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Dad 
February has been a wonderful month.  

The highlight was attending the temple with 

Joseph while he took out his endowment.  It is 

one of those rich, delicious experiences of 

being a parent.  It was wonderful to have John 

and Sam there and to have our group hug in 

the celestial room.  I was so impressed with 

the depth of discussion we shared and the 

mature, thoughtful ideas expressed.  I’m so 

thankful to each of you, for your good lives 

and righteous desires.  We all are working on 

perfection.  I’m a long way from it.  I know 

you aren’t perfect either, but I’m so impressed 

with your efforts to be better and obedient.  

We make solemn covenants in the temple that 

are capstones to the covenants we made at 

baptism and when we received the priesthood.  

In the press of life it is easy to have those 

covenants dimmed by other things.  Temple attendance is a wonderful way to bring that 

all back into perspective. 

 

I love you all very much,  

 

Dad 
 

Mom 

 The 

most 

important this 

about 

February was 

our temple 

attendance.  

Joseph took 

out his own 

endowments 

on Saturday, 

February the 

11th.  Robert 

was his escort 

and went in 

early.  I drove 

and picked up 
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Samuel and brought him to the temple.  John came with Beth and David Anderton.  It 

was such a sweet time to be in the temple together.  Joseph was so very happy, attentive 

and alert.  We had a wonderful group hug in the Celestial Room.  I know that all of you 

were there in your 

thoughts and love.  

Joseph came with 

Robert and I every 

following Friday 

until his mission 

and worked in the 

temple while we 

worked our 6-10 

o'clock shift.  

Saturday, Feb. 18th, 

Joseph, Robert and I 

came with our 

friend, Dottie 

McLean to the 

temple for her first 

time.  It was the 

second anniversary 

of her husband's death.  We were allowed our own private session of baptisms after the 

youth finished for the day.  Robert performed the baptisms.  Dottie was baptized for her 

mother, grandmother and aunt.  Joseph was baptized for her husband, father and uncle.  

Dottie's home teacher, ward mission leader, visiting teacher's husband and Beth Anderton 

came to be with her.  It was a very special day.  

Joseph gave his farewell talk on the 26th of February.  He was the last speaker 

and did an excellent job.  Several people mentioned to us that he sounded like a returned 

missionary, not one just leaving.  Another young man from the ward, Brandon Robinson, 

also spoke because he is going to the same mission on the same day as Joseph.  They did 

early morning missionary study together at our house at 6:30 the weeks before they left.  

They will be fine elders.  

I have had my testimony strengthened that Heavenly Father is mindful of me 

personally and answers prayers and desires of my heart.  Last year, the last day of the 

temple open house, I lost my keys to the car and house.  I gave them to a sister to get her 

purse out of our car.  I could not leave my post inside of the temple to go with her.  

Instead of having her bring them back to me, I told her that she could leave them at the 

security desk check in, in front of the hospitality tent and I would get them and hour later 

when I was finished.  My keys were not where I expected them to be when I was ready to 

leave.  My dear husband was very upset with me that I would so casually give away my 

keys that represent our security.  He was right.  We looked everywhere that we could 

think of before leaving the temple and did not find them.  On our way out the gate, I saw 

our home teacher, Bro Knepp to keep his eyes out for them.  He did not find them either.  

The sister that took my keys was not on our volunteer list, so I did not know her name or 

phone number; but Artice Arnold, who came with us that day, overheard the sister tell 
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someone that she was from McAllen, Texas.  I know one person in McAllen, Texas - Bill 

Martin, who we knew in Montana.  I called him and described this sister to him.  He 

knew her and her name and said that he would contact her.  Later she called me and told 

me that she left them inside the hospitality tent in a brown envelope on a table where the 

workers left their purses, etc.  I called the leaders of the hospitality tent, but no one knew 

anything about keys.  I kept asking at the temple office whenever I went.  Once, when I 

asked Pres. Knepp, our home teacher and counselor to the temple president, he took me 

right into the temple president's office and I got to tell the whole story all over again.  I 

was very embarrassed.  President Otte told me to kiss those keys goodbye.  So I did.  

