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Nuggets of Fun and Nostalgia for Treasure Valley Golden-Agers 

No Brainer 
 

   A man was lying in the hospital, 
waiting to be the first person in 
history to receive a brain 
transplant. 
   The doctor 
came in and 
said,  
“I have an 
update on your 
surgery. 
Unfortunately, since this is a new 
procedure, your insurance isn’t 
going to cover it all. So we’re 
going to give you three choices of 
brains and you can decide which 
one you can afford.” 
   “Okay, what are they?” the man 
asked. 
   “Well, first there’s the engineer 
brain,” said the doctor. “That’s 
$100 an ounce. Then there the 
scientist brain—that’ll cost you 
$200 an ounce. Finally there’s the 
politician brain. That’s the most 
expensive at $1,000 an ounce.” 
   The man looks at the doctor, 
surprised. “That’s absurd! Why is 
the politician brain so expensive?” 
   The doctor turns to him and 
says, “Sir, do you realize how 
many politicians it takes to get an 
ounce of brain?” 

   My 12-year-old daughter, Emma, led a girl I’d never seen before straight through the 
front door and into our kitchen. No hesitation. No introduction. Just a quiet, 
determined look that said this wasn’t up for discussion. 

   “This is Zoe,” Emma announced, already pulling an extra plate from the cabinet. 

   Zoe hovered near the doorway, hands wrapped around the straps of a faded 
backpack. She wore an oversized hoodie; her sneakers were patched with silver duct 
tape, but she stood very straight, trying to take up as little space as possible. 

   I glanced at the single pound of ground beef browning in the skillet—meant to 
become tacos for the four of us. I did the quick mental math: more beans, a little extra 
rice, stretch the cheese. It would be fine. 

   “Hi, Zoe,” I said, offering a warm smile. “Come sit down. Dinner’s almost ready.” 

   The meal was quiet. Not uncomfortable, just… gentle. 
My husband asked soft questions—about school, about 
favorite subjects. Zoe answered in small, polite phrases, 
eyes mostly on her plate. She ate slowly, carefully, like she 
was savoring every bite and memorizing the feeling of a full 
stomach. After she left, the front door clicking softly behind 
her, I turned to Emma. 

   “Sweetheart… we’re on a tight budget right now. You 
can’t just—” 

   “She doesn’t have food at home, Mom.” Emma’s voice 
was steady, but her eyes were fierce. “Her dad works two 
jobs. He’s trying so hard. But the fridge is empty most 
nights. She eats the free lunch at school and then… nothing 
until the next day.” 

   My breath caught. “How long has this been going on?” 

   “Long enough that she passed out in gym today. The nurse gave her juice and said to 
eat better. But there isn’t better.” 

   I sank onto a kitchen stool, the fight draining out of me. All month I’d been worrying 
about stretching groceries, about the electric bill creeping higher. This girl had been 
worrying about whether telling the truth would cost her the only parent she had left. 

(Continued on Page 2) 

“She’s Eating With Us” 



 

   “Bring her tomorrow,” I said quietly. 

   Emma’s face softened. “Really?” 

   “Every day she needs to come. Until she doesn’t need to anymore.” And she 
did. 

   Zoe became part of the rhythm of our evenings. She’d slip in after school, 
settle at the kitchen island with her homework, pencil moving steadily across 
the page. I’d cook, and she’d watch sometimes, asking small questions about 
recipes or spices.  

   We didn’t make a big deal of it. We didn’t talk about empty fridges or hungry 
nights. We just passed the bread. We just refilled her glass. We just made sure 
there was always enough. 

   Three years slipped by like that—quiet, steady, warm. 

   On the evening of her high school graduation, Zoe stood in our living room in 
her cap and gown, the gold cord of valedictorian shining against the black. 
She’d earned a full ride to the state university. Engineering. A future she’d built 
one careful, determined step at a time. 

   She pressed a small card into my hands. Inside was a photo of her and her 
dad—both smiling, standing beside his old truck. His arm was around her 
shoulders, proud and tired and relieved. 

   “I never said much,” Zoe whispered, voice trembling. “I was scared if I talked 
too much, you’d see how much I was taking and… stop.” 

   I pulled her into a hug before she could finish. She felt small and strong at the 
same time. “You were never taking, Zoe. You were part of us. You still are.” 

   She stepped back, tears shining. “You gave me over eight hundred dinners. 
You never made me feel like charity. You never called anyone. You just… let 
me be here. You let me study instead of worry. Because of you, Dad and I are 
still together. Because of you, I get to dream bigger.” 

   I cried then—quiet, grateful tears. I hadn’t saved anyone. I’d only stirred an 
extra pot of pasta. I’d only added one more carrot to the soup. But sometimes 
the smallest acts of welcome become the strongest bridges. 

