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Dad 
This was a great month.  It started off by 

driving to Houma and participating in the 
blessing of little Elle.  We had a great visit and 
enjoyed being with Emily, Kevin, and children.  
I’m sure Emily will give you all the details. 

While in Houma we received the great 
news of James’ arrival.  So, on the way home 
we drove through San Antonio to see our 
newest grandson.  He and his mother looked 
great.  The short time we had to visit he didn’t 
cry once.  He even let his grandpa hold him 
without complaint.  John and Arien did a great 
job with him.  It was also good to see how 
happy Fielding and Enoch played together in 
their new home. 

The 29th I went to San Antonio to attend 
the San Antonio Texas East stake conference.  
Elder Uchtdorf was there to release the stake 
presidency I helped start.  It is amazing to think how fast ten years has gone by.  
President Neuberger and Orgill were released.  President Allen, who took my place, was 
called to be the new stake president.  It was wonderful to sit with Sam at the feet of an 
apostle and receive his apostolic blessing.  It was a powerful one, to the effect that if we 
would be faithful in our lives and callings our problems and that of our extended family 
would be positively resolved.  I received a witness of that as it was spoken.  I will try and 
do my part.  I pray you will do the same. 

I had a very interesting 
experience that doesn’t happen too 
often in Federal service.  I fired two 
people.  Most of the hard work was 
done by their first line supervisors, but 
I had to be the one to make the final 
decision and inform the individuals.  
That is always a hard thing to do.  An 
almost immediate outcome was 
another lady who was on track to be 
fired on similar grounds choose to 
retire instead.  A lady who works 
directly for me demanded an audit of 

her position as she was sure she should be paid at a higher grade.  In the review process 
HR discovered the MBA degree she claimed was from a diploma mill.  We sent her home 
with a proposed removal and the instructions for her to have the university send an 
official transcript and accrediting information directly to our HR.  A week later we 
received a certified letter from her stating the university no longer exists and she doesn’t 
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know how to comply.  Unfortunately, she was a strong average employee who got this 
job as a promotion on the strength of the bogus MBA, and now she will lose her job.  The 
message here is dishonesty does not pay. 
 
I love you all very much,  
 
Dad 
 

Mom 

Dear Family, 
It was a privilege to be in Kevin and Emily’s home the first of Oct.  We did keep 

busy with projects.and accomplished most of them, I think.  I got to make a bumper pad 
and dust ruffle for little Elle’s crib.  I painted cabinet doors to look like a doll house for 
Hunter’s shelves.  I washed up Emily’s blessing dress and altered a little white slip that 
Grandma Betty Adams started to make for one of her babies…Emily had it and I guess it 

was just waiting to be used 
at this time!  Perfect!  I 
think we did laundry and 
food preparation…went out 
to lunch…soccer 
games…General 
Conference…and the 
church with Elle’s blessing.  
That was special.  After 
Kevin sat down and handed 
Elle to Emily, Emily looked 
at that baby girl…as Elle 
looked off…as new borns 
do…as if they are listening 
to angels…while the veil is 
still thin…Emily asked 
Elle, “What is Grandpa 

telling you?”  I leaned over to Emily and told her that Grandpa was telling her that 
everything is going to be all right.  And then, I was overcome with tears and knew that 
that was a true message from my father, Dareld Allen and that he was there and 
witnessed to us that everything will be all right.  We just all need to keep the 
commandments, live the principles of Jesus Christ and keep our covenants.  We will all 
be all right…We will all come home. 

Robert and I enjoyed spending our nights at Greg and Jenn’s home…(Kevin’s 
brother).  Little Sister spent the nights at Emily’s house.  Perhaps they will let her come 
again.  Then we had a nice drive home together…listening  to books and visiting.   