Every time that I went to use my automatic door opener with my keys to open my car 

door...and it was missing....  I remembered that I should take better care of my family and 

make them my priority.  After 10 months, I have gotten use to manually opening my car 

door and did not expect to ever find my keys.  Then, one morning, Bill Martin calls on 

the phone from McAllen, Texas and told me that he had my keys!  The branch presidency 

was changed in his branch and the new president came up to him with the keys and 

wanted to know if he knew anything about them.  He did.  The sister that borrowed my 

keys must have put her name and address on the envelope at the temple and the keys 

were sent to her branch.  Since that time, she has moved out of country and never did 

communicate with Bill.  My set of keys arrived just before Robert's birthday so that I 

could give him the automatic door lock to his car to replace his (that was literally falling 

apart).  That was a very good gift... "to have my keys restored" to me.  Miracles do 

happen.  Father does listen to our prayers.  A little thing.  But a big thing.  Thank you, 

Father.  

I love you all so very much.  Thank you for your good lives. 

 

Much Love,  

 

Mother 
 

Joseph 

im about to go into the MTC, so i dont 

have much time: 

February was pretty non-eventful, i 

was working fulltime doing 

landscaping with a sister in our home 

ward, and earned some sweet moolah 

for the next semester at school.  i got a 

nice farmer tan out of it, and nearly 

enough for tuition, i think.  

other than that, i've been tying up the 

few last ends before the mish, going 

shopping, getting my visas etc.  

 

March is a bit more eventful; i finished 

work which was good.  i was set apart 
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last sunday with my friend brandon who is going to the same mission as me, same day 

and language (french, heck yeah kevin!).  i got my latest convicting testimony of the 

Holy Ghost when i was set apart.  normally it takes A LOT to bring tears to my eyes, and 

this last few days ive had two experiences: when i was set apart, the spirit was so strong 

that brandon (who is like me with regard to tears, ive never seen him cry) and i weeped, 

not b/c we were sad, or would miss our parents, but b/c the spirit testified to us what we 

were doing was right.  the second was when dad dropped me off at the airport to go to 

Utah, he hanged around while i was waiting to be checked through security, and the same 

feeling came upon me, to a lesser degree.  but i am REALLY REALLY excited to go on 

this mission, the spirit is so great : ).  

i went to the temple yesterday with becky and the grandparents Adams.  we did a session 

which was one of the few things i wanted to do before i went in.  after the session, i 

helped grandma/pa in the baptistry doing baptisms, confirmations, and whitnessing.  now 

that was one of the best things of service ive done; i want to be a temple worker when i 

come back, if at all possible : )  

but im about to go into the MTC in the next hour, so i'd better go so i can get some sweet 

pics (including the "original" picture in front of the sign outside of the MTC.  it just 

snowed this morning, so i'll have some nice "white stuff" all around.  

well, i'll see you guys in "two", and look foreward to your letters, pictures, and possible 

care packages ; ) 

love you all,  

joseph 

 

p.s., here are my mailing addresses incase you dont have them: 

 

Mailing address in the MTC March 15th on: 

 

Elder Joseph Allen Adams 

Belgium Brussels/Netherlands Mission 

Provo Missionary Training Center 

Bldg 1-M Rm A106 

Provo, UT 84604 

 

send packages (w/ cookies;) and mail once i'm in the field (until i let you know of 

different one) to:  

 

Elder Joseph Allen Adams 

Belgium Brussels/Netherlands Mission 

87, Blvd Brand Whitlock 

B - 1200 Brussels 

BELGIUM 

 

(^_^)v 

 

joseph  
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Jennifer, Kurt, Julia, David & Anne Marie 
February started off with a bang…in more ways than one: 

1. Kurt had to resolve a 

crippling server problem at 

work that was extremely 

difficult to resolve. 

2. We went to the funniest play 

ever called “The Nerd” at the 

Hale Center Theater.  So 

good! 

3. The kids got the stomach flu 

which was followed by a 

nasty cold.  David had eaten 

some cheese just prior to the 

first illness and so while it took the 

girls a few days to recover from 

each it took him a total of three and 

a half weeks to get completely 

better.  He got pretty weak. 

