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Nuggets of Fun and Nostalgia for Treasure Valley Golden-Agers 

I AM FINE! 
 

There's nothing whatever the 
matter with me. 
I'm just as healthy as I can be. 
I have arthritis in both my knees, 
And when I talk, I talk with a 
wheeze. 
My pulse is weak  
and by blood is thin, 
But I'm awfully good  
for the shape I'm in. 
I think my life is out of whack, 
And a terrible pain  
is in my back, 
My hearing is poor,  
and my sight is dim. 
Most everything  
seems to be out of trim, 
But I'm awfully good  
for the shape I'm in. 
I have arch supports  
for both my feet, 
Or I wouldn't be able  
to go on the street. 
Sleeplessness I have  
night after night, 
And in the morning  
I'm just a sight. 
My memory is failing,  
my head's in a spin, 
I'm peacefully living on aspirin. 
But I'm awfully good  
for the shape I'm in! 

   The other day, I was out grocery shopping at my local supermarket around 
6:30 pm when an older man turned a corner into the pasta aisle and put his 
hands on my shoulder. I jumped up. My first instinct was to get angry and ask 
him to please not touch me. Then I noticed something. The man was crying. He 
looked distraught and confused. 

   Suddenly, he asked, “Do you know where my 
wife is? I can’t find her.”  
   I told him I didn’t know and suggested maybe 
he ask the store front for help finding her. I was 
thinking maybe he lost her in the aisles. Hasn’t 
everyone lost someone this way? I was wrong. 
   He proceeded to ask, “Where is my wife? She 
was right here.” Tears welled up in his eyes.  
   I told him once again that I was not sure and 
gestured to walk with him to the customer service 
counter where they could use the overhead 

speaker service to make an announcement for her. He obliged. 
   There, the woman asked for a name. He looked to me in confusion, as if I had 
the answer for him. The woman half rolled her eyes and turned to me. “Miss. 
Do YOU have the name?”  
   I explained he was a stranger and I had no other information than she did.  
   By then, it became really clear to me that this man was very confused. Not 
just regular confused, but Alzheimer's confused. Having had a grandpa with this 
condition, I knew it all too well. 
I took him to the food court and we sat down.  
   He was now shaking and crying softly. “Where is my love?”  
   I held his hands and I asked him if he had a cell phone. My heart was breaking 
for him. He said he wasn’t sure, so I asked if I could search his pockets. He 
obliged. I found a small flip phone. I searched through his contacts and found 

(Continued on Page 2) 

Lost in  Aisle 6 



one that read ‘Daughter Krissy.’ I immediately called her. She answered 
in seconds. 
   “Hello?” she said, her voice already sounding frantic.  
   I explained that I was with an older man who I assumed was her 
father. That we were at the supermarket on Lane Street and he was very 
distraught and upset. 
   “On my way,” she said. “Can you make sure he doesn’t wander off ?” 
   For 20-something minutes, I sat with a crying stranger. I held his 
hands. I wiped his tears. When he shivered, I laid my jacket down in his 
lap. I kept him from trailing off. Because that’s the least I could have 
done. 
   Suddenly, in walked this tall young woman who looked about 28 or 29. 
Long black hair and green eyes. We locked eyes and she came rushing 
over.  
   “Thank you. THANK YOU,” she said. “I had to leave for just an hour, 
and this happens. I knew I shouldn’t have left him. I’m SO sorry.” She 
explained that he sometimes runs off and looks for his wife. That he lost 
her 13 years ago, but he never stops trying. 
   She proceeded to help him out of his chair and thanked me once 
again. On their way out, I heard him say once more, “Where is my wife?”  
   My heart hurt, but I was so happy to see him with his family again. I 
share this not only because this man touched my heart, but to say this: 
   The majority of this world are strangers to you. I know that. But never 
forget that we all share this world together, and in it we can share 
kindness. That is the only thing that can keep us going. If you see 
something, do something. You never know how big your impact can be 
on someone else’s life. 
I don’t care that the shopping cart I accidentally left in the pasta aisle 
during the frenzy of this situation was unloaded and put away; that I had 
to re-find everything. I don’t care that I ate dinner a little later that night. 
That I went home and cried my eyes out in the kitchen for this sweet, 
poor man. Kindness costs nothing. 
 
Credit ~Kelsey Rae 

(Lost in Aisle 6—Continued  from Page 1) 
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Movie Review 
 

My daughter just phoned me from 
the mall. Our conversation went like 
this: 
 

HER: “You know that Gladiator movie 
you and dad watched on DVD last 
week?” 