We were grateful to meet little James and learn that his delivery was successful 
and the way Arien had wanted it to be.  It was good to see Ron and Suk again.  They 
were a huge blessing to Arien and John in getting settled and moved into the home and 
helping after James came.  He is beautiful!   He is much loved. 
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It was good to be home…get caught up on visits of new sisters in the ward, do 
some service, get back to the temple and just be quiet.  I spent several days straightening 
my art room.  I got excited about doing art again.  I have worked on some waxes of 
Summersault.  I made a quilt for baby James.  I made a Christmas ornament for my sister, 
Betty.  (You all remember the little pig with wheels for legs story, don’t you?   Do you 
remember the home movie that Betty and her family made with a paper-machet pig?)  
Any way….when Betty and I were clearing out Mother’s basement, I found one of the 
plastic Rudolph the red nosed reindeer ornaments that we used to have on our Allen tree.  
Mother had sent each of us one, but this one was missing its hind legs.  I took it and gave 
it some wheels of old buttons from one of Mother’s button collections.  I made a harness 
from an old watch band that Mother must have made for herself out of naugahide and an 
old buckle off of one of my shoes.  I added a piece of old chain and a gold ornament 
found in the button box.  With lots of hot glue…it turned out perfectly!  I can’t wait to 
send it to Betty…”something out of nothing”.  That is what my mother taught me to do.  
It was really fun to do that for my sister.  

There have been many birthdays of many special people that I love very much.  
Thank you all for your good lives.  I am looking forward to our family reunion this 
summer….hoping that we will all come home together. 
Much Love,  
 
Mother 
 
 

Joseph 

hey everybody, things are going well in ...Amiens!!  yep, at the end of this month, i was 
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transferred to Amiens, my 
third ville.  i spent the bulk of 
october in charleroi, starting 
to feel progress towards the 
end of the month.  now i am 
in amiens where the ward is 
great, the work is jumping, 
and there are lots of single 
french girls... ;'(Elder 
Robinson is taking over 
charleroi, and i hope that it is 
better that i found it when i 
came.  so i am doing very 
well on my mission, thanks 
for everything you do, your 
prayers and support.  the 
Lord will bless you as you do His will.  Love to you all! 
 
Joseph 
P.S.  often, i share pictures of family in RDVs, so if you like, i can share pictures of your 
families!  (but i dont have pictures of your families for the moment ; ) 

 

Becky 
September was a great month, very busy and very eventful.  The biggest event 

would have to be the beginning of my first 
school year as a teacher, as I wrote in the last 
month's e-mail.  I am learning more and more 
of what I'm supposed to do and teach.  I am 
still quite overwhelmed with the great load 
that I carry.  Being responsible of the learning 
of my 54 children is quite a daunting task, but 
I know that this is what I'm supposed to be 
doing.  I love my job and my children! 

As for my new house, my roommate 
Candy's mom came into town and stayed with us 
for a week.  She helped us paint the inside of our 
house and it went through quite a transformation 
as you can see from these pictures.  We have skies 
painted onto the ceilings of three of our rooms.  
We ripped out the carpet that the previous owner's 
puppy had claimed and marked.  It was a bonding 
moment.  We worked really hard and thankfully 
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earned the approval of our landlady.  She 
even went to the extent as to promise us that 
as long as we live here, she will not raise our 
rent. 
Later in the month, when the leaves were 
beginning to change, we went on a drive 
through the canyon.  It was BEAUTIFUL!  
We had a lot of fun!  As you can see, it was 
so wonderful and very needed.  
 

I love you all! 
 
Becky 
 

 

Emily, Kevin, Hunter Eve, & Michael   
Our precious baby 

Elle was blessed by her 
daddy this month.  She 
wore my blessing dress, 
which meant a lot to me.  
We were so grateful to have 
mom and dad here for the 
special day.  Kevin, his dad 
and brother Greg, Bishop 
Greg Stock and dad 
participated in the blessing.  
It was so beautiful.  There 
are few things I remember 
distinctly about what 
Heavenly Father had in 
store for Elle.  He blessed 

her to always think of others before 
herself and to find joy in doing so.  
He blessed her to be her own person 
and stand for right.  And he blessed 
her to be married in the temple.  It 
was such a sweet blessing.  I sure 
missed you all, especially my 
priesthood-holding brothers and 
brother-in-law.  