 

Month highlights include: 

1. Anne Marie turned two and David turned 

four.  

2. The kids got to go to a Valentines Primary 

Activity where they got to donate blankets 

to children in Iraq.  

3. Julia has been enjoying winter sports (ice 

skating) 
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4. I’ve joined a “5 Pillars Certification” tutorial group in connection with the George 

Wythe College Face to Face With Greatness seminars.  To certify you read a 

number of books, write persuasive papers, and take an oral exam at the college.  

The idea is to become an influential person who can understand important ideas, 

communicate those ideas, and make a difference in whatever circles we are in.  

We have colloquiums, writing workshops, guest lecturers, etc.  I’m not going to 

be able to stay on the rapid schedule.  I’m going to do what I can.  But it makes 

such a difference in my life to be involved in deep, good ideas and thoughts.  It 

changes the way I think and the way I am.  I love it! 

 

Love, 

 

Jen 

 

Matt & Jenna, Abby & Lulu 
Any way we size this month up, it was hectic.  It began still in DL (During Line) 

and finished in the AL (After Line). 

 

On the 1
st
, the painters came and we registered Abby for Dual Immersion 

(Spanish Language) kindergarten. On the 2
nd

, Abby got her “temple” pictures taken 

(where she wore the clothing she had worn at the sealing) so we could document the 

sealing experience even more fully, and the cleaners came.  

The 3
rd

 was a particularly long day.  In order to cleanse our home from a very 

unwelcome and highly contagious microbial guest, we had the carpets shampooed.  Matt 

went in a bit late to work so that he could help us move 

everything off the carpeting.  Then I dropped Abby at 

preschool and continued with the monumental task of 

staying out of our apartment while simultaneously doing 

10 loads of laundry.  Lou and Line and I ran all kinds of 

errands, stopping back at the complex every 45 minutes 

or so to transfer laundry.  We picked Abby up from 

preschool and had our Jack-in-the Box lunch in the 

Safeway parking lot on the way to Abby’s podiatry 

appointment.  Naturally, the podiatrist was running late, 

and both of the little girls smelled like poop shortly upon 

entering the waiting room, so I changed them, only to 

discover that I had been duped by the fine filtering action 

of the paper apparatus, and swindled out of the only 2 

spare diapers I had on me.  Their stunt is all the more 

entertaining when, feeling fresh and fancy free, they did each shortly-thereafter soil their 

linens, and I had nothing remaining to ameliorate the situation.  All of the elderly and 

otherwise ambulatory-compromised individuals thought we were both funny and crazy.  

Louisa would take off crawling under the chairs and pop out by someone’s legs several 

chairs away from me.  She thought this was all great fun.  Then she would disappear 

again and pop up somewhere else.  Abby, naturally, was scared to death to see the doctor, 
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even though I repeatedly told her that he just wanted to look at her feet and watch her 

walk (she is pigeon-toed, and while they no longer use corrective braces routinely, they 

like to monitor kids and see what happens every couple of years).  People with one child 

on their way out would look, replace their lower jaw, and then elbow their companion 

and exchange bedazzled, “Look!  Three kids!  How does she do it!” comments, which 

really made me chuckle, since I know so many people with 

so many more than three…  We went to the bookstore 

afterward and had a very crazy experience, and then ran a 

few more errands.  Abby desperately wanted to go to a 

buffet for dinner, so, since I was clearly up for the 

challenge, I strategized that the best time to go would be 

about 4:30, before the crowds hit.  (Yes, I am still running 

home from time to time to deal with laundry and adjust the 

fans and windows in our apartment to speed the drying 

process).  We went to the buffet; I carried Line in the car 

seat, pushed Louisa in the high chair, and cleaned up the 

messes Abby made as she served herself the barely-

reachable salad items…  We sat close to the food, and had 

just settled down for our hour of fun when Abby 

announced that she needed to use the restroom.  For a 

moment I just looked at her.  She couldn’t have had worse timing if someone was paying 

her to pick the most inopportune time.  I flagged a bus boy and had him sit with the little 

girls while we raced to the loo and back.  Eventually, I propped a bottle up for Line and 

rocked her car seat with my foot while feeding myself and Louisa.  Louisa enjoyed the 

whole eating experience so much that she moved on to her own foot after all of the food 

was gone.  We eventually returned 

home, bathed everyone and put 

them straight to bed (oh yeah, 

after making all of the beds, since 

I washed all of the linens).  After 

they were all asleep, I set about 

sanitizing all of the toys and other 

objects in the home; a feat that 

took about 3 days to really 

complete. 

