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December 21, 2010

It occurred to me as I wrote the date on this letter, that today happens to be the shortest day of the year. This, in itself, is not earthshaking news. However, are you also aware that with the lunar eclipse that took place in the early morning hours of today, that the last time a lunar eclipse took place on the winter solstice was almost 5 centuries ago? Now I’m sure you’re asking yourself what this has to do with a Christmas letter, but if you happen to be a Wiccan or other neo-pagan religious adherent, you are probably regarding this as a disturbing omen. I’m quite sure it will have a major effect on the direction of the stock market in 2011, which will most definitely go down (or up, or not). You heard it here first. 

Regarding more terrestrial matters, life in the Storey-Rogers household continues to be lived at a somewhat frenzied pace, interspersed with random periods of relative tranquility. With the two oldest ones able to drive themselves here and there, and the increasing demands of social and sports engagements, we are seeing less and less of Keenan and Devon. I suppose this is helping us to prepare for their imminent departure to places of higher learning next year. (More on that shortly.)

The past year has been a particularly active one in the performing arts department. In the spring, Leith, who’s now in 7th grade, was in his middle school’s production of The Music Man, and he is currently rehearsing for the role of Willy Wonka, for the school’s spring production of that standard. He was also in our church’s production of Into the Woods, a Stephen Sondheim musical adaptation of several Brothers Grimm fairy tales. He played the Baker.  Devon was in the show as well – he’s the tall one in the tux, and also the deranged old white haired guy with the long nose, if you’re browsing the pictures on my Facebook page: (http://www.facebook.com/album.php?aid=184126&id=701296511#!/photos.php?id=701296511)

Over the summer, the triplets took their Irish music trio on the road (in PEI), having moved up from playing wherever they could find a free patch of park, to getting invited to playing regular weekly gigs at two popular Charlottetown tourist spots, the Farmers Market and Peakes Quay (for (Loonies and Toonies). They managed to come close to rubbing shoulders with the celebrity set, as they found themselves performing next to the stage where the morning show “Live with Regis and Kelly” was taping a week of shows. For those of you who have never been to the island, and would like to see it through the eyes of a couple of American talk show hosts, have a peek at the clip here: http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iUqHImfmppY . It will quickly become apparent that this whole production was a master stroke by PEI Tourism to promote the island. We’ll see next summer if the effort paid off. For the record, the weather on the island this past summer was probably the best it’s been in ten years. Our “Ceili Kids” got a nice article on them in the island paper, The Guardian:  http://www.theguardian.pe.ca/Arts/Entertainment/2010-07-29/article-1629045/For-the-love-of-Irish-/1
The final performance of the summer was our annual benefit concert at St. Andrews United Church, which featured an array of musical genres, including classical, rock, ragtime, dance, Celtic, and for the first time this year, an a cappella segment. The boys started doing this style thanks to our good friends Betty and Bob Chambless, who spent a week visiting us from Atlanta. Bob is a retired church choir director, so he was able to make those boys sing!  http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=AKqbMyBLo5s
As soon as we arrived back in Atlanta, it was time for Keenan and Devon to jump right into rehearsing for our church’s production of “Footloose!”, with Devon playing the role of the Kevin Bacon character (Ren) and Keenan doing his sidekick, Willard. They had a great time, but there was some doubt whether Keenan would be able to finish the run. That’s because two weeks before the show opened, he broke his collarbone (playing his first ever official game of hockey), which forced him to restrict his movement, and keep his arm in a sling. He recovered enough by opening night, although he couldn’t quite manage to lift his partner over his head in the big dance sequences. (http://www.facebook.com/album.php?aid=235908&id=701296511 for some pictures.)
Yes, Keenan has definitely been bitten by the hockey bug. Last Christmas he asked for a hockey stick (they've gotten a little pricier since we were kids). For his 17th birthday in July, all he wanted was a pair of skates. Two developments provide unequivocal proof of this passion: one is the fact that he gets up twice a week at 4:30 am to drive himself to the hockey arena 10 miles away to practice with his team. (The last time I can remember him waking up at that hour, he was crying for his bottle) The other is that after six weeks on the injured list with the broken collarbone, he got back on the ice and started playing with the resolve of a guy making up for lost time. Everyday after school, he comes home, straps on his in-line skates, and goes out on the sport-court and practices shooting. In the evening, he hunts around the web until he finds the feed of the game he wants to watch.  (Who needs cable?) He also goes to every Thrashers game he can scrounge tickets for. 