Michael is in love with his 
new baby sister.  He lights up every 
time he sees her and is the first to 
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kiss her little head and tell her "good morning Ellie Bellie!"  He smiles from ear to ear 
when he holds her and is so patient with her 
crying.  He's a huge help in the car too.  When 
baby Elle gets upset in the car, he helps he be 
happy and holds her pacifier for her.  The 
number one sign of his love for her is that he 
covers her with his most special blanket.  

Hunter is becoming a little mommy for 
Elle.  She is allowed to hold her standing up 
now and is so very careful.  She's only one of 
us that can get Elle to take a pacifier in the 
dire moments.  She is very responsible and 
always willing to help with her baby sister.  

It was so fun having grandma and grandpa here.  Grandma arrived just in time to 
take care of me as mastitis set it.  Man, I had no idea how terrible mastitis is on the body. 
I had a fever of 102.7 for two days and chills like I've never experienced before.  I was so 
grateful mom was there to feed my family and watch over my 
kids while I recovered.  Michael had so much fun with 
grandpa!  Grandpa took him on walks and gave him all the 

attention he wanted.  
Mom and dad 

were also 
instrumental in 
helping me make my 
house a house of 
order – on a very 
small degree.  I had a 
long list of projects I needed to do and mom 
sewed and dad fixed-it will all was finished.  
THANK YOU!!!  

HunterEve's 
class had a field trip 
to the pumpkin 
patch this month.  
Grandpa, Michael, 
Elle and I tagged 
along too.  They 
played old 
fashioned games, 
watched puppet 
shows and made 
crafts.  We had a 
great time.  

HunterEve 
got her first report 
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card this month and received all A honor roll!  We have bumper sticker and certificate to 
prove it!  We are SO proud of her.  She is very conscientious of her studies.  

Also this month, we had an accident on our bedroom carpet and had to replace it 
(Is that reminiscent for you John 
and Arien?).  Kevin conquered 
installing laminate flooring in our 
bedroom, with plans to re-floor 
the kids' bedrooms in November.  
Wow!!  It looks SO amazing!  
He did such a great job and the 
new flooring is so beautiful!  The 
room smells and just feels so 
much cleaner now than when we 
had carpeting in there.  

One downfall of the 
flooring project was the furniture 
all over the living room and 
garage.  The wooden footboard 
from our bed fell on my foot and 

gave me a hefty pressure fracture across the entire top of my foot – OUCH!  But I'm ok 
now.  It's so handy to have a sports veteran for a husband who knows ALL about breaks 
and which ones to worry about.  

A dream came true for me this month!  Kevin received a bonus 
at work for a huge sale he engineered, and he bought me my dream 
leather couches with cash!!  They look so great in our living room.  I 
love them!  I especially love them because Kevin bought them for me 
– with cash to boot!  I feel my Kevin's love in all the rooms around 
me!  

Speaking of Kevin's love. . .  We celebrated out 9th anniversary 
this month on the 25th!  It was an especially momentous occasion this 
year and we actually celebrated it smaller than ever before.  Kevin 
took me to lunch and took the rest of the day off work.  We stayed 
home with our kids and were just so happy to be married.  I think we're 
discovering a comfort in each other we had never felt – a greater trust.  
It feels like peace and like home.  This anniversary was so wonderful.  

Halloween!!  Sorry to be gypy on the Halloween pics.  I've 
decided this year that I just hate Halloween.  Everything that surrounds 
it makes me feel yucky.  I'm happy to let the kids dress up and go trick or treating, but I 
don't need to feel pressured to decorate or perform any special feats.  Victory for Emily!!  
Another example of me getting in touch with my emotions!  WooHoo! 

