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Santa Claus is Coming to—My House!!!
We ALL know that Santa Claus
travels around the world every
Christmas Eve in his sleigh behind his reindeer, stopping on
every roof in the world, and
bringing our gifts (okay—toys.
As children, we knew that toys
were the only gifts Santa carried
in his sleigh).

sleep—the moment my head hits he really was there—I knew if I
the pillow, I’m gone…
did that, it would delay his enBut, at 3 and 4 and 5 years old, trance forever. And I would not
there was no way I was going to have my new bike or erector set
or ping-pong basketball game in
relax and drift
the morning.
into a slumber,

allowing Santa
to enter. I remember tossMy problem? Our house didn’t
ing and turning
have a fireplace, hence no chim- in my bed,
ney. That didn’t deter me,
closing my
though, from believing Santa
eyes as hard as
would visit; he merely came in
I could. I
my front door. No problem!
would lie
Well, not exactly “no problem.” awake for
what seemed
I learned from a very early age
to a small
that Santa wouldn’t come into
my house if I was still awake. So child, at least a
I would try my hardest to go to million hours! I
vividly imagsleep so he could deliver the
goods. And I would try. And try. ined him sitting
And would just lie awake, trying on the front
porch waiting
to sleep.
for me to drift
Now, in my mid 60’s, I don’t
off. But there was no way I
even have to try to get to
would try to peek out to see if

It must have
been pretty
frightful for
me—I still remember those 3
or 4 nights of
my life as if it
were just last
week!
In this 1948
Christmas photo (I was almost
3) that I recently
rediscovered, it
looks like I am
already worrying about my
Christmas Eve’s
sleep...
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The Buffet
I would venture a guess that every one
of us grows up with one or more things
or places that have been given a name. In
our house, we had “the buffet” and “the
top drawer.” Of course, the thing or
place in question was not just a buffet or
some top drawer—these things/places
were spoken of in almost a reverent
tone—it was the buffet, or the top
drawer.

it was “in the buffet.” If I needed an envelope or a stamp (yes, those were the
days when we actually put a stamp—3
cents—and an address on an envelope
and sent a physical message that we had
actually written on a piece of paper, to
someone), it was “in the buffet.” If we

When asked where this thing or
that thing could be found, it was
almost always “In (or on) the buffet,” or “in the top drawer.“
The top drawer was in the kitchen.
It contained almost everything that
otherwise didn’t have a home. A
couple of screwdrivers; pliers; hammer; nails; screws; flashlight; paper
clips and rubber bands; a bottle
opener (no corkscrew—no one that
I knew in those days drank wine);
one or more lengths of string or
twine; a switch plate cover, some
miscellaneous wire; a penny or two;
matches; and more and more.
If it couldn’t be found in the top
drawer, then it had to be “in the buffet.” needed fresh batteries for the flashlight
“The buffet” was this one. It held untold in the top drawer, they were “in the
treasures. If I needed a pencil or paper, buffet.”

But this buffet was more than a storehouse. It lived against a wall in the dining
room, and was my special hidey-hole.
See that cross-piece at the bottom, the
long one between the legs of the buffet?
It spins. There must be just one dowel in
each end holding it in place, but allowing
it to spin. As a small
child of 4 or 5, I
would crawl under
there with a book
or a toy, and sit
there for long
stretches, spinning
the cross-piece,
reading my book or
playing with my cars
or dice or cards.
It has been in the
family since some
time in the mid 40’s
or early 50’s. After
my dad died in 1988,
and my mom moved
from their house to
her duplex near
here, she needed to
clear out some “stuff.” I took the buffet and still reminisce, remembering those
days under “the buffet.”

It Was My Wust Day Evah!!!
Her name is Addison, she is 5 years old,
and she is Leonor’s (and my!) youngest
grandchild. We were fortunate to be able
to take her for a week vacation to Sunriver (central Oregon). We knew we would
need some time off, and she would need
some entertainment, so we enrolled her
in Adventure Camp, a 9 to 4 daily activity
camp organized for visitors to Sunriver.