On the 4
th

 two new tenants 

moved in, and Abby passed her 

time helping (cough-cough) them.  

On the 5
th

 we had stake 

conference.  On the 6
th

 Line got 

her nose swabbed at an 8:00 AM doctor appointment and then I had a RS mtg. at 10:15.  

On the 7
th

 the furnace in #6 got replaced.  On the 8
th

 Abby, Louisa and I got our noses 

swabbed (to see if we were cleared from carrying a particular bacteria…we had all been 

being treated by 2 swabs daily of an antibiotic ointment; you can imagine how popular it 

was with the ladies:  a q-tip shoved up each nostril twice a day and thoroughly swirled 
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around).  On the 9
th

 Matt got his nosed swabbed.  On the 10
th

 Louisa had her 15-month 

appointment (17 lb 12 oz (less than 3rd percentile—only 6 ounces more than her 12 

month) and 30 ½” long (50
th

 percentile)).  The doctor was amazed that we had managed 

to adopt a child who appeared to have the same body proportions as everyone else in the 

family.  In the evening of the 10
th

 we ladies attended the ward Valentine party, and 

Louisa and Abby had a great time decorating cookies and running around like hoodlums.  

Matt sent me flowers (we were all so excited to see a flower truck pull up to our street 

front).  On the 11
th

 I began showing apartments again to prospective tenants, since I had 

two more vacancies scheduled for the end of the month. 

The second full week of February was slightly lower key, but made quite busy by 

the fact that we were preparing Line to be reunited with her mother.  Abby celebrated 

Valentine’s day on the 13
th

 and 14
th

 in her two different preschools.  Matt informed me 

that my Valentine’s flowers were those that had arrived on the previous Friday (“beat the 

rush, you know what I mean…”).  I spent spare moments in the week putting together a 

photo album for Line, writing a letter to her mother, and writing down all of her routines, 

abilities, helpful hints, etc. and getting everything in order to hand off.  On the 15
th

 we 

ALL attended a Parents-Helping-Parents workshop entitled, “When your kids won’t 

listen and words aren’t working”.  Doesn’t that sound good?  PHP is an organization that 

specializes in supporting families of children with special needs, but their class content 

can be broad and count for county credit towards our 21 hours.  So there we parents all 

are, one by one sharing why we are there and what we hope to get out of the evening.  I 

hear the following, “My 4-year old has autism….my 4 ½ yr. old has Aspergers….my 

almost 5 yr. old is autistic….my 3 ½ yr old has mild autism….”  And all of them have 

behavior that is difficult to manage: throw fits, struggle for control, etc.  It’s my turn, 

“Well, I have a 4 ½ yr old and there is NOTHING wrong with her except she has to be in 

control of everything; I think it is the AGE that is key here.”  We got some good ideas to 

try.  On the 16
th

 I signed lease papers with a prospective tenant, and on the 17
th

 Line 

reunited with her mother. 
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The morning of the 17
th

 Abby got picked up for preschool by her friend Roy.  

Louisa, Line and I had an 8:30 AM doctor appointment to get Line her second flu shot.  