I sure love you all!  I'm getting increasingly excited about this summer.  We will 
have such a BLAST!  Wow, thanks for arranging this reunion mom.  What an inspiration.  

And happy birthday Jen, John and Joe.  
 
LoveEm 
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Matt & Jenna, Abby, Lulu, & Susanna   
Well, October 2006 was a big month for us. 

 On the 6th Abigail participated in her first ever Walkathon, which was the major 
fundraiser for her school; we figure she walked about 6 miles—24 laps.  She got a prize 
every 4th lap, including getting her hair 
sprayed purple.  Finally, after achieving the 
gift certificate for a free personal pizza, we 
called it a day.  The little girls spent a LONG 
time in the stroller eating watermelon and 
being generally ill-entertained.  I finally 
moved them to the swings and Matt joined us 
all for the last 15 or so minutes.  Then we 
RACED home and in a frenzy fit for rabid 
foxes we fed, bathed and brushed the little 
tykes and salvaged the house so that we could 
leave them in the care of a young couple in 
our ward and go on a HOT DATE. 
 And I do mean hot.  We (Matt and Jenna) had signed up to attend a 30th 
Anniversary fundraiser dinner for Parents Helping Parents (a not-for-profit organization 
that helps parents with children of special needs learn how to cope with their complicated 
lives…etc.)  You know, the kind that cost a small fortune just to eat dinner.  We attend 
lots of their classes because they count toward our county training.  It was such an 
unusual experience to be in a place where there were literally hundreds to thousands of 
dollars floating verbally through the air…even the dessert cakes were auctioned off for 
between $50 and $200 per cake.  Needless to say, our table did not purchase dessert, 
although we did benefit from other tables who bought dessert and then shared as they 
realized they really couldn’t eat everything they had purchased.  There were also door 
prizes.  We sat and listened as people won all kinds of things in the only raffle we were 
entered in—the free one.  Finally, with three prizes left to go, my number was called!  I 
could hardly believe my good fortune to win….a bottle of wine.  What a let down.  We 
really wanted the atomic clock that came next.  So, we gave our evidently great wine to 
our tablemate, and he gave us a free dinner at Outback Steakhouse, where he manages.  
So it all turned out happy.  We ended what remained of our evening with a healthy dose 
of dancing and returned home reveling in the uniqueness of our surely-one-time 
experience. 
 On the 8th I (Jenna) attended an organ concert up in San Francisco.  The organist 
was a fellow from our neighboring stake whom I had met a few times, and several 
members of our ward knew him.  He performed in Grace Cathedral, which is evidently 
very shi-shi in the world of professional organists.  We had amazing luck to find a 
parking spot right across the street—we almost felt selfish for being so close when others 
had to walk so far or pay SO much.  The cathedral reminded me of the middle ages, like 
something you might see on Indiana Jones or the DaVinci Code.  We squandered the time 
our close parking place saved us on the way home, however, when we attempted to get 
on the freeway without knowing what we were doing (at the end of a S.F. Giants game, 
none-the-less.)  It took us twice as long to get home as it should have. 
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 On the 9th I (Jenna) left Matt to put the kids to bed yet again.  I arrived a the 
Cheesecake factory at 7:00 pm to dine with several ladies from the ward.  And I waited. 
And waited.  And called my mom.  And called my sister.  And began to look around for 
some type of hidden camera, because I was starting to suspect I had been set up.  Well, 
just when I was about to call Matt and ask him if there was some other Cheesecake 

Factory in the vicinity that I didn’t know about, they all pulled up in one minivan, some 
20 minutes late.  I brought Matt a piece of cheesecake as recompense for my grand 
hoopla while he had hum drum. 
 The 10th We did something that 
Abigail and I had been wanting to do for 
several weeks.  We made Tamales.  Tia Lara, 
who had made tamales with old Mexican 
ladies twice, came to assist.  Lara oversaw 
the batter, I oversaw the corn husks, Sydney 

