December 23, 2008.

Seasons Greetings from the Storey-Rogers household.

As we reach the end of another year, and I find myself trying to recall where it went, I tend to leaf back through our giant “At-a-Glance” wall calendar. As I scroll through the months, it reminds me of those big wall charts they had in the old WWII movies about the invasion of Normandy, covered in color coded bars and cryptic codes and the like. Only instead of items like “Squadron 403 Omaha 0200hrs”, ours includes such phrases as “ABC BandFest”, “Ksoccer 2Y”, “TOTS HSM2Aud” and 
“Otto, Jazz IC-Choir”. These mysterious terms occupy virtually every single day of the calendar, up to June 9, when it becomes abruptly blank until August. This corresponds to the period when we migrate north to PEI, to recover and catch our breath from the other 10 months of the year.  In an effort to shift some of the responsibility of planning and organizing their activities to the kids, we have established an edict: “If you don’t write it on the calendar, don’t expect us to remember it”. This has resulted in all sorts of high priority notations, such as “Sleepover at Ty’s” “Leith’s Birthday” and “Patriots Game on TV”.  These engagements are typically scrawled in the most fluorescent colors made by Sharpie, and often obscure the more mundane items, such as  “Corin – 2nd X-ray” or “Violin lesson”.  Upon reflection, it occurs to me that the At-a-Glance Calendar company clearly did not design their large format wall calendar with a family of seven over-scheduled kids in mind.

You might conclude from this that our household is totally paper based for its planning and organization, but as parents of seven “Net-Gen” kids, we find ourselves surrounded by gadgets and gizmos, all of which are deemed essential to life for today’s teens and tweens. At last count, there were seven PCs on the home network, a few iTouches, countless iPods, three cell phones, and a couple of other wireless doohickeys that look like they belong on the space shuttle. I used to gripe that I spent so much time doing tech support that I had earned my own Geek Squad shirt. So I had been prodding the kids to take more responsibility in diagnosing and resolving their computer support problems, like changing the printer cartridge (which mysteriously runs dry the night before a major project is due, the grade of which is apparently directly correlated with the number of colors displayed in the report). But I questioned this approach one day when I realized how far they had taken this “initiative” thing. Brydan and Aidan had set up their new computer (bought with their own savings) in a large closet in their room, and had taken it upon themselves to run the necessary Ethernet cable from the router in my office, through the ceiling panels, to their new PC, “to save me the trouble”. I think I’ll see if there’s a Geek Squad Junior program they can sign up for. They could help other befuddled parents figure out how to break their PC’s password protection and hack through firewalls and the like.  However, they have applied their technology prowess to making one important aspect of Mom and Dad’s life easier. A couple of weeks ago, we each received emails from our obliging elves, containing itemized Christmas wish lists. But instead of a boring list of things they wanted, each item was accompanied by a clickable URL directing the hapless parent to the website where it could be purchased online, ready for deposit into the shopping cart, which had conveniently been started for us. Maybe next year I could just open Paypal accounts for them and let them do it all themselves. 

One episode over the summer, however, served as a lesson for Brydan that you don’t always get what you expect online. After scouring the web for just the right cable to connect two of his gadgets, he located it at an EBay seller based in the UK, and ordered it to be delivered to our place in PEI. A week later, a package from the merchant arrived, containing, not said cable, but instead, a bottle of grapefruit seed extract! After several hours on the line with the UK merchant (courtesy of Skype) we determined that the problem occurred during the inspection process at Canada customs, who apparently are better at inspecting contents of imported packages than they are at replacing them in the correctly addressed envelopes. Brydan, now healthier, but jaded, restricts his EBay transactions to US merchants.

Still under the heading of the online world, Veda decided it was time to get serious about a family website, so after growing impatient waiting for me to get something working, she took it upon herself to build it herself. Hey, who says a CIS professor can’t learn to write HTML code? After all, she did her PhD in database design, back in the days when the Internet was still a gleam in Al Gore’s eye. The results of her efforts can be found at www.sevenstoreys.com. One link that is worth a click is the one to YouTube that shows Keenan and Leith doing a mean Blues Brothers send-up, which they were hired to do for a birthday party. And while you’re on YouTube, if you’re tired of watching cats dancing on pianos, you can check out the rest of the ones I posted (www.youtube.com/daddypei) --  you’ll be treated to excerpts of the various performances the kids have done over the past year. 

Our summer in PEI saw our usual favorite activities – kayaking, soccer and golf in the front field, hunting hermit crabs on Uncle John’s shore, Ivy Catherine playing with her cousins Meg and Larissa, and our annual concert (and of course, surfing the web for the best deals on electronics) This year also saw the boys engage in a new adventure: camping. We discovered that there aren’t a lot of tents that will comfortably sleep eight (Veda somehow always seemed to be too busy to join us), so I decided to get one that holds six, and take them out in shifts. I discovered that they don’t make tents like they did back when I was a Boy Scout (i.e., when we made them out of animal skins and way before campsites had cable hook-ups). We had to return three or four of them to the store, after they either leaked or blew down in the face of a strong gust of wind. These mishaps did not however dampen the boys’ enthusiasm for experiencing the whole camping thing (building campfires/bonfires topped the list of favorite things).

