
Rocky’s Holiday Gazette! 
H O L I D A Y S ,  2 0 1 3  V O L U M E  1 8  

It’s What? Mid December?? Already??? 
OMG!! (See how current I am? Using texting abbreviations!) How did 

it happen? January came and went, and suddenly it’s December and I’m 

just plain way behind… This Gazette, my Christmas shopping, just my 

psyche, are all dragging.  

In a nutshell, the year brought a short January vacation to San Diego, a 

drive to Arizona and the Bay Area in the spring, a visit from the French 

family, my 50-year high school reunion, new windows for our house, a 

new car for next year’s drives, and mostly nothing’ much! 

Anyway, here’s the best I can do so late—please forgive my less-than-

stellar publication! The Holiday wishes, though too late, are just as 

sincere as ever. 

……. Yikes! It’s now Christmas Eve. Gotta finish this!! 

……….. Oops! Now it’s after Christmas! Too many happenings to 

keep up. Here is the Gazette—later than intended, but up to date! 

Fire Department Memories 
More Rocky history… 

 

Back in the day, more years ago than I care to admit, I joined the vol-

unteer firefighters in Hood River, Oregon. I have a lot of fond memo-

ries of the Monday night drills, where we learned and practiced fire-

fighting techniques, dangers and pitfalls, how to operate the pumps and 

deploy hoses, emergency medical stuff (because the volunteer firefight-

ers were also the volunteer ambulance crew) and more (like how to 

eat Rocky Mountain Oysters, since one of the volunteers was a butch-

er and had a ready supply of them). 

I had almost forgotten those days, until Kelly (my daughter) was in 

Hood River recently and took a CPR class at the fire department. She 

was visiting with someone there, and mentioned that her dad had been 

in the department several years ago. One thing led to another, and this 

photo was shown to Kelly to see if I was in it. There I am in the back 

row, Of course. Kelly managed to get a scan of the photo, so here I 

am—the tall guy in the back row. I remember a few of the other guys, 

but my fading memory has taken most of those names away. 
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Mom & Dad - A Continuing Visit to the Past 
I’m not a hoarder, but probably could 

classify as a pack-rat. Or maybe just a 

sentimental old fool. I have lots and lots 

and lots of stuff that my mom and dad 

had in their home. Things with little or 

no value, but that meant something to 

them.  

Like most people who lived through the 

Great Depression, they saved anything 

that could be used and reused.  

So I decided last Christmas that I needed 

to give Jennifer and Kelly a “tour” of that 

stuff—not because they would hold  

those things in awe as Mom and Dad 

did, and as I sort of do because they 

did—but because it would help explain 

to the girls what those things are and 

why I am saving them, and they can then 

decide—when the time comes—what 

they want to do with that stuff. 

We had fun looking at some of those 

treasures. There were lots of old photos 

of Mom and Dad from high school and 

early adulthood. There were a large pile 

of postcards, many sent by someone to 

a Mrs. Billie Manlove in Cambridge, NE., 

complete with one cent stamps. An old 

pocket knife. Tin salt and pepper sets. 

Tin tableware. Teapots. A ceramic pitch-

er. Gloves, glasses… 

Nothing that has any value except to 

family. But things that would be irre-

placeable in event of a fire or earth-

quake, Heaven forbid.  

I found these WWII Ration coupons 

particularly interesting... 
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50 Year High School Reunion 

I Can Fly!!! 

And Drive... 

Our next door neighbors 
and good friends, Jim and 
Bev, had planned a Christ-
mas outing for their fami-
ly at iFly in Seattle. iFly is 
one of those places where 
you can sky dive without 
the airplane and the para-
chute in a vertical wind 

tunnel (to see more details, browse to 
seattle.iflyworld.com). 
 
Flying there requires that the flier has 
no injuries or other health problems. 
Unfortunately, one of their daughters 
has an ankle injury so couldn’t partici-
pate. They decided I should be the sub-
stitute, so I went along. Wow, what fun! 

I find it hard to imagine that I am 50 years out of high school. 
That’s almost a lifetime! We had 128—give or take a couple—
graduates from Hermiston High School in 1963. We had al-
most 60 at the reunion in Hermiston in September, and had 
so much fun celebrating the milestone.  
 