(Abigail’s friend) oversaw spreading the 
batter on the husks, Abigail oversaw the 
selection of husks, and Louisa oversaw the 
oral sampling of said husks.  After an 
afternoon of masa and shredded chicken, we ate almost every last one of them for dinner, 
and Matt even said, “Bien hecho, mamà.”  It was a grand success we hope to repeat 

again. 
 On the 12th we girls went to the 
Pumpkin Patch (an annual tradition) and rode 
the train, provoked the animals, and bathed in 
the hay of the hay-bale maze.  We also picked 
up the mini pumpkins we used to create this 
year’s Jack-o-painted-face masterpieces.  

Each person, and I mean each, painted their 
own, and I mean own, pumpkin.  I don’t know 
if I should do that again. 
 Well, of course, despite our apparent 
leisure, Vasanthi’s wedding on the 14th was 

really the cart that drove we horses the entire preceding week.  We decorated Abby’s 
flower girl basket, ironed clothing, bought food.  On the 14th we spent the day in its 
entirety in the midst of the wedding, from decorating all morning to picking up flowers, 
directing the wedding, manning the food tables, taking pictures, etc.  It was a long day, 
but my old visiting teaching was married by the end.  And, it all turned out really good 
considering its budget--$300 including food, decorations, dresses, invitations, manicures, 
up-doos, etc.  Our modus operandi was beg, borrow, but not steal.  We just had people in 
the ward leave stuff for us that they had used, and we managed to put it all together into 
something nice.  I hired a couple girls from the ward to just sit with Susanna and Louisa 
in the nursery for 4 hours during the final preparations, wedding, reception and clean up.  
We came home with enough Indian food to last us a week.  But after a few days, we gave 
the rest away.  Needless to say, we were really exhausted by the end, I reflected that I 
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would have to do this for my own kids in about 20 years—I’m not sure I’ll have 
sufficient energy left by then! 
 Susanna had her 15-month checkup on 
the 17th:  18 lbs 11 oz (barely 3rd percentile) 28 
¾” long (10th percentile) head circumference 
45.5 cm (40th percentile).  At the beginning of 
the month she really started to choose 
bipedalism.  The evening of the 6th she just 
started taking off and picking herself up to try 
again. 
 Friday the 20th was another big day for 
Abigail.  She had her first ever parent-teacher 

conference, and the teacher, Maestra Nerissa Van Tuyl, came to our house!  She said that 
Abigail already knew 17 of the 20 sight words she was supposed to know by the end of 
the year, and could already sound words out well (and was therefore required to write 
complete sentences in her journal instead of just a single word).  She set some academic 

goals with Abigail, and also told us that she helps other 
kids at her table, and was advanced in her numbers as 
well.  An interesting aside:  I tried at the beginning of the 
month to get Abigail reclassified as English as her 
primary language, but because of the way they make the 
determination, she is, in reality, classified as ESL.  In 
fact, the very moment I was trying to change her status, 
they were testing her.  It became apparent why the 
kindergarten teachers encouraged us to forgo the testing 
when we got her results at the Parent-teacher Conference.  
On the first day of testing, in Spanish, Abigail willingly 
went to be tested.  On the subsequent day, she refused to 
get out of her chair to be tested in English, so her teacher 
had to pry her out and send a fellow student with her to 
get her to go.  We can imagine how cooperative she was 

