

Line: Handing the 
customer a stray bolt or 

clip and asking, “Do you 
want these extra parts 
back, or are we trying to 
save weight?” 

 
 Fictional Fluid Checks: 

Telling a confused or 
nervous customer that 

you need to top off their 
“blinker fluid”, check the 
“flux capacitor”, or 
replace the “canooter 
valve”. 

 
 The “My Buddy Looked 

at It” Special: 

Responding to a DIY 

disaster with, “Ah, so 
your car was visited by 
a certified YouTube 

technician.” 

   I’ve been a mechanic for 30 years. My hands are permanently stained with 
grease, my back is a roadmap of old injuries, and I run my shop with a simple 
rule: Fix it right. Charge what it’s worth. No exceptions. 
   At 8 a.m., a beat-up Chevy 
limped into my lot, coughing 
smoke like it needed last rites. A 
young woman stepped out — 
couldn’t have been more than 22 
— wearing oversized nursing 
scrubs and exhaustion in her eyes. 
In the back seat, a baby slept in a 
car seat, clutching a tiny teddy 
bear with one ear missing. 
   “It’s making a weird noise,” she 
said quietly. “Please… please tell me it’s something small.” 

   I popped the hood. It wasn’t small. 
   It wasn’t even medium. 
   It was a disaster — burst hose, shredded belt, leaking oil, one bad drive 
away from blowing the engine. 
   “To fix this right,” I told her gently, “you’re looking at about a thousand 
dollars.” 

   She didn’t cry. She didn’t panic. She just stared at her baby. Then at her 
phone. Then at the ground. 
   “I start my new job at the nursing home in an hour,” she whispered. “If I’m 
late… they’ll fire me. I don’t have anything left in my account. I was going to 
put water in it and just… try.” 

   She gently placed a hand on the hood like she was apologizing to the car for 
being poor. 
   That did it. Sometimes life gives you a moment where doing the right thing 
isn’t a choice — it’s a responsibility. 

(Continued on page 2) 
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   “Give me your keys,” I said. 
   “I can’t pay you,” she said immediately, panic rising again. 
   “Did I ask you for money?” I replied. 
   She blinked at me, unsure. 
   “The part you need,” I said smoothly, “is on national backorder. Two 
weeks minimum. You can’t drive this car.” 

   She looked like she was going to collapse. “Two weeks? How do I—
how am I supposed to get to work?” 

   I pulled my truck keys out of my pocket and held them out. “Take 
mine.” 

   Her jaw dropped. “Sir… that’s your truck.” 

   “I know. Built like a tank. It’ll get you to work and back. Bring it back 
when your car’s done.” 

   She stared at me like she couldn’t decide whether to cry or hug me. 
   My shop manager looked at me like I’d lost my mind. 
   But I’ve been young and broke. I’ve been terrified of losing a job. I’ve 
been one bill away from falling apart. 
   So she left safely, in my truck, with her baby strapped in the back. 
   And her old Chevy stayed in my garage. 
   There was no backorder. The hose cost $20. But I didn’t stop there. 
   Every lunch break. Every after-hours minute. Every quiet moment in 
the shop. I rebuilt that car. 
   Brand new tires. Fixed the belt. Cleaned the engine. Rewired the lights. 
Replaced the brake pads. Oil change. Detailed the interior. 
   Tuned the engine until it purred like it hadn’t purred in years. 
   By the time I was done, that 15-year-old junker felt like a brand-new 
ride. 
   Two weeks later, she walked back into the shop, my truck keys in 
hand. 
   “It drove perfectly,” she said softly. “Thank you. Truly. I’m… nervous 
to see the bill.” 