   Look at the quiet ones. The friend who never mentions dinner. The one who 
says “I’m fine” a little too quickly. They’re not looking for pity. They’re not 
looking for a spotlight. They’re just hoping there’s still room at someone’s table. 

   Set the extra plate. Fill it without fanfare. Smile when they sit down. 
 

   That simple gesture—the open door, the full bowl, the unspoken 
understanding—might be the kindest, most beautiful thing you ever do. 

(She’s Eating With Us—Continued  from Page 1) 
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Flying Blind 
 

A woman was flying from Seattle 
to San Franciso. Unexpectedly, the 
plane was diverted to Sacramento 
along the way. 
   The flight attendant explained 
there would be a delay, and if the 
passengers wanted to get off the 
plane, they would reboard in 50 
minutes. 
   Everyone got off the plane 
except one lady who was blind. 
The pilot recognized her as she 
took that flight many times a year. 
   “Katherine,” he said, calling her 
by name. “We are in Sacramento 
for almost an hour—would you 
like to get off and stretch your 
legs?” 
   “No, thanks,” she replied. “But 
maybe Buddy would like a walk,” 
motioning to her guide dog who 
lay quietly under the seat in front 
of her. 

   You can imagine 
what the people in 
the gate area 
thought when they 
saw the pilot walk 
off the plane—
wearing 

sunglasses, no less—following a 
guide dog for the blind! 
   There was a scramble as dozens 
ran to change their flight! 

I am often mistaken for an 

Adult 

Just because of my age 



   Page 3 

 

Growing Up the Right Way! 
 

   I was born and raised in southwestern Idaho and learned many good 
lessons along the way growing up. 

   We grew up mowing lawns, bucking hay, 
splitting wood, pulling weeds, babysitting, and 
helping with all the chores. By no means were 
we given everything we wanted.  
   We went outside a lot to play, run with 
friends, play hide and seek, or go bike riding. 
We rarely just sat inside. We were never 
bored! 
   We had to tell our parents where we were 
going, who we were going with, and had to be 
home before dark. 

   Bottled water was unheard of; if we wanted water we drank straight 
from the faucet or hose. If we had a soda, it was in a glass bottle and we 
saved the bottle to return to the store for the deposit money. 
   We never touched anything that did not belong to us. We never 
opened a refrigerator or drawer at anyone's house unless asked to do 
so. We were taught to respect other people's property. And we were 
rewarded for acting properly.  
   You didn't hear swear words in songs on the radio or on TV shows. 
“Please” and “Thank you,” were part of our daily vocabulary! 
   We watched what we said around our elders and neighbors because 
we knew if we disrespected any grown-up, we would get a real good 
whooping; it wasn't called abuse, it was called discipline!  
   We held the doors open for others and carried the shopping bags into 
the house. We gave up our seat for an older person without being asked. 
   You learned from your parents instead of disrespecting them and 
treating them as if they knew absolutely nothing. What they said was 
law and you did not question it, and you had better know it!  
   I will never forget where I came from and only wish children and 
people nowadays had half the chance at the fun and respect for real life 
we grew up with! 

 

391 W State St Suite B ● Eagle, ID 83616 

(208) 939-4022    

Terri’s Café 
 Breakfast and Lunch 

among friends 

Open Daily 
  6:30 am  -   
      2:30 pm 

2483 E. Fairview, Ste. 105 

Meridian, ID 83642 

familyresourcehomecare.com  / 541.254.8280 
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That Takes the Cake! 
 

   Alice had to bake a cake for the church’s 
bake sale, but she forgot to do it until the 
last minute. So, she baked a chocolate 
cake, but when she took it from the oven, 
the center had dropped flat. “Oh dear, 
there's no time to bake another cake,” she 
thought to herself. 
   So, she looked around the house for 
something to build up the center of the 
cake. 
   Alice found it in the bathroom … a roll 
of toilet paper! She plunked it in and 
covered it with icing. 
   The finished product looked beautiful, so 
she rushed it to the church. Before she left 
the house, Alice had given her daughter 
some money and strict instructions to be at 
the bake sale the minute it opened, and to 
buy that cake and bring it home. 
   When the daughter arrived at the sale, 
unfortunately the cake had already been 
sold. Alice was beside herself. 
   The next day, Alice was invited to a 
friend's home to play bridge.  

   After the game, a 
fancy lunch was 
served, and to top it 
off, much to Alice’s 
horror, her very cake 
was brought out for 
dessert. 
   As soon as Alice saw 
the cake, she started to 
get out of her chair to 
rush into the kitchen to 

tell her hostess all about it. But before she 
could get to her feet, one of the other 
ladies said, “What a beautiful cake!” 
   Alice plopped back in her chair at the 
moment she heard the hostess (who was a 
prominent church member) say, “Thank 
you, I baked it myself!” 