during the testing procedure.  She only scored 65% proficient in English, not well enough 
to get reclassified as “reclassified English proficient” so will be tested again next year.  
We figure she’ll boost the school district’s stats eventually.  We are curious to know how 
she scored on her Spanish, which is clearly not as good as her English (that she is clearly 
not a primary Spanish speaker is obvious when comparing her to other little kids who 
really are living in native-speaking homes.  It is possible that they will look at her results 
on paper and conclude that she is both ESL and SSL).  Hey, why be normal? 
 The 21st was a big day for Matt (and the rest of us as well.)  At 7:15 AM we all 
headed up to Alameda to spend the morning at Mazda’s ZOOM ZOOM Live event in 
the Bay Area.  We took turns test driving various vehicles on small courses and 
accumulating points according to our performance.  Abigail won a little trophy in slot car 
racing, we looked at motors and sat in floor models.  We finally left at 11:30 and used our 
navigation system to locate lunch and a park, where we whiled away the next 2 hours, 
or so.  At 1:45 we headed to the Oakland Temple where I set up a nursery in the 
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adjacent interstake center and then headed over to the temple for Stake Temple Day.  At 
the conclusion, we joined two other families from our ward for dinner at Fresh Choice, 
which meant that we took essentially all of the 
nursery participants to a restaurant that, as it 
turned out, was short on high chairs, at an 
hour approaching most children’s bedtimes.  
It was pure mayhem.  Although the girls fell 
asleep on the way home, they woke up in 
transition and were therefore exposed to the 
icy world of late-night 30-second baths in 
preparation for church. 
 Finally, with weddings, Zoom-Zoom, 
and Book Club out of the way, I could turn 
my attention to Halloween. Abigail wanted to be a bat.  I had been stewing about bat 
costumes for weeks, hoping she would change her mind, but she did not.  On Thursday 
morning, the 26th (my birthday, as it turns out, although I didn’t remember it right away 
and actually invited people over for dinner instead of finding myself a babysitter) I awoke 
in inspirational clarity.  My logic was as follows:  Bat—Batman—Bat-Mobile—Bat 

Mobile.  Ah, easy, nice.  Done.  I worked Friday late into the night, and then Saturday 
morning I sent Matt to McDonald’s with the girls (a rare treat for them, I assure you), the 
little ones still in their pajamas, so they could play on toys while I finished bat wings.  
We were all ready to go just in time for Lizzie Whitehead’s Halloween birthday party 
from 12 – 3.  Only, we didn’t leave their house until 3:30 because Abigail vomited at 

3:20.  My assessment of the situation was this:  
she ate a cinnamon roll for breakfast, potato 
chips, candy, fruit punch and cake for lunch, 
and then a doughnut and more candy….too 
much junk.  Her failure to persist in the 
unpleasant situation seems to have confirmed 
the assessment.  She was quite fine by the 
Ward Halloween Party that evening at 5:00 
where we awed people as we donned our Bat 
Mobile in its black and fabric splendor.  Each 
set of bat wings was unique. Susanna was the 

Lesser Horseshoe Bat, Louisa the Big Eared Myotis Bat, Abigail the Mexican Freetail 

Bat, and I believe I was also a horseshoe bat of some persuasion, although the picture I 
used from the internet didn’t have a name with it.  Matthew was postum importantus, the 
great unifying factor in the whole get-up. 
 Unbelievably, we took the whole family to a baptism the next evening and then 
Louisa, Abigail and my friend April helped me make about 12 dozen Halloween 

