December 23, 2005
Greetings to all from the Storey/Rogers clan!
Once again, a year has slipped by while we weren’t looking, and now is the time to figure out where it went. Time seems to fly by when we look back over the last 12 months, and yet at other times it seems to stand still, particularly when one is sitting in Atlanta traffic on the way to yet another audition, game, or performance that is starting in five minutes. 
The year was marked by a number of milestones, both joyful and sorrowful. The year began on a sad note with the sudden passing of my mother, Marguerite Rogers.  On January 21, she went to bed and suffered a massive stroke and did not wake up.  If there is any good news about such a sad event, it is that she lived life to the fullest to the very end, and she went exactly the way she always said she wanted to go, which was without prolonged pain and suffering. The family was able to get there in time to be with her in her final moments, and we reconvened in June for a memorial service and a celebration of her life by her friends and extended family. The event included a video montage of her life, a poem read by her grandchildren Laura, Wes, and Derek, and a musical performance by the whole Storey/Rogers family band. Music was one of her greatest joys in life, and having all her Georgia grandchildren perform was a perfect way to honor that fondness. Her infectious smile and cheerful disposition is greatly missed by all of us.
As if one needs any more stark reminders of the march of time, in May yours truly hit the big Five-O, and discovered that entering the second half century of one’s life as the parent of a large clan of youngsters presents an ironic dichotomy. On the one hand, I am reliving my middle school years, trying to help my seventh graders with their homework by recalling basic concepts of algebra and language arts (which we used to call English Grammar, but that’s probably no longer PC). On the other, I am being beseeched with offers to become a charter member of the AARP, and recently I was offered the “Seniors Discount” for the first time at the grocery store by a twenty something checkout clerk. (My parsimony overcame my indignation when I calculated what the 5% discount amounted to on a week’s groceries.)  Unlike some guys who must assert their youth when they reach their 50th year, I did not engage in any extreme adventures like hang-gliding  off of Mt Kilimanjaro. I did, however, indulge my taste for classic rock and blues by getting a satellite radio, which in my book qualifies as taking a walk on the wild side. I can now listen to all the Creedence and Allman Brothers that I can stand. 
 Another milestone in our lives was achieved in August when Veda and I became “daytime empty nesters”. Our youngest, Ivy Catherine turned 4 this year, which means she gets to go to pre-K!! So, for the first time in twelve years, there’s not a single pitter patter of little feet in the house between 8 am and 3 pm. We can now actually get some work done! Of course, we now find time for long romantic walks in the morning and leisurely lunches at our favorite restaurants. (And if you believe that, please call me for some hot stock tips.)  Veda continues to teach her MBA and Phd. classes at all hours of the day or evening, as well as to occasionally jet off to exotic destinations like Las Vegas or Austria for conferences. I on the other hand, when not watching the Seniors Lifestyle Network or the Gardening Channel, continue to be involved in several boards of non-profit organizations (YMCA, Interfaith Outreach Home, the Lionheart School, Educator Support Network)) as well as being a partner in a new business venture in the on-line workplace health and wellness field. Stay tuned for further details. When not doing those things, I find myself producing videos for the above organizations as well as for every school concert and community theatre production our kids are involved in. Once you realize how many such productions these kids are a part of, you’ll understand why I’m quickly building a tape library that is approaching the size of Warner Bros. 
Having all the kids in school has made things simpler in general, but has complicated our lives in another way. They are now spread out between three different schools (the youngest two are in our local elementary school, the triplets are now in the county’s magnet school for gifted and over-, er- high-achievers, which is about ten miles away, and the twins are in a nearby middle school). With different starting times, we now have three schedules to manage and bus pick-ups going from 6:50 am to 8. And of course there are the inevitable trips to special events that are held in the evenings at each of the schools, which always seem to magically happen on the same night.  
Recently, the kids’ theatrical pursuits have helped us achieve new heights in the fine art of scheduling and transportation.  All the boys auditioned for “A Christmas Carol” which is being produced at two different venues, one in Roswell, a northern suburb, and one at the Woodruffe Arts Center, in downtown Atlanta. Brydan and Leith got into the one in Roswell, and Keenan got into the one downtown. Conveniently, the rehearsal schedules, as well as the shows, have nearly identical schedules.  With each production having over thirty performances, some matinees, and some evenings, we have found ourselves hoping for a breakthrough in the science of cloning so we can figure out how to be in three places at once. It has been a terrific experience for them, as they develop their acting skills, and a thrill for us to see Brydan nail the role of Ebenezer Scrooge as a forlorn little boy, and Leith and Keenan as two of the Cratchit kids. (They’ve also enjoyed the chance to hang out backstage with older, more seasoned veterans of the stage, who have been kind enough to teach them valuable life skills, such as a straight flush beats four-of-a- kind).  