On her first day, she was
nervous about going, but
soon overcame her fears. It
looked like a perfect thing
for all of us!
When we picked her up, we
couldn’t wait to hear all of
her day’s stories. Instead,
she declared that it had

been “My wust day
evah” and “The
wust day of my life.”
Apparently, it wasn’t
so bad—she returned every day
and had lots of fun.
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OMG*, He Got His Driver’s License!!
Jeremy turned 16 in January, almost a full
year ago. He was the very typical teenage
boy, just dripping with anticipation, hardly
able to wait until he could take
off in the car all by himself.
We were, of course, the very
typical (grand)parents, dreading
the first time he took the car
from the driveway into certain
disaster. Somehow, he returned
from that excursion undamaged
- as was Leonor’s car, which is
his usual drive (my car is more
expensive to insure, and I have
more of a schedule than she
does.)
It didn’t take long (maybe 45
seconds) for him to start pitching for his own car. So far, we

have been able to stave off that constant
He is now a junior in high school, but chose
desire, but I’m afraid the day is drawing near- this year to join the Running Start program,
er. That seems to be all he talks about.
which allows him to attend community college while still in high school. We are really
proud of the way he has taken command of
his life and schooling. If all goes well, he will
graduate from high school next year, as well
as receive his AA degree from the community college. He takes only one class (Spanish)
at the high school, and three classes at college.
He also has his first job—he works part-time
at our tennis club at the front desk, welcoming people to the club, scheduling matches,
and other stuff that must be done.

Here he goes! Pretty scary for us at first!

* For those remaining uninitiated into the
wonders of texting, OMG is texting shorthand for “Oh, My God!”

Stranger Than Fiction—The Great Shoe Caper
The dress for the ceremony was to be semi-formal, so I needed
a pair of shoes that were comfortable enough for a bit of walking as well as dressy enough to wear with a coat & tie. I chose a
pair of black ones I had purchased several years ago (15 years or
so) from a comfort shoe store. They were quite expensive then,
but definitely filled the bill for our trip.
The graduation was held in Michie Stadium at West Point –
their football stadium. The weather was beautiful that day –
sunny and hot, but not oppressively hot as we know it can be in
the Northeast. Our seats were in the full sun.
After we had been there a couple of hours (we arrived plenty
early to get our seats), and the ceremony was in full swing, I
glanced down at my feet. This is what I saw!!!
Amazing!!
Both
shoes
were
simply
opening
up – coming apart –
disintegrating!! I
had never

seen or heard of such a thing!!!
I was beginning to worry a bit, because after the graduation, we
had to exit the stadium – up probably 70 steps – and then walk
down a fairly steep hill about a mile to where we were having
lunch. I wasn’t sure if the shoes would last (sorry – bad pun!). I
had to walk like a clown, lifting my feet high and stepping with
an exaggerated heel-first stride to keep from tripping on the
silly things. I tried walking backwards, but that was worse!!
By the time we reached the lunch site, I had no soles from the
ball of my foot forward (thank the Lord for good insoles!).
Fortunately, I didn’t have to walk back up the 2 miles to the car
– our friends retrieved the car and drove to my rescue.
By the
time we
returned
to our
motel, this
was all
that was
left of my
expensive,
comfortable
shoes!!!

You’re Moving to Where? Idaho?
Kelly received the bad news early in the beautiful setting. They are a few miles
year—the house her apartment was in
out of Lewiston, on a hillside overlookwas being sold. She was given notice that ing the Clearwater River.
she would have to move. Yuck! Nobody really enjoys moving, but when
you are told you have to move it’s even
worse!

storage building to store their pumpkins
and other squash.
In this picture, left, you can see the living
room as seen from the entry. And below, the view from the kitchen is outstanding—the Clearwater River at sunrise.

At about the same time, her friend Steve had purchased a house in Idaho and

Their house is a beautiful, large, open
one. They both love gardening, and they
have lots of room to pursue that interest. Their garden is very large and
planned to move there. One thing led to fenced to (hopefully) keep the deer from
another, and she decided to move there eating their harvest. They have quite a
and see how she likes living in a remote, few fruit trees, and a large garage/

Brook, now in college, has remained in
Tacoma. Ingrid, after a teaching assignment in Japan, is now teaching in Portland. We are glad to have them both
close enough for regular visits.