 
What memories does this  

picture bring back? 



Here’s the secret to 
staying safe in the 
world today: 

1. Avoid riding in automobiles 
because they are responsible 
for 20% of all fatal accidents.  

2. Do not stay home because 
17% of all accidents occur in 
the home.  

3. Avoid walking on streets or 
sidewalks because 14% of all 
accidents occur to pedestrians.  

4. Avoid traveling by air, rail, or 
water because 16% of all 
accidents involve these forms of 
transportation. 

5. Of the remaining 33%, 32% 
of all deaths occur in hospitals. 
So, above all else, avoid 
hospitals. 
 

BUT… You will be pleased to 
learn that only .001% of all 
deaths occur in church, and 
these are usually related to 
previous physical disorders.  

   Therefore, logic tells us that 
the safest place for you to be at 
any given point in time is at 
church! 
 

   So, for SAFETY’S sake: 

 Attend church! 

IT COULD SAVE YOUR LIFE!  

   Insert A 

 

In addition to winning a Nobel Prize for her 
work leading to improved prevention and 
treatment of  malaria, eminent Chinese 
scientist Tu Youyou has officially been named 
the World’s Most Confusing Person to sing 
Happy Birthday to. 

Why do they put pictures of criminals up in 

the Post Office?  

What are we supposed to do, write to them?  

Why don't they just put their pictures on the 

postage stamps so the mailmen can look for 

them while they deliver the mail? 



   Insert B 

 

A Promise is a Promise! 
   There was a man who had worked all of his life and had saved all 
of his money. He was a real miser when it came to his money. He 
loved money more than just about anything. Just before he died, 
he said to his wife, “Now listen, when I die, I want you to take all 
my money and place it in the casket with me. I want to take my 
money to the afterlife.” 

   So he got his wife to promise him with all her heart that when he 
died, she would put all the money in the casket with him. 

   Well, one day he died. He was stretched out in the casket, the 
wife sitting there in black next to her closest friend.  

   When they finished the ceremony, 
just before the undertakers got ready 
to close the casket, the wife said, 
“Wait just a minute!” She had a shoe 
box with her, which she placed in the 
casket. 

   Then the undertakers closed the 
casket and rolled it away. 

   Her friend said, “I hope you weren't 
crazy enough to put all that money in 
the casket.” 

   She said, “Yes, I promised. I can't lie. 
I promised him that I was going to put 
his money in that casket with him.” 

   “You mean to tell me you put every 
cent of his money in the casket with him?” 

   “I sure did, “ said the wife. “I got it all together, put it into my 

account and I wrote him a check.” 

 

Did You Know? 

Many of the familiar idioms used 
today are only half-quoted? 

“Great minds think alike” is 
actually “Great minds think alike, 
but fools seldom differ.” 

“Curiosity killed the cat” is 
actually “Curiosity killed the cat, 
but satisfaction brought it back.” 

“Rome wasn’t built in a day” is 
actually “Rome wasn’t built in a 
day, but it burned down in one.” 

If you’re going to use them, use 
them right! 
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Did You Know? 
 

• The U.S. has more tornadoes 
than every other country 
combined. 

• The United States has over 90 
active volcanoes with most of 
them located in Alaska. 

• Florida gets more lightning 
strikes per square mile than 
any other state. 

• The tallest tree in the world, 
Hyperian, is in California and 
stands 379.7 feet tall. 

• Lake Superior is so massive it 
could cover all of North and 
South America in one foot of 
water. 

 

• Crater Lake in Oregon is the 
deepest lake in the United 
States, reaching 1,943 feet at 
its deepest point.  

 
When checking out at the 

supermarket, ask your 
checkout person what kind  

of candy bar they like,  
then buy them one. 

I did this today, even though  
I was at the self-checkout. 

Milestones 
 

Mary Foulds 
Feb 23, 1930—96 years 
Meridian Senior Center 

 

Evelyn Cunnington 
Mar 7, 1935– 91 years 

Kuna Senior Center 

Ron Bruckner 
Feb 25, 1933—93 years 

Meridian 

Eileen Hitesman 
Mar 6, 1931– 95 years 

Meridian Senior Center 

Carole Oremus 
Feb 26, 1933– 93 years 

Boise Heatherwood 
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That’s a Good Question! 

Why do croutons 
come in airtight 
packages? Aren't 
they just stale 
bread to begin 
with? 

Why isn't the number 11 pronounced 
onety-one? 

If people from Poland are called 
Poles, then why aren't people from 
Holland called Holes? 

Why is a person who plays the piano 
called a pianist, but a person who 
drives a race car is not called a 
racist? 

Do Lipton Tea employees take 
'coffee breaks?' 

What hair color do they put on the 
driver's licenses of bald MEn? 