Continuing along with the round-up of the stage and screen pursuits, Veda decided that if they’re going to get anywhere in this business, they needed an agent. So she signed then up with a local talent agency that does mostly commercials. A requirement of these types of places is good head shots, which has given Veda an opportunity to work on her skills both with the camera and with Photoshop. The agency likes to have lots of kids for their auditions, so we have been getting calls asking for “boys between 7 and 12 years old”, which means we can send pretty much everybody. It seems the agency likes one stop shopping, which is great for us. While none of them have gotten any jobs yet, they’ve made it to the final cut in some cases, and gotten some great experience in the process. 
The boys are most interested in doing film, and Corin managed to land a part in an independent film that was shot in April, in which he played the role of the main character as a young boy, who burns his house down with his just-deceased parents in it so they can be cremated, according to their wishes. He wanted to practice for the part at home, but I suggested he just use his imagination. I suppose playing a child arsonist is a step up from his last role, which was a dismembered corpse, but after a career so far exclusively in the film-noir genre, I’m afraid he’ll be typecast as a dysfunctional youngster,  and Lord knows what he’ll do if he ever gets a chance to play a normal, well-adjusted 10 year old kid.  
The year saw five of our six sons continue their pursuit to become the next boy band, as our basement has become cluttered with various electric and acoustic guitars, keyboards, as well as pulsating lights for that all-important nightclub effect.  Aidan has worked hard to develop his skills as a percussionist, and Keenan’s fingers can tear up the neck of his electric guitar. They sometimes let Leith accompany them on tambourine, but with the different egos and “creative control” issues, they all play together about as often as there’s a total eclipse of the sun. They had a number of opportunities to take their show on the road, with performances in variety shows at two elementary schools, as well as at a high school. They also performed at the graduation dinner for Veda’s MBA students, and at a local AIDS outreach program. And of course, they continued what is starting to become a tradition during our summer stay in PEI, by putting on an hour long concert at St. Andrew’s Church. The line-up consisted of a blend of pieces on the oboes, flutes and piano, followed by an upbeat selection of covers of songs by the Beatles, the Band, and others. Even Mom and Dad joined the act, with a flute and guitar duet, and accompanying the kids on “The Night They Drove Old Dixie Down”.  Of course, as the array of instruments grows, so does the volume of space required to transport them. So we are now the proud owners of a 10 foot cargo trailer that is attached to the back of our twenty foot van. I have now added the title of Roadie to my other job of Bus Driver. I’m told if I do a good job, someday I might get promoted to Sound Engineer. I must admit though, the trailer made the trip to PEI go quite smoothly, that is until we hit the Canadian border and the authorities wanted a complete inventory of all the musical instruments, including model and serial numbers. This little exercise was a welcome hour long addition to our ten hour drive that day.  At least no wheels fell off our truck this time. 
Our stay in PEI was as idyllic as ever, with lots of time for hanging out on the beach, paddling the kayaks and flying the kites. One activity that occupied all the males in the family for a good part of the time this summer was golf. In addition to frequent trips to the driving range and to some real golf courses, the boys turned the front field into a one-hole course with the help of Veda’s cousin George. It made for a great pitch and put practice hole, and countless hours were spent playing variations of “closest-to-the-pin” and “lowest strokes”, in addition to foraging for lost balls in the long grass by the road. A new favorite field trip is scouring the beach next to Brudenell Golf Course for lost balls. One day the kids came home with over 50, but I think they may have inadvertently wandered on to the driving range. One tradition that is sadly coming to an end is the annual visit to Rainbow Valley, which closed its gates for the last time this summer.  One ritual that continues however, is our regular trips to the hospital clinics, for X-rays of suspected fractured limbs. This time it was Leith, who hurt his back falling off a six foot high hay bale, but fortunately no serious damage was done. Corin and Keenan also needed weekly X-Rays of their feet, which seem to be in a perpetually injured state. 
We are doing some improvements over the winter to the third phase of  our summer home, otherwise known as the “Bag Barn” which should give us more room next summer. Its most likely use will probably be as a studio for the kids’ band, or possibly our own private emergency room.
The year’s most notable quote award goes to Keenan, who remarked, “How can Ivy Catherine be such a girly-girl when she has six brothers?” Sometimes it truly seems like Mars meets Venus in this place. Otherwise, how else would you explain her complaint: “Could I please have a new Barbie doll? All mine have the heads and arms and clothes ripped off!” Fortunately, she has proven to be more resilient than her dolls, and she has ALL the males in the house completely under her thumb.
They say a picture is worth a thousand words, so rather than subject you to another hundred thousand words, I’ll let you surf to www.gordonspics.photosite.com and browse through some albums of our activities over this past year. If you knew Marguerite, then you might also be interested in the video retrospective of her life that  I put together. You can find it at www.streamload.com/daddy7/margueriterogers.wmv (fast connection required).
So from our asylum to yours, everyone have a great holiday, and please keep in touch in 2006.

Happy Holidays!

Gordon, Veda, Keenan, Devon, Aidan, Corin, Brydan, Leith & Ivy Catherine
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