Then we went to my friend Sarah Whitehead’s house to finish whiling away the morning 

until hand-off.  Line took her 

morning nap, and then I changed 

her into her cutie-pie clothing and 

left Louisa with Sarah.  I arrived at 

the mother’s home at 11:00 AM 

and met with the birth mom, the 

social worker, and the group home 

mom.  I spent an hour there.  Even 

though she had not seen her for a 

month, Line recognized her 

mother.  Back at Sarah’s house I 

fed Louisa lunch and then went 

and picked Abby up at a different 

friend’s house.  We visited for a 

minute, and then, in order to 

celebrate my freedom, I decided to go to Costco for a fun shopping trip.  My friend and 

her daughter decided to join us.  Abby rode with them.  A few blocks from Costco I hear 

Louisa make some whiny sounds, and I glance in my rear-view mirror just in time to see 

her vomit on herself.  But then, her hand was jammed into her mouth, and since it wasn’t 

a lot of fluid, I wondered if maybe she had just gagged herself. I decided to press on since 

I would need to at least turn around.  Well, I decided to chance the shopping trip.  My 

friend and I loaded the kids into 

the cart.  All proceeded nicely 

until the penultimate aisle, when 

Louisa started to make some loud 

whiny vocalizations.  Suspecting 

that she may lose her lunch, I 

picked her up out of the cart and 

began to head for the nearest 

garbage can. While my intentions 

were good, my execution was not 

sufficiently rapid, and she vomited 

all over me.  I began to run toward 

the garbage can and held her out 

over it to finish the plentiful deed.  

The checkout lines were 20 people 

long, so with only minor effort I was able to persuade my friend to buy the groceries and 

bring them and Abby to my house a little later.  I had Louisa in the tub when the goods 

arrived. 

You may be thinking, “She just lost a baby she had had for 5 weeks.  She has 

barely said a word about it.”  The reality is that I made my peace with the situation.  “A 

few weeks at Camp Adams was good for Line” as Matt was prone to say.  She rolled in 
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all directions, sat up, ate solids, started scooting, went to the park a few times, discovered 

the exosaucer, got on a schedule, got cured of a miserable contagious skin infection, 

gained weight, got rid of eczema, got her pictures taken and got caught up on her 

immunizations—all in the 5 weeks that she was with us.  However, any sadness I may 

have had at her departure was immediately replaced by the concentration it took to 

survive what would be 3 ½ weeks of stomach flu in the home.  I rapidly began to think 

things like, “Thank goodness Line isn’t here.  Thank goodness there is not another child 

to throw up.  At least she wasn’t crawling yet…” etc. etc.  Line’s mother actually called 

me Friday shortly after the reunification to tell me thank you—she could see that Line 

had been happy with us.  She also asked a few care and maintenance questions (since 

Line was a bit high maintenance).  Abby attended a Primary game night on the 17
th

.  On 

the 18
th

 Line’s birth mom called me in the morning to ask me some more questions 

(regarding care and maintenance again).  In the evening of the same day, while Matt and I 

were on a progressive dinner for the Elder’s Quorum, she called again.  The last time she 

called, she just wanted to tell me that Line really liked her peaches.  “Yes,” I agreed, 

“She sure does.”  She has not called me since.  I think that the other mom’s have moved 

into the group home with their kids, and she no longer needs me as her mentor.  I am very 

fine with that.  On the afternoon of the 18
th

 we went car shopping.  After receiving a call 

from the county on the 15
th

, asking if I would be willing to have another child on the 

afternoon of the day that Line reunified, I realized that I would always have a third child, 

if I wanted one.  So, with the promise of a third child and consistent carpooling 

obligations, it was time to bite the mini-van bullet. 

The week of Feb. 19
th

 promised to be quite boring.  However, we were still trying 

to get Louisa back on solids and 

help her gain back some weight 

(since she had precious little to 

lose).  We were all scheduled to 

attend a ward quilting bee on the 

morning of the 23
rd

, when I 

decided against it because Louisa 

was sleeping.  It was a good 

decision on my part.  An hour 

after calling the hostess to tell her 

we wouldn’t make it, the stomach 

flu caused an explosive discharge 

from Abby at every body-exit 

possible.  I was again immersed in 

vomit.  Abby was well enough for us all to attend another PHP class on the 25th.  After 

the class, and checking out a moving tenant at noon, we headed down to Sunnyvale 

Toyota to pick up a new Sienna!  Or so we thought (the salesman we had been dickering 