   I handed her the invoice. TOTAL: $0.00 PAID IN FULL BY FACTORY 
WARRANTY RECALL. 
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Facing Your Fears 
 

   Since I was a kid, I’ve always 
been terrified of someone hiding 
under my bed at night. The fear 
got so intense that I finally 
decided to see a psychiatrist. 
   “Doctor,” I said during my first 
session, “I can’t sleep because I’m 
convinced there’s someone under 
my bed. I’m losing my mind.” 
   The psychiatrist nodded 
thoughtfully and said, “This is a 
common fear. Let’s work through 
it together. Come see me three 
times a week for a year, and I’ll 
help you overcome it.” 
   “How much will that cost?” I 
asked nervously. 
   “Eighty dollars per session,” he 
replied. 
   I blinked at him. “That’s... a lot. 
I’ll have to think about it.” 
   Six months later, the 
psychiatrist spotted me walking 
down the street and stopped me. 
“You never came back to work on 
your fear. What happened?” 
   “Well,” I said with a grin, 
“eighty bucks a session, three 
times a week, for a whole year? 
That sounded like a small 
fortune. So instead, I went to a 
carpenter who cured me for just 
$10! I saved so much money, I 
even bought myself a new SUV.” 
   The psychiatrist raised an 
eyebrow. “A carpenter cured you? 
Really? And how did he manage 
that?” 
   “Simple,” I said with a laugh. 
“He told me to saw the legs off my 
bed. Now, there’s no way 
anyone’s hiding under there!” 

You’ve got to love the time change.  
There's nothing quite like  

watching the sunset  
while you're eating lunch.  

http://www.southernidahoshs.com/
http://www.oasissenioradvisors.com/SW-Idaho


Radar Trap 
 

   Two Texas Highway Patrol Officers were conducting speeding 
enforcement on Hwy 77, just south of Kingsville, Texas. One of the officers 
was using a hand held radar device to check speeding vehicles approaching 
the town of Kingsville. The officers were suddenly surprised when the 
radar gun began reading 300 miles per hour and climbing. 
   The officer attempted to reset the radar gun, but it would not reset and 
then it suddenly turned off. 
   Just then a deafening roar over the 
tree tops on Hwy 77 revealed that 
the radar had in fact, locked on to a 
USMC F/A-18 Hornet which was 
engaged in a low flying exercise 
near this, it's Naval Air home base 
location in Kingsville, TX. 
   Back at the Texas Highway Patrol 
Headquarters in Corpus Christi the 
Patrol Captain fired off a complaint 
to the US Naval Base Commander in Kingsville for shutting down his 
equipment. 
 
The reply came back in true USMC style: 
 

"Thank you for your letter.... 
You may be interested to know that the tactical computer in the Hornet had 
detected the presence of, and subsequently locked on to, your hostile radar 
equipment and automatically sent a jamming signal back to it, which is why 
it shut down. 
   Furthermore, an Air-to-Ground missile aboard the fully armed aircraft 
had also automatically locked on to your equipment's location. 
Fortunately, the Marine Pilot flying the Hornet recognized the situation for 
what it was, quickly responded to the missile system alert status and was 
able to override the automated defence system before the missile was 
launched to destroy the hostile radar position on the side of Hwy 77, south 
of Kingsville. 
   The pilot suggests you cover your mouths when swearing at them, since 
the video systems on these jets are very high tech. 
   Sergeant Johnson, the officer holding the radar gun, should get his dentist 
to check his left rear molar. It appears the filling is loose. Also, the snap is 
broken on his holster." 
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Mississippi Chevy 
 

June 21, 1955.  
   Sam Gray, David Rutford and Fred 
Hallberg begin their cruise down the 
Mississippi river from Saint Paul 
Minnesota on a homemade raft. The raft 
was built of barrels and planks. Power 
for the propeller was provided by a 1939 
Chevrolet they had paid $15 for.  
   The car had 172,000 miles on it. The 
rear wheels of the car ran against another 
set of wheels which turned the propeller. 
The car's steering wheel turned the raft's 
rudder. 

   In Saint Louis, Missouri, the men had 
a delay as the Chevy's valves needed to 
be ground. 
   Outside of Memphis Tennessee a 
bearing on the propeller shaft burned out 
but the men were able to repair it with 
tools borrowed from a barge crew.  
   The men ran low on food as they 
discovered a stowaway was eating their 
food. The stowaway was a rat. The men 
tried fishing for food but caught nothing 
the entire trip. 
   Other problems encountered included 
mosquitoes, driftwood in the river and 
backwash from passing barges.  
   On July 25, 1955, the trio reached New 
Orleans. They planned to drive the 
Chevrolet back to Minnesota. 
   The three men made it back to Saint 
Paul driving the Chevrolet in 49 hours. 
The car used five gallons of oil for the 
return drive. 