cookies on Monday the 30th.  I sent a healthy load to Abigail’s school the next morning, 
and the rest became the default dessert or snack for the subsequent week.  We did 
Halloween all over again on, get ready for this, Halloween. Abigail had a costume parade 
at 11:30 in Mt. View, but Matthew had a costume party at 12:00 in Palo Alto.  How to be 
in 2 places at once?  I took the little girls up to PA at 11:00 (stopping in at Diddams on 
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the way to purchase 6 small bats and give some front-of-the-line-of-twenty-persons 
stranger the opportunity to do a good deed for the day by purchasing my bats for me in 
exchange for $2.00.  I was, gratefully, in and 
out in no time. Matthew oversaw the finishing 
touches on the Bat Mobile and corralled Louisa 
and Susanna who wanted to run amuck in his 
office.  I watched Abigail walk 2 laps in her 
kindergarten Halloween “parade” and then took 
her and made for PA.  We arrived in plenty of 
time.  Sadly, we report that we did not win this 
year because the judges were stupid (I know, 
that sounds so whiny and cliché, right?)  Well, 
here is what happened:  We stood out with the 
rest of the Individuals entering the Individual contest (Matt of course being the Bat 
Mobile, and we part of his costume).  Matthew used the microphone to explain that we 
were a bat mobile (something that some people got on their own, but most people 
responded well to with a hint or two—and then confessed our cleverness in unending 
exclamations of wonder).  We wanted to be clear with the judges.  Who were evidently 
not listening.  Because after the contest, during lunch, I inadvertently parked us at the 
table the three judges were occupying.  The Ring Leader turned to me and said, “You 
were a bat family, right?”  “We were a bat mobile,” I corrected.  “A bat mobile,” she 
said.  “Oh, a BAT mobile.  OH!  A bat MObile!”  At that point I realized we had been 

screwed.  They hadn’t heard the announcement, 
and they were only moments away from 
crowning the pimp “Captain Pleasure” winner 
of the coveted IDEO Halloween Costume 

Contest.  I had short-lived hopes that they 
might reassess the situation and perhaps alter 
their intentioned outcome…but no.  It was not 
to be this year.  After the devastating news sunk 
in, those around us clamored to our ultra-sonic 
ears, “I would have voted for you!  I can’t 
believe that!  You were my choice!  You were 
so creative!”  And we were left to conclude that 

we had received, if nothing else, the People’s Choice Award.  And sometimes, that is 
enough. 
 We girls then went to visit our old lady friends Myrtle and Margaret.  After 
spreading the sweet cheer of the season, we headed home for naps and Great Pumpkins.  
Although, inexplicably, no one wanted to sleep.  Except for me.  Abigail and Louisa 
ended up watching Charlie Brown’s classic It’s the Great Pumpkin, Charlie Brown about 
3 times while I took a nap with Susanna.  They finally came in and woke me up.  It was 
4:50 and no one was hungry, so I packed them up and we went trick-or-treating.  We 
really only went to 8 houses, generous houses, of old piano students and old tenants, and 
it took us until almost 9:00 to get home (we did stop for dinner at 7:20 pm, when pretzels 
and the occasional piece of candy were no longer cutting it) and picked Matt up half-way 
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through the evening.  It is a long night to trick-or-treat in that fashion, but for us it is 
more like Christmas Caroling—sharing love with people we care about who look 

forward to the annual visit.  

 

Sam 
This past month has been like the rest of the time this semester.  I have been basically 

feeling burnt out on school, trying to 
make it through one week at a time.  The 
good news is that I made it over the 
hump though; I had my midterm and 
final test of my school career, as far as I 
can foresee.  The surprising thing about 
it is I got an A on the test even though I 
got an F on both homework assignments 
prior.  I mentioned it to the professor 
about it the next week when we got the 
results, and he also expressed surprise 
that I did well on it.  I thought that was 

funny, but he clarified that I seemed kind of disinterested in class.  I told him that 
probably had something to do with working all day and being a little tired before class.  
So anyway, that means the pressure is off, and I am on the downward slope, so even if I 
trip and fall, I can at least roll across the finish line.  I just have six more weeks, and I 
will be out of school, so that I what I tell myself. ;) 
 