I thought about how mothers feed 
their babies with tiny little spoons 
and forks, so I wondered what do 
Chinese mothers use - toothpicks? 

If a cow laughed, would milk come 
out of her nose? 

Why do we press harder on the 
remote control when we know the 
batteries are getting weak? 

A scammer called me the other day. 

ME: “Hello.” 

NOT-MICROSOFT SUPPORT (in foreign 
accent): “Hello. This is Bob Hobson from 
Microsoft Support. We are seeing a lot 
of virus activity from your device.” 

ME: “Oh no. My device? Are you sure?” 

NOT-MICROSOFT SUPPORT: “Oh yes, 
we have many reports.” 

ME: “Oh, my. How can I fix it?” 

NOT-MICROSOFT SUPPORT: “It’s okay 
Sir. We can help you right now. Are you 
in front of your device, Sir?” 

ME: “Yes. I was just about to use it. I’m 
glad you called.” 

NOT-MICROSOFT SUPPORT: “Yes Sir, 
we are going to help you. Can you 
please push the Start button?” 

ME: “I think it’s already on.” 

NOT-MICROSOFT SUPPORT: “Okay, Sir. 
Now you want to click on Control 
Panel.” 

ME: “I don’t see that.” 

NOT-MICROSOFT SUPPORT: “Do you 
see a bunch of information above the 
Start button?” 

ME: “Yes.” 

NOT-MICROSOFT SUPPORT: “That is 
your Control Panel.” 

ME: “Wow, I didn’t realize it had a 
name.” 

NOT-MICROSOFT SUPPORT: “Yes, Sir, 
now press on Internet Options.” 

 

 

ME: “Yeah, I definitely don’t see any 
Internet options. I don’t think I 
purchased that feature. This is just a 
cheap one.” 

NOT-MICROSOFT SUPPORT:  
“They all have the Internet, Sir. Press 
the Start button again.” 

ME: “Okay, it’s the same as before.” 

NOT-MICROSOFT SUPPORT: “That’s 
okay Sir. We are going to restart your 
device. Can you please turn it off?” 

ME: “Um … I don’t know how. I’ve never 
turned it off. Since I bought it, it just 
kind of stays on all the time.” 

NOT-MICROSOFT SUPPORT: “There 
must be an off button on your device. 
How do you stop it when it’s running?” 

ME: “In those cases, I usually press the 
big button.” 

NOT-MICROSOFT SUPPORT: “Okay sir. 
Please press that button.” 

ME: “Okay.” 

NOT-MICROSOFT SUPPORT: “Is your 
device off?” 

ME: “No. The door popped open.” 

NOT-MICROSOFT SUPPORT: “Door? Is 
there a disc inside the door?” 

ME: “No, there’s a burrito.” 

NOT-MICROSOFT SUPPORT: “Why is 
there a burrito in your computer?” 

ME: “Computer? I thought you said this 
was MICROWAVE support!” 



Helen Steiner Rice 
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 Clearly Stated 

“Well to be perfectly 
honest, in my humble 
opinion, of course 
without offending 
anyone who thinks 
differently from my 
point of view, but also 
looking into this matter 
from a different 
perspective, and 
without condemning 
another’s view and 
trying to make it more 
objective, and by 
considering each and 
every one’s valid 
opinion, I honestly 
believe that I 
completely forgot what 
I was going to say.” 



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

 

8 LIFE LESSONS  

FROM AN 80-YEAR OLD 

 

1. Peace matters more than 
success. 

2. Kindness always comes back. 

3. No one thinks about you as 
much as you fear - 
live freely. 

4. Time with family is never 
wasted. 

5. Forgive others; it heals you 
more than them. 

6. Worry solves nothing; 
preparation solves most 
things. 

7. Health is true wealth after 
fifty. 

8. You don’t need many friends, 
just the right ones. 

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 __________________________ 

Phone ______________________________ 

             Ada Mar 2026 

Milestones 
 

Nels Bodine 
Mar 4, 1936—90 years 

Boise New Hope 

Greg Wabst 
Mar 3, 1946—80 years 
Meridian Senior Center 

 

 

Hobert Heiken 
Feb 12, 1941—85 years 

Boise Senior Center 

 

Norma Tarter 
Mar 27, 1946—80 years 
Meridian Senior Center 

Darlene Harmon 
Jan 30, 1956—70 years 

Meridian 10 Mile Christian 

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 

 
Two TV antennas met on a rooftop,  

fell in love and got married. 
The ceremony wasn’t much,  

but the reception was outstanding. 

 

Bing & Bill Ringert 
Mar 26, 1959—67 years 

Boise Senior Center 

Pamela & Phil Wikstrom 

Mar 5, 1976—50 years 
Boise Senior Center 

 

 

Bernadette Underwood 
Mar 29, 1951—75 years 
Meridian Senior Center 