Photo  
Ramsey County Historical Society. 

http://www.alsippersons.com/
http://www.multicareinc.com/
http://www.addus.com/


SAFETY TIP: 
If your birth year is 

before 1960, 

you shouldn’t wrap 
gifts sitting on the 

floor 
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Long-Distance Call 

 

   Jake and Sam are two old retired widowers 
who reside close to each other and do 
constant welfare checks on each other. Much 
of their relationship is based on pragmatism 
rather than real friendship or personal 
affection. 

   While eating 
breakfast, Sam 
opens the 
morning paper 
and turns to the 
Obituary page. 
   He gets the 

shock of his life when he sees his name in the 
column. He realizes its a mistake, but it still 
excites and rankles him, so he calls Jake up. 
"Jake, are you up yet?" 
   Jake sleepily answers, "Yeah, but I'm only 
now starting my coffee." 
   "Jake. open the newspaper to page 31." 
   "Why, what's in the paper?" 
   "Jake, get the paper and open pg 31 NOW!" 
   "All right, don't be such a pain so early in 
the morning already. So, what's on page 31 
that's so important?" 
   "Jake, look at the bottom of column 4." 
   "Why? What's that story on?" 
   "Jake, read the story at the bottom of the 
column already!" 
   "OK, OK, I'll start reading the column if you 
stop yelling in my ear!" 
   The paper rustles for a few seconds, and 
then a long, silent pause ensues. 
   Finally, Jake comes on the line quietly and 
fearfully, "So Sam, where are you calling me 
from right now? 

1963 GROCERY PRICES 
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   Little Johnny had just 
learned in Sunday school that 
we were made from dust and 
that we would turn to dust 
when we died. 

   He called 
his mommy 
into his 
bedroom the 
next day and 
pointed 

under his bed. “Mommy, look,” 
he exclaimed. “Somebody is 
either coming or going!” 

   Insert A 

10 Fun Facts 
 

1. You can’t wash your eyes 
with soap. 

2. You can’t count your 
hairs. 

3. You can’t breathe 
through your nose with 
your tongue out. 

4. You just tried no. 3  
 
 

 
6. When you did no. 3, you 

realized it’s possible, only 
you look like a dog. 

7. You’re smiling right now 
because your were 
fooled. 

8. You skipped no. 5. 
9. You just checked to see if 

there is a no. 5. 
10. Share this with your 

friends and have some 
fun at their expense! 

Don't Miss Their Soft, Little Voices This Holiday 

GIVE THE GIFT OF HEARING 
Already wear hearing aids or concerned 
about memory? Our treatment programs 
start as low as $85 a month.* 

HOLIDAY OFFERS: 

Call 208-960-4505  
for your FREE, no-obligation demo. Holiday appointments are limited! 

⬧ 18 Months, No Interest*     
⬧ $1,000 Off a Pair, Trade-Up or New Purchase** 
 (Offers expire Nov. 25th) 

Brain Health & Hearing Treatment Center 
Rick Fauvor CDP, BC-HIS s brainhealthandhearing.com 

Caldwell: 1818 S 10th Ave, Suite 250, Caldwell, ID 83605 
Meridian: The Village at Meridian, 3597 E Monarch Sky Ln, Suite 240, Meridian, ID 83646 

*On approved credit; terms vary. **Offers cannot be combined. Offers expire November 25, 2026  

Experience the new Widex Allure technology:  
Clear, crisp sound that makes listening feel easy 
again. Be present for every laugh and every story 
with your grandchildren. 

http://www.homeinstead.com/707
http://www.allegiantcareidaho.com/


Veterans’ Day Prayer 
  
Dear Lord, 
Today we honor our veterans, 
worthy men and women 
who gave their best 
when they were called upon 
to serve and protect their 
country. 
 