ME: “Yes?” 

HER: “Wind it forward one hour, 16 
minutes and 28 seconds.” 

ME (Five minutes later): “OK, I’ve 
done that.” 

HER: “OK, see the gladiator in front 
fighting the lion?” 

ME: “I can see him, OK.” 

HER: “Just behind him, there are two 
gladiators having a sword fight with 
each other?” 

ME: “OK, I see them.” 

HER: “Well, behind them on the left 
hand side of 
the screen, 
there’s a 
woman 
holding a 
shield.” 

ME: “Yes, I see her.” 

HER: “Cool! Those are the sandals I 
want for my birthday!” 

 



The Amazing Brian Sullivan 
  

A man walked out to the 
street and caught a taxi just 
going by. He got into the 
taxi, and the cabbie said, 
“Perfect timing. You’re just 
like Brian!”  
  

Passenger: “Who?”  

Cabbie: “Brian Sullivan. 
He’s a guy who did 
everything right all the time. Like my coming along when you needed a 
cab, things happen like that to Brian Sullivan, every single time.”  

Passenger: “There are always a few clouds over everybody.”  

Cabbie: “Not Brian Sullivan. He was a terrific athlete. He could have won 
the Grand Slam at tennis. He could golf with the pros. He sang like an 
opera baritone and danced like a Broadway star and you should have 
heard him play the piano. He was an amazing guy.”  

Passenger: “Sounds like he was something really special.”  

Cabbie: “There’s more… He had a memory like a computer. He 
remembered everybody’s birthday. He could fix anything. Not like me. I 
change a fuse, and the whole street blacks out. But Brian Sullivan, he 
could do everything right.”  

Passenger: “Wow. Some guy then.”  

Cabbie: “Brian really knew how to treat a woman and make her feel 
good. He would never answer her back even if she was in the wrong. He 
was the perfect man! He never made a mistake. No one could ever 
measure up to Brian Sullivan.”  

Passenger: “An amazing fellow. How did you meet him?”  

Cabbie: “Well, I never actually met Brian. He died. I’m married to his 
widow.” 

 

391 W State St Suite B ● Eagle, ID 83616 

(208) 939-4022    

 

979 S. Progress Ave. 
Meridian, Idaho 83642 

Open Tuesday thru Sunday 6am to 2pm 
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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 

 

$935 
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I don’t know why my 
credit is so bad. 

I get letters from all 
my creditors every 
month saying my 

balance is 
outstanding! 

Tip of the Day 
  

Restaurant customer to waiter: 
"Here’s 
your tip: 
If you can 
use the 
same 
word in a 
sentence 
four times 
and not have it mean the same 
thing twice, I will split this $100 
with you." 
Waiter: "Let me break this to you, 
I hope it doesn't break you, but I 
can break your $100 and then go 
on break." 

  
  

My body functions best 
when I’m eating fresh,  
in-season produce. 

A Perfect Game 
  

   Two 90-year old guys, Leo and Frank, had been friends all of their 
lives. When it was clear that Leo was dying, Frank visited him every day. 
   One day Frank said, “Leo, we both loved playing baseball all our lives, 
and we played all through high school. Please do me one favor: when 
you get to heaven, somehow you must let me know if there's baseball 
there.” 
   Leo looked up at Frank from his deathbed and said, “Frank you've 
been my best friend for many years. If it's at all possible, I'll do this favor 
for you.” 
   Shortly after that, Leo passed away. A few nights later, Frank was 
awakened from a sound sleep by a blinding flash of white light and a 
voice calling out to him, “Frank!... Frank!......” 
   “Who is it?” asked Frank sitting up suddenly. “Who is it?” 
   “Leo-- it's me, Leo.” 
   “You're not Leo, Leo just died.” 
   “I'm telling you, it's me, Leo,” insisted the voice. 
   “Leo! Where are you?” 
   “In Heaven,” replied Leo. “I have some really good news and a little 
bad news.” 

   “Tell me the good news first,” said 
Frank. 
   “The good news,” Leo said, “is that 
there's baseball in heaven. Better yet, all 
of our old buddies who died before us are 
here, too. Better than that, we're all young 
again. Better still, it's always springtime, 
and it never rains or snows. And best of 
all, we can play baseball all we want, and 
we never get tired.” 

   “That's fantastic,” said Frank. “It's beyond my wildest dreams! So 
what's the bad news?” 
   “You're pitching Tuesday.” 
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  The Passage of Time 

I have lived to see 5/5/55, 6/6/66, 7/7/77, 
8/8/88, 9/9/99, 10/10/10, 11/11/11, 12/12/12, 

2/2/22, and 12/31/23 

   I guess I’m old! 