with had lead me to believe that the car would be there when we got there, but since he 

had had leg surgery on Friday, we met with his buddy and discovered that the order to get 

the car had not been sent yet…).  What we really did was spend 2 hours acquainting 

ourselves with what we planned on buying, and then trying to buy it, only to discover that 

what we wanted was no longer being sent to Northern California.  Well, actually, there 
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was one left in N. California, but the Sunnyvale dealers were having a hard time 

contacting the guys in Redwood City that had the car.  So, we made arrangements to 

dealer swap with a Southern California dealer.  We had just returned home when a 

jubilant salesman called us to let us know that he had finally gotten the guy in RWC to 

give us the car.  Now, we just needed to sign the papers…but when?  We all went out to 

dinner and then to the church so I could practice the organ.  While there, Matt called the 

sales guy back to set up a time, and it ended up being …RIGHT THEN.  So, we headed 

back to the dealer and spent a couple hours signing papers.  

On the 26
th

 we noticed that Louisa understood what it means to pray, to some 

extent anyway, and started folding her arms whenever she heard us say it was time for 

prayers.  On the 27
th

 Lou and Abby had another doctor’s appointment—just for referrals 

and mole counts.  At the PHP class we had attended on the 25
th

, an occupational therapist 

there had seen Louisa and noticed that she had some persistent tonic reflexes, and 

suggested I have her assessed.  On the 28
th

 I didn’t feel so well in the morning. I got 

Abby to her ballet class at 10:45 and then came home and called Matt to tell him I 

couldn’t get her home again.  My number was up.  I had been the recipient of vomit too 

many times.  The stomach flu came knocking.  Which meant that Matt took the rest of the 

day off work, drove carpool, babysat Louisa and then took himself and the girls out to 

dinner with his home teaching companion and then to the dealership to pick up our new 

car.  All without me.  And I felt so miserable I didn’t even care (although I did have to go 

down to the dealership to sign some dumb piece of paper called REGISTRATION).  So 

ended our month from the abyss.  The month in which Matt still did not finish the project 

he was now 6 weeks passed deadline on.  The month that was so packed it felt like one 

big, long, series of unfortunate events… 

 

Becky 
Second month into the semester and doing great.  All my classes are getting us 

prepared for the practicum, or in other words teaching out in the schools.  I love my 

classes SO much!  I'm really beginning to "fall in love" with my major.  I'm getting more 

and more excited to become a teacher.  Even as a missionary, I noticed that I was the 

happiest when I was teaching the gospel.  That was my very most favorite thing to do as a 

missionary, teaching.  It still is.  

Talking about missionaries, I just got hired to work at the MTC as a Spanish 

teacher!!  My dream job!  I started the last few days of February which means that I had 

to terminate my job at the Creamery, which would have been much harder if I wasn't 

leaving it for the MTC. 

So I started at the MTC with a district who had just started their 7th week and 

only had two more to go.  They were four in total and were so good for me.  They were 

perfect for me to start teaching with.  They knew what they were doing and so they 

helped me a lot.  All four, E. Zundel, E. Bouzige, E. Platt, and E. Wall all are going to 

Paraguay. 

February was a great month for me and a lot was packed into it even though it 

was a short month to begin with.  I love you all and hope that you each had a wonderful 

February!! 
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Love, 

Becky 
 

Emily, Kevin, Hunter Eve & Michael   
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sam and Kevin cleaning houses in New Orleans.  

Francisco was there too, but taking the pictures. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mardi Gras 

 

We found we are having a baby (30 Sep)!  

Hunter drew flowers for all (including the baby). 
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Emily has been working with migrant workers at 

Motivatit for her job.  They gave Hunter a birthday present.  Hunter turned 6 and got a 

nice cake.  NPR came to Houma and did a story about Motivatit and their Mexican 

workers—as part of their Hurricane Katrina coverage.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We went to Wacky Bear for her birthday.  She picked out the bear and picked out 

everything that made the bear.  We had a great time 

LoveEmily 

John, Arien, Sage, Fielding & Enoch  (We’re having a baby too!) 

Sam 