We pray that you will  
bless them, Lord, 
for their unselfish service  
in the continual struggle 
to preserve our freedoms,  
our safety, 
and our country’s heritage,  
for all of us. 
 
Bless them abundantly 
for the hardships they faced, 
for the sacrifices they made, 
for their many different 
contributions 
to America’s victories 
over tyranny and oppression. 
 
We respect them,  
we thank them, 
we honor them,  
we are proud of them, 
and we pray that you will  
watch over these special people 
and bless them  
with peace and happiness. 
 

In Jesus’ name we pray; Amen. 
  By Joanna Fuchs 

How men and women record things in their diaries…… 
 

Wife's Diary: 
Tonight, I thought my 
husband was acting 
weird. We had made 
plans to meet at a nice 
restaurant for dinner. I 
was shopping with my 
friends all day long, so I 
thought he was upset 
at the fact that I was a 
bit late, but he made 
no comment on it. 
Conversation wasn't 
flowing, so I suggested that we go somewhere quiet so we could 
talk. He agreed, but he didn't say much. 
 

I asked him what was wrong; He said, 'Nothing..' I asked him if 
it was my fault that he was upset. He said he wasn't upset, that 
it had nothing to do with me, and not to worry about it. On the 
way home, I told him that I loved him. He smiled slightly, and 
kept driving. I can't explain his behavior. I don't know why he 
didn't say, 'I love you, too.' 
 

When we got home, I felt as if I had lost him completely, as if he 
wanted nothing to do with me anymore. He just sat there 
quietly, and watched TV. He continued to seem distant and 
absent.  
 

Finally, with silence all around us, I decided to go to bed. About 
15 minutes later, he came to bed. But I still felt that he was 
distracted, and his thoughts were somewhere else. He fell 
asleep; I cried. I don't know what to do. I'm almost sure that his 
thoughts are with someone else. My life is a disaster. 
 
Husband's Journal: 
A two-foot putt? How in the world do  you miss a two-foot putt? 

https://avistaseniorliving.com/nampa/?utm_source=gmb&utm_medium=organic&utm_content=gmb-website
https://victorymtc.com/
http://www.whitepineps.com/
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Can I buy it, honey? 
 
Several men are gathered in 

the locker room at a golf club 

when a cellphone sitting on a 

bench starts ringing. One of 

the men picks it up, activates 

the speaker, and answers. 
 

MAN: "Hello?" 

WOMAN: "Hi, sweetheart, it’s 

me. Are you at the club?" 

MAN: "Yes, I am." 

WOMAN: "I’m at the mall and found this stunning leather 

coat. It’s $2,000—do you mind if I buy it?" 

MAN: "Of course, go ahead if you love it." 

WOMAN: "Oh, and I stopped by the Lexus dealership. They 

have a new model I adore." 

MAN: "How much is it?" 

WOMAN: "$90,000." 

MAN: "Go for it, but make sure it’s fully loaded." 

WOMAN: "You’re amazing! One last thing—I found out that 

the house I’ve been dreaming about is back on the market. 

They’re asking $1,980,000." 

MAN: "Make an offer of $1,900,000. If they don’t take it, go up 

to $1,980,000. I want you to have what makes you happy." 

WOMAN: "You’re the best! I love you so much!" 

MAN: "Love you too. Bye." 

 

   The man hangs up the phone. The locker room is silent, 
every other men staring at him in utter disbelief. 
    Finally, he looks up, shrugs, and says, "Anyone know 
whose phone this is?" 

ATIONS 

By Shel Silverstein 

If we meet and I say, “Hi,” 

That’s a salutation. 

If you ask me how I feel, 

That’s consideration. 

If we stop and talk awhile, 

That’s a conversation. 

If we understand  each other, 

That’s communication. 

If we argue, scream and fight, 

That’s an altercation. 

If later we apologize, 

That’s reconciliation. 

If we help each other home, 

That’s cooperation. 

And all these ations added up, 

Make civilization. 

 

(And if I say this is a wonderful 

poem, is that exaggeration?) 

familyresourcehomecare.com  / 541.254.8280 

https://www.mobilityplus.com/idaho/boise/
http://www.familyresourcehomecare.com/
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   She stared at the paper. Then at the car. Then at me. 
   “But… this isn’t a new car,” she whispered. “There can’t be a recall.” 