Malaphors:  
   Unintentional blended 
    idioms and phrases  
  

You can lead ahorse to water but 
you can’t look him in the mouth. 

We’ll burn that bridge when we 
come to it. 

It’s not rocket surgery. 

Not the sharpest egg in the coop. 

Until the cows freeze over. 

You opened that can of worms, 
now lie in it! 

That’s the last straw that broke 
the camel’s back. 

If a shoe fits, the other is about 
to fall. 

Until the cows come home to 
roost. 

You hit the nail right on the nose. 

She really stuck her head out on 
a limb. 

I can read him like the back of 
my book. 

He’s burning the midnight oil 
from both ends. 

It sticks out like a sore throat. 

Don’t shoot a gift horse in the 
foot. 

Don’t count your chickens 
before they crossed the road. 

Milestones 
 

Jane Raynor 
Oct 19, 1930 – 94 years 

Star Senior Center 

Dick DeLeonard 
Oct 24, 1928—96 years 

Kuna Senior Center 

 

Lou Arnold 
Oct 15, 1934– 90 years 

Star Senior Center 

Dwight Thomason 
Oct 8, 1934 - 90 years 

Meridian Senior Center 

Delorese DeWayne 
Sept 27, 1934—90 years 
Meridian Senior Center 
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Childhood Memories 
  

I remember the corned beef of my childhood, 
And the bread that we cut with a knife, 

When the children helped with the housework, 

And the men went to work, not the wife. 
  

The cheese never needed a fridge, 
And the bread was so crusty and hot, 
The children were seldom unhappy, 

And the wife was content with her lot. 
  

I remember the milk from the bottle, 
With the yummy cream on the top, 
Our dinner came hot from the oven, 

And not a freezer or shop. 
  

The kids were a lot more contented, 

They didn’t need money for kicks, 
Just a game with their friends in the road, 

And sometimes Saturday flicks. 
  

I remember a slap on my backside, 

And the taste of soap if I swore, 
Anorexia and diets weren’t heard of 

And we hadn’t much choice what we wore. 

  
Do you think that bruised our ego? 

Or our initiative was destroyed? 
We ate what was put on our table 
And I think life was better enjoyed. 

  

    - Author Unknown 

Regular or Crispy? 
   I went to KFC to get the kids 
something to eat. They wanted a 
kid’s meal with a leg, so I 
ordered “Kid’s meal with a leg, 
please.” 
   The lady at the counter said, 
“What side?” 
   I was stumped for a second by 
such an odd request, then I said, 
“The right side I guess. Does it 
make any difference?” 
   After several seconds of 

laughter, she said, “No, honey, 

which side do you want with the 

leg, mashed potatoes or cole 

slaw?” 
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Rancher Sues Railroad 
 A big-city lawyer was representing 
the railroad in a lawsuit filed by an 
old rancher. The rancher’s prize bull 

was missing 
from the 
section where 
the railroad 
passed. The 
rancher only 

wanted to be paid the fair value of the 
bull. 
   The case was scheduled to be tried 
before the justice of the peace.  
  But the attorney for the railroad 
cornered the rancher and tried to get 
him to settle out of court. The lawyer 
did his best selling job, and finally the 
rancher agreed to take half of what he 
was asking. 
 After the rancher had signed the 
release and took the check, the 
lawyer couldn’t resist gloating a little 
over his success, telling the rancher, 
“You know, I hate to tell you this, old 
man, but I put one over on you. The 
engineer was asleep when the train 
went through your ranch that 
morning. I didn’t have a witness to 
put on the stand. I bluffed you!” 
 The old rancher replied, “Well, I’ll 
tell you, young feller. I was a little 
worried about winning that case 
myself, because that old bull came 
home this morning!” 

Simple Formula for Living 
  

 Live beneath your means 
 Return everything you borrow 

 Stop blaming other people 
 Admit when you make a mistake 
 Give clothes not worn to charity 
 Do something nice and try not to get caught 
 Listen more; talk less 
 Every day take a 30-minute walk 

 Strive for excellence, not perfection 
 Be on time. Don’t make excuses 
 Don’t argue; Get organized 
 Be kind to unkind people 
 Let someone cut ahead of you in line 
 Take time to be alone 

 Cultivate good manners 
 Be humble 
 Realize and accept that life isn't fair 
 Know when to keep your mouth shut 
 Go an entire day without criticizing anyone 
 Learn from the past; plan for the future 

 Live in the present 



Ten Thoughts  
for Seniors 

  

1. Talk to yourself. There are times 
when you need expert advice. 

2. “In style” are clothes that still 
fit. 