Joyce, Veda’s sister spent the summer on PEI. There is a genetic predisposition among the Storey sisters that if two of them are together for more than a day, a production of some kind must ensue. This summer’s presentation was a musical, “Swingin’ Samson,” that was directed by Joyce and included the seven Storey/Rogers kids, along with a few other kids to fill in the female roles. 

 And now for the annual report on the state of health care in the Storey/Rogers nation:

 Both Keenan and Devon fractured their thumbs on the same day this summer – one on the right hand, the other on his left hand, bringing new meaning to the characteristic of primates known as “opposable thumbs”. The Doctor just said “twins, thumbs, …” and shook his head.  Keenan also busted his mouth when it got accidentally hit with a frying pan whilst cleaning up the kitchen on Father’s Day. (Not by Dad) Corin cut his foot two days before we left, but we had the rest of the antibiotics from last year, so we were fine. We have now reached the point where we have a parallel set of doctors, dentists, and yes, even orthodontists while we’re in PEI, since we seem to use more of the Canadian health care system than the American one. There appears to be a strong correlation between the amount of free time they have and the incidence of injuries: they both show a sharp upward spike in the summertime. 

Devon and Keenan both acquired their learner’s permits in the fall and have quickly realized that they’d rather learn to drive on P.E.I. than the streets of Atlanta. The only major hazards they were likely to encounter cruising around the back roads of PEI were cows and tractors. 

Falling under the category of “What were we thinking?” we managed to squeeze in five shows this fall. To start things off, Devon and Keenan were in Les Miserable at the Fox Theatre. Being the tallest on the stage, Devon got to stand straight and tall on a balcony as a soldier. Keenan, in contrast, got to take a bullet in front of the barricade. In what can only be described the world’s most extreme character transformation, Devon had to leave the barricades of 19th century Paris behind and don a basketball uniform for a part in Disney’s High School Musical 2, also at the Fox,. Meanwhile, Keenan played Dickon in Secret Garden. Then came the annual Christmas Carol production. Brydan was again a Cratchit kid and Turkey Boy at the Alliance Theatre while Leith and Ivy Catherine took to the stage at the Rosewater Theater’s production of A Christmas Carol. Leith played Young Ebenezer Scrooge and Peter Cratchit. Ivy Catherine was Young Fan and Want. She took great delight in all the costume changes and make-up sessions. Once again, there was the inevitable confluence of performances, basketball games, and school band concerts that necessitates the annual appeal to St. Jude, the Patron Saint of Hopeless and Desperate Causes. 

Veda always jots down notable quotes of the year, and here is a selection:

Devon’s response to the question: “How are you enjoying being in a show without Keenan?”   --- “A little too much!”

Ivy Catherine, after being passed over for a part in a play: “I wish this were a dream. But, if it were a dream, it would be a nightmare. My career is over!” 

Brydan, lamenting on school: “I wish the teachers would just …. Think differently.” 

Veda had her usual academic conferences, in Barcelona in October and Paris in December. The academic stimulation always coincides with countless concerts, spontaneous auditions, teacher interviews, or just simply any inconvenience that could pop up for Dad to deal with. For my part, I have devoted an increasing amount of time over the past year to “angel funding”; not the divine kind, rather it’s helping technology startup companies in the online education and gaming worlds find capital to get their companies started. The onset of the global economic meltdown has made venture capital only slightly harder to find than a grownup Chinese gymnast, but I have discovered that if you turn over enough rocks, you will eventually find the gold. One company that I’ve been helping, and I’m quite proud of, aims to teach kids social responsibility using online games. It’s called www.ElfIsland.com, and I’d encourage anyone with pre-teen kids to let them give it a try (and let me know what you think – it’s still in beta and will launch in January). Also on the do-good front, I launched a non-profit of my own this year, called Connect2Books, which aims to promote literacy among disadvantaged youth. You can check out my blog at www.kindlesforkids.wordpress.com .

In summary, the children are doing well. 

Keenan – still likes his soccer and wants to make varsity.  He describes himself as being “worn out” after a practice with the varsity guys. He’s become a big Patriot fan with calendar markings such as “game today, Keenan is watching.” 

Devon – passing 6’3” he is quite tall now.  He’s looking forward to completing his German studies this year and wants to take statistics next year. 

Brydan – has warned his mother that he is “going all out for school next year and will be studying all of the time.”  He wants to get into a good university! He personifies the stereotypical tech wizard; as proof, when I was his age if we were good, our parents might let us have an extra hour of TV. His preferred reward is an extra hour of Wi-fi.

Corin – continues to study his music and  has a very good memory, which he describes as “my photographic memory is useful to me.” Yet he still can’t seem to remember to tie his shoelaces before leaving in the morning. 

Leith – has been enjoying being part of the graduating class of his school and the responsibility (and bright orange belt) that goes with being a bus patrol.

Ivy Catherine – loves clothes and spends hours “teaching” her dolls and entertaining herself drawing, singing, and dancing. 

Aidan – loves playing basketball, and is on top of the world since he won first chair in a multi-state band festival held recently at UGA in Athens. Has mastered the art of managing half a dozen simultaneous G-Mail chat sessions, ostensibly for help doing homework.

Please keep in touch and have a safe and Happy New Year. Veda, Gordon and the gang.
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