Family Ramblings
Kelly’s move to Idaho—see above - is
quite a piece of news, but JoAnn also
moved. She unfortunately has become a
single mom again, but one positive side of
that event was that she finally was able to
move into Paris from the “suburbs.”
She, Zoe, Ian and Charles-Elie have an
apartment in the heart of Paris. Now, I
would say they live in “downtown Paris,”
but she has told me several times that it is
NOT “downtown” - so I am supposed to
say she lives “in the city.” Dads can be
such slow learners!!
Moving into Paris from the country entails
many lifestyle changes. She no longer
needs a car, as the public transportation
in Paris is so wonderful. The kids can walk
to school rather than need mom to drive
them or to catch a bus.
Zoe, now 18, loves it! She has graduated
from “high school” and is attending a 5year business school. Ian is still in high

school—a sophomore, and I think would
have preferred to stay in the country with
his old friends. And Charles-Elie—at 5
years old—is pleased to live anywhere!
Ian is quite the tennis player, and is now
very into basketball.
Jennifer and Doug continue to live in the
outskirts of Seattle. Doug has a day job,
but is happiest as a musician like his dad
was. Doug plays drums in at least two
bands and plays somewhere almost every
weekend. They have invited us a few
times to come to listen to his band—but
somehow (and he understands), their
music and the late hours are not the favorite of old Rocky and Leonor!!
Nick has cooled on his basketball love,
and has is becoming a musician like his
dad and grandpa Elmer. He plays the
drums, also, but is a skilled guitarist as
well. Carly continues to be the super student (like her grandpa Rocky used to be!).

Actually, I think all of the kids are smarter
than I ever was—I just hate to let the
truth be known!!
—————
Every 2-3 years, JoAnn has brought her
family to visit us here. Her last visit was in
the summer of 2010. We spent a very fun
week in Sunriver with all the girls and
their families. Well, the good news is that
it is going to happen again in 2013!! JoAnn, Ian and Charles-Elie plan to spend 56 weeks here next July-August, and we
are already planning the Sunriver outing.
Family is such a wonderful thing to have!
Sunriver (www.sunriver-resort.com) is
such a terrific family-oriented place, with
so many outdoor activities, we just are so
fortunate to have a home there. We think
we will eventually move there when I finally retire. Meanwhile, it’s a great place
to get the family together!!

Lots o’ Shots
Brook, Carly, Ingrid

Ian my handsome one!

Sketch, helping with a puzzle!
Me, a few years ago!!

Zoe, the model-to-be!
Carly, Jennifer, Nick
Caspar… “My cat ate my homework.”

Kelly & Steve
Charles-Elie
Rebecca, Addison, Leonor, Matt

Doug, in Wright
Brothers costume

Leonor having too much fun!

Ian, JoAnn

West Point / D.C. Visit
Almost 20 years ago,
we had a military
family as our nextdoor neighbors.
Their two little girls,
Natalia and Danielle,
adopted us as surrogate grandparents,
and spent hours at
our house. We thoroughly enjoyed the
whole family, and became good friends.
As happens with military families, their

careers eventually took
them away from Tacoma, and in time, they
landed in the Washington, D.C. area, where
they still make their
home.
2012 was a very big
year for them—Natalia
graduated from West
Point, Danielle graduated from high school, and Natalia was
married to a West Point classmate. This

all happened within one month.
We were invited to attend all of that, but
just couldn’t stay for a whole month.
However, we did manage to make a trip
to both graduations and the wedding
shower, and renewed our friendship with
them.
We were also fortunate to get to know
the girls’ grandparents. One grandmother
from Ohio, one from Bogota, Colombia,
and a grandfather also from Colombia
but now living in D.C.

West Point Graduation
Attending a graduation ceremony at West Point (or any of
our military academies) is
something I never dreamed I
would do, so when the invitation came from our friends,
we jumped at the chance.
Also, I had never been to that
area, and Leonor hadn’t been
back since she lived at West
Point many years ago.
The campus is impressive, situated on the Hudson River.
with statues and sculptures
and photos and paintings of
so many of our country’s past
and present leaders. It was
truly awe-inspiring to be walking the same paths and halls
as Grant, Lee, and others.
We were able to spend a couple of days there, so had a
very good opportunity to see

the campus
and the surrounding area. Dave, our
host, is an
absolute history buff,
and knows
the history
of that area
better than
Our host family with the Hudson River in the background—just minutes
probably all before a huge downpour which we escaped by rushing indoors!
but a very
few historians. It was so inter- not the setting or the campus
esting, as we drove around
or the history, it was the enorthe area, to have him describe mous pride in our youth. I met
battles that took place “right and visited with many amazover there,” and to describe ing cadets and their leaders—
the soldiers and officers—by teachers, officers, and counname—who fought, or ran or selors, and they made me feel
died just where we were!
proud to be associated with
The most impressive feeling I them .
got while there, however, was