Sam Adams 
 

Jennifer, Kurt, Julia, David, & Anne Marie 
October was a ride.  The first week we were finishing up our tour in Italy.  We 

finished the trip in Rome where we saw the coliseum and Vatican City.  The Sistine 
chapel was amazing.  We were really lucky to get in with an English tour group which 
put us up towards the front of the line, saving at least 2 hours.  We saw the pantheon, one 
of the most ancient buildings in Rome.  It was a church which had a huge hole in the 
roof.  There were drain holes in the floor for the water.  Then the last three days of our 
trip were spent in Paris where we got to see the Mona Lisa at the Louvre, the Danaid 
sculpture at the Rodin museum, the water lilies at the impressionist museum (Orangerie).  
We saw where Marie Antoinette was held before her beheading.  The Eiffel Tower was a 
highlight along with the arch of triumph.  Paris was more beautiful architecturally.  I 
went on my first subway ride in Paris.   
 The week after we got home was great.  We had a happy reunion with the kids.  
All had been well taken care of.  Kurt and I struggled to get over jet lag, often awaking at 
4:00 a.m. ready for the day.   
 David earned his yellow belt and we were so proud of him. 
 Jen had her 36th birthday. 
 We got more done on our basement.   
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 Julia performed in her class play of the pumpkin patch.  She had the whole play 
memorized 
in time for 
the play.  
Anne Marie 
and I sat in 
the audience.  
I tried to 
video tape it 
when Anne 
Marie made a 
mad dash for 
the stage.  
Luckily a 
nice man 
sitting next to 
us finished 
filming it for 
me while I 
rescued the 
play from 
certain 
disaster.  
Upon re-
entering the 
auditorium I 
saw David 

sitting with his class.  He waved and whispered out to me for my attention. 
 On the 21st we had a family portrait taken.  It was a long awaited treat for me.  
Looking at it now makes me feel some sense of satisfaction in the shape our family is 
taking.  Kurt and I are working so hard 
to create a happy family culture…and 
most days we have a fair share of 
happiness to show for it.  But, as 
anything worthy, it takes our finest 
efforts. 
 
Love you all and hope you are well, 
Jen 

 

John, Arien, Sage, 

Fielding, & Enoch 
An entry from John’s blog: 
Sunday, November 12, 2006 
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We had a special day on October 
5th.  James Ronald Adams was born 
weighing 8lbs 9oz and 21inches long.  We 
had wonderful support from family and 
friends.  Grandpa Iverson flew out again to 
save the day.   

 Grandpa Iverson came to 
help us move mountains to get the house 
ready for sale.  Just to give you an idea, the 
commode was in the bathtub from our tiling 
project in the upstairs bathroom.  He was such a huge help! 

Things weren't so straight forward for Enoch.  He stepped into the room with a 
foul look on his face as if to say, "Okay, what's going on?  Something's not quite right." 

At first his expression didn't change when 
he had his chance to hold the baby.  But 
after a second or two he started to like the 
idea of being a big brother.  He's had 
nothing but hugs and kisses for James ever 
since. 

The next day, John returned to the 
bedroom after helping Arien to move and 
found Fielding in his bed perched over 
baby James.  She had the broadest smile 

on her face.  
He knew 
she'd jump at the chance when he asked whether she wanted 
to hold the baby. 

Here's the welcoming crew.  Well, most of them.  
Fielding and Enoch slept in the next room since this was 
smack 
in the 
middle 
of the 
night.  
The 
party 
finally 
broke 

up after French toast around 4:30am 
in the morning. 
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Daddy gets a chance to hold the baby. 
The 

whole crew 
pitches in to get 
James into his 
first clothes. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Mary takes James' vital signs. 
Sage is a big sister again! 

Mom gets a chance to see baby 
James for the first time. 

The birth was an amazing experience 
for all.  Here is a picture of Sage just moments after James was born.  The room was just 

full of electricity!  Arien went into labor 
around 7pm (while shopping for linens) 
and the baby was born at 10:30pm on the 
dot.  We were all so proud of Arien for her 
courage and stamina.  What an amazing 
woman!!!  Arien was busy making last 
minute preparations right up to the last 
minute.  When she knew it was time she 
called the midwife and others to let them 
know 
the 

baby was coming.  In the pic below, Holly (our San 
Antonio midwife) is timing contractions while 
Brenda (a true friend who drove down from Austin) 
stands by for moral support.  Sage was able to be 
there for the birth and helped time contractions as 
well. 