I’m the tall guy in the upper left corner! 
 
Now I’m looking forward to the next 50 years—NOT! 

My old Buick SUV has been a real trooper (not an Isuzu Troop-
er!). I bought it Dec. 22, 2007, about 6 years ago exactly. At 
that time, we often traveled with Leonor’s son Matt, and Jere-
my, our grandson who lives with us. We were usually carrying 
a lot of stuff—ski and snowboard equip-
ment, and enough stuff for the four of 
us to survive for a week or two. 
It was big, smooth, quiet, comfortable, 
and loved to guzzle gas. It was far from 
the worst gas hog among its peers, but 
still… 
So, I decided after 139,000 miles, it was 
time to retire it.  
In 2000, I had bought a Subaru Out-
back, which I just loved. When I wanted 
a new car in 2002, Leonor became the 

owner of the “old” Outback. She is still driving it, with 134,000 
miles and still going strong. After a couple more bigger cars, I 
decided to downsize. The logical choice was another uber-
reliable Outback. So I made the move a week before Christmas 

(I didn’t expect 
Santa to bring it 
to me, so I had 
to buy it my-
self). Now, we 
are a “Two-
baru” family. 
Here’s hoping it 
lasts me a very 
long time... 



 

It is difficult having family living 5000 miles away. We simply don’t have 

enough contact. Some emails, a few phone calls, Skype calls and mes-

sages just aren’t enough. We love the opportunity to hug, talk, laugh, 

and more that face-to-face visits afford. Luckily, JoAnn does manage to 

make regular visits (every 2-3 years is “regular”, even though not quite 

often enough).  

This year was one of the visit years, and we had a very good time to-

gether.  JoAnn brought Ian (17 yrs) and Charles-Elie (5 yrs). Zöe had 

other things planned so didn’t make it.   

We had fun with Charlie since he didn’t speak any English. He under-

stands it quite well because JoAnn speaks English to the kids most of 

the time. He was really taken by our 

cats, and surprisingly, because he was 

very gentle with them, they tolerated 

him well. He enjoyed feeding them, so 

learned, as his first English phrase,  

“Cat hungry”, so we would give him 

food to feed them. 

We spent a very fun week in Sunriver 

with all the kids and grandkids. There is 

a camp 

there all summer long, so we enrolled 

Addison (Leonor’s daughter Rebakah’s 6-

year-old) and Charlie. We asked the coun-

selors if it would be a problem that he 

didn’t speak English. They assured us that 

they deal with that often, so we left him 

and Addison at camp. It was absolutely 

great! The two of them became good 

friends, and Charlie learned a lot of English 

by being immersed in it for 5 days. Too 

cute! 

The other grandkids just continue to grow 

up into young men and women. Ian, though 

he’d rather live back out in the country, is 

adapting to life in Paris, and has become 

Charlie’s keeper—the good big brother 

thing.  

Zöe is now in her second year of her 5-year business college. Next 

year, she will spend a year abroad—she is hoping to go to Viet Nam or 

Singapore. Then she will spend 6 months in New York in an apprentice-

ship. She is now fluent in French, English and Spanish. Amazing! 

Jeremy will graduate from High School and get his two-year AA degree 

from his Running Start Program in June. He will then go into a 71-week 

course at UTI, a specialized  automotive/diesel training school in the 

Phoenix area. 

Jesse seems to be finding his niche, recently promoted from assistant 

cook to cook at a local restaurant chain. 

Brook completed her CNA class (Certified Nursing Assistant) and will 

begin her career in the care industry. 

Ingrid is about to turn 30! (I have a 30-year-old granddaughter? Scary!!) 

and works and teaches in the Portland area. 

Carly is a Freshman in High school, an almost perfect straight-A stu-

dent, and loves her guitar and her friends. 

Nick is a Junior and has started  in the Running Start program, planning 

to get his high-school and AA degrees next year. He is also an accom-

plished guitarist and drummer. 

Another Fun Grandkids Summer  
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I thought it might be useful to have a family roadmap for those of you (most of you!) who get lost in all these names... 

Left to right: Jeremy, Carly, Nick, and Willow (Nick’s girl 
friend) holding Caspar, our boy cat. 

Charlie with Sketch, our 
girl cat (“cat hungry”) 

Charlie and  
Addison 