3. You don’t need anger 
management. You need people 
to stop irritating you. 

4. Your people skills are just fine. 
It’s your tolerance for others 
that need work. 

5. The biggest lie you tell yourself 
is: “I don’t need to write that 
down. 

6. “On time” is when you get 
there. 

7. You notice that people your age 
are much older than you. 

8. Aging has slowed you down, 
but it hasn’t shut you up. 

9. You still haven’t learned to act 
your age, and you hope you 
never will. 

10. “One for the road” means using 
the bathroom before you leave 
the house. 
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A Modest Proposal 
  

   Your grandfather 
proposed to me with a 
piece of candy. We had 
nothing, he knelt down 
and told me: “I have 
nothing now, just a piece 
of candy, but if you want 
we can build everything 
together.” 
   I opened the candy, divided it in two and we ate it. From that 
moment we divided and shared everything. We fell, we got up 
and we build. Together. We have experienced difficult moments, 
tiredness, but we have always been there for each other. Until the 
last breath. 
   Time does not change the way of loving. What has changed is 
that you no longer have beautiful examples to follow. 
   Now they are afraid of everything. They do not marry for fear 
of not being able to build. As soon as they fight, they leave 
because then they think they are going to find a better one. They 
always look for perfection, as if it existed. 
   They miss the perception of reality. Of happiness in the little 
things. 
   Now they do this big demonstration, thousand-dollar rings, 
over-the-top video for marriage proposals, and then they miss the 
moment. That intimate thing that you keep for two, only for two 
for a lifetime. 
   This is what they lack: The courage to live life and love for what 
they are and not for how they imagine it. 
   With a candy, love and courage, you have all you need for a life 
together. 



Helen Steiner Rice 
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 Not His Type 
 

My husband Norman was very 
sick in a semi-coma and 
desperately needed a blood 
transfusion.  
   His blood type wasn’t in his 
records so the doctors asked 
me if I knew what it was. They 
urgently needed to know in 
order to save Norman’s life. 
Using the wrong blood would 
be catastrophic. 
   Tragically, I had never 
known his blood type. The 
doctors had no alternative but 
to let him go. 
   All I could do was to hold his 
hand and say goodbye. I’ll 
never forget how supportive 
my Norman was. 
   Even as he was fading away, 
he kept on whispering to me, 
“Be positive! Be positive!” 
   That was my Norman—
always thinking of others, 



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

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 
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Mary Brizzi 
Sept 9, 1944—80 years 

Boise New Hope 

Constance Sheppard 
Oct 20, 1934—90 years 

Eagle 

Honeymoon Secrets 
 

   On the first night of their 
honeymoon, the husband was 
nervously contemplating how to 
break the news to his bride about his 
stinky feet and smelly socks.  
   At the same time, the wife was 
secretly worrying about how to 
confess her own secret—her terrible 
morning breath, which she had 
managed to hide until now. 
   After some inner turmoil, the 
husband finally mustered up the 
courage and said, “I have a 
confession to make.” 
   The wife, relieved to hear those 
words, leaned in closer, looked into 
his eyes, and said, 
“Darling, so do I.” 
   Taken aback, the 
husband recoiled 
slightly and blurted out, “Don’t tell 
me—you’ve eaten my socks!” 

 

Darylene Armstrong 
Oct 2, 1944—80 years 

Meridian 

Want to have Senior Goldmine 

mailed to your home or  

to a friend each month? 

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 __________________________ 
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St. Address __________________________ 
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The owner of a boat rental place noticed one of his rentals had 
been out on the lake for quite sometime. So he grabbed his 
megaphone and hoofed it down to the dock.  

He yelled out to them, “Hey! Boat 9! Time for you to return  
to the dock!” 

An employee said, “Boss. We don’t have a boat 9.” 

The owner said, “Hey! Boat 6! Are you in trouble? 

 

 

Char Carpenter 
Oct 10, 1939—85 years 

Meridian 10 Mile Christian 

Sue Froshiesar 
Oct 17, 1949—75 years 

Meridian 

 
Preacher to near-sighted bride who 

was marrying her Optometrist: 
 

“Do you take this man to be you 

lawfully married husband, 

for better or worse? 

. . . better . . . or worse? 

. . . better . . . or worse?” 

9 