   “Ma’am,” I said, pretending to fuss with paperwork, “You questioning 
my paperwork accuracy?” 

   She laughed through tears — that soft, heartbreaking laugh people 
make when the world finally gives them a break instead of another 
burden. 
   “Why would you do all this?” she whispered. 
   I looked at her sleeping baby in her arms. 
   “Because you’re trying,” I said. “And the world doesn’t make it easy 
for people who are trying.” 

   She hugged me. Tight. 
One of those hugs you feel 
in your bones. 
   When she drove away in 
that bright, reliable Chevy, 
waving out the window, I 
stood there a long time… 
thinking. 
   About how many times I 
wished someone would help 
me when I was young. 
   About how much difference a little kindness makes. 
   About how good it feels to make someone feel safe — even for a 
moment. 
   People often say, “You can’t help everyone.” Maybe not. But you can 
help someone. 
   And sometimes that someone is exactly who needed it that day. 
   So yes — I fibbed this morning. 
   I fibbed to give a young mom a chance. 
   I fibbed to make sure a baby got to daycare safely. 
   I fibbed so someone wouldn’t lose the job they desperately needed. 
   And if I had to do it again? I’d fib every single time. 
   Because the kindness we give away…is the only part of us that lasts. 

 

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

A local museum posted a picture of a 1950s school desk inscribed  with 
the  names “Benny and Linda.” Benny himself replied in the comments. 

 
Ben: Yes, I carved that sitting in the  auditorium at Central 
High School my freshman year. Linda and I are still together 
with three wonderful girls and 50 years of marriage. I told 
my friends in the fourth grade I was going to marry Linda. 
Smartest thing I ever did! 

 

Not Too Old to Drive 
 
   A friend of mine was sitting 
on a lawn sunning and 
reading, when he was startled 
by an old Buick crashing 
through a hedge and coming 
to rest on his lawn.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

He helped the elderly driver 
out and sat him on a lawn 
chair. 
   “My goodness,” he 
exclaimed. “You are pretty old 
to be driving, aren’t you?” 
   “Actually,” the old man 
replied. “I am old enough that 
I don't need a license 
anymore. The last time I went 
to my doctor he examined me 
and asked if I had a driving 
license. I told him yes and 
handed it to him.” 
   “He took scissors out of a 
drawer, cut the license into 
pieces and threw them in the 
wastebasket. 'You won't be 
needing this anymore,' he 
said.” 
   “So I thanked him and left.” 

https://www.hearinglife.com/hearing-aids-centers/idaho/nampa-west?utm_source=dlp-io&utm_medium=display&utm_campaign=us_blg_mkt_canyon-county_jun26_%7Caiaq-5%7Caiaq-5&utm_content=dlp-io_targ&utm_term=canyon-county_300x250_banner_l-more_v4
http://www.harborgrovecareandmobility.com/


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

Milestones 

Darlene Maiden 
Oct 2, 1932—94  

Melba Valley Senior Center 

Joyce Roling 
Nov 7, 1936—90 years 
Nampa Senior Center 

Gerri Brenneck 
Nov 14, 1941—85 years 
Nampa Senior Center 

Gene Penrod 
Nov 17, 1936—90 years 
Nampa Senior Center 

Mozell Branscome 
Oct 19, 1936—90 years 
Caldwell Senior Center 

Cheryl McCrady 
Nov 1, 1946—80 years 

Caldwell 

John Rickard 
Nov 9, 1956—70 years 
Nampa 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 info and photo to  
terry@seniorgoldmine.com 
or call (208) 615-1948 

I hate it when people ask me if I did anything 
exciting over the  weekend. 

Yeah, like I’m over here skydiving! 
I’m old! I went to Walmart, did some laundry,  

and took a nap. 

Looking for a great Christmas gift 
for family members or friends? 

Help them enjoy Senior Goldmine 
year round! 

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________________________ 

 
TO MY GRANDKIDS: 

http://www.allegiantcareidaho.com/
http://www.karchersl.com/