Also under the performing arts category, we got a surprise about a month ago when the Alliance Theater called and invited Ivy Catherine to join the cast of A Christmas Carol, thus affording her the opportunity to continue the tradition set by her brothers Keenan, and Brydan, who both did the show for a couple of years when they were younger. She’s enjoyed the whole experience of playing an impoverished Cratchit kid immensely, overcoming any concerns her parents had about juggling school and other activities while doing about 40 performances during the month of December, including many during the school day. You can see how elaborate the costumes are in these pictures I took: http://www.facebook.com/album.php?aid=247242&id=701296511
The other show that’s on its way to becoming a tradition is the Celtic Christmas Concert at Emory University, which features the Atlanta Junior Ceili band, along with some incredible talent, this year including Moya Brennan of Irish music’s Clannad ensemble. We managed to get some video of the kids’ band doing the prelude, which you can watch here: (Corin is in the forefront on flute and tin whistle, and Brydan is off camera on keyboards.) http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=b5yFgynPFP8
Aidan was missing from this year’s show because he was engaged in activity that he has become increasingly passionate about (obsessed with?) – the drum and bugle corps, of all things. We had no idea when he started out in his freshman year as a quad player in the high school marching band that he would become so engrossed in the world of brass and percussion. While he went with his brothers to the University of Georgia’s summer band camp in June, he begged us to go back for a second week, for the marching band camp. In August he went on a 10-hour car ride to watch the national championship for Drum Corps International in Indianapolis. And he spent 2 weekends in December sleeping on high school gym floors to participate in auditions for the Spirit of Atlanta summer program. You can catch a glimpse of him in this Spirit promotional video: http://www.youtube.com/spiritdrumcorps  (2:17 and 3:09 for a few seconds). All Aidan asks for at Christmas and birthdays are DVDs of Drum Corps competitions and drumming accessories. No one really complains about this passion, except maybe Devon, who shares a room with him and must put up with the constant (incessant?) tapping.  
Next up in the performing arts department is a production of Bye Bye Birdie. Keenan, Corin, Brydan, and Aidan will begin rehearsing in January. More singing and dancing no doubt. Devon did not audition, as he’s busy playing basketball for his high school team, and he’s jumping just a little bit higher since last week when he found out he was accepted to Georgia Tech for next year.  

A stark reminder of the change that’s about to come arrived in the mail recently; that is, the proofs of Keenan and Devon’s graduation pictures. The whole college visit/application/waiting game has been less stressful than we expected, since Devon got accepted into his first choice (Tech) and his second, (UGA), while Keenan has been accepted into Auburn (Go Tigers!) and is working on his application to UGA, and is waiting to hear from several other schools. Devon seems to be leaning towards an engineering program, while Keenan is interested in sports medicine, with the emphasis on the sports.  Given his experience in that department, I think it’s a wise choice, and my only advice to him is to read Luke 4:23 - “Physician, Heal thyself”. 

In between schlepping kids around, or watching their shows or games, we make a concerted effort to be productive members of society. Veda continues to teach in various MBA programs at Georgia State University, with an increasing amount of it done online. She also manages to get away occasionally to conferences, where she takes advantage of the time to converse with other adults for longer than 45 seconds, and to enjoy a dinner that wasn’t reheated in the microwave oven. (This fall she went to Vancouver and St. Louis).  This week, she is teaching about 50 executives in Cairo and Alexandria, fortunately, it is online. In October, I finished up a year as head of the Atlanta Technology Angels, and then mover over to become a mentor of Georgia Tech’s Advanced Technology Development Center. In this role, I have the opportunity to work with startups primarily in the fields of educational technology gaming, and digital media, areas where innovation is occurring at a dizzying pace. Somewhere in the dozens of startups I work with there has to be the next Facebook or Google, or that is what I keep telling myself . . . 
About this point in our chronicles, I usually leave enough space for Veda to include some of the more memorable quotes from various family members throughout the year….

Leith: I don't know how Dad does it ... takes such bad care of his phone. Just look at how dirty the case is.

 

Keenan (graduation picture): Mine looks good doesn't it Mom? Because if I get famous, that's the one they use (from the yearbook).
Devon (graduation picture): I was having a bad hair day

IC to Leith: You need to be nicer.  Leith to IC: I am nice enough already.
Leith: I hope Dad didn't embarrass me, but he probably did. [Gordon was sitting beside the mother of Leith’s girlfriend at a school band concert.] 
 

Keenan: We can leave on time for school today. Devon is not here.

IC: When my brothers leave home, I am going to have a room for my clothes ... and also a room for my shoes.

Keenan: Isn't it time for Dad to have a mid-life crisis and buy a red corvette or something? What is a mid-life crisis anyway?

I don't need a corvette. 
Keenan: You can still do the red corvette look, Mom.
Leith:  Talking on the phone is just stupid. Texting is short . . . and sweet.

 

Aidan:  Now we are in the recognizable part of Charlottetown.

 

Brydan:  No Mom, you are not going to start borrowing money from me already.

 

Devon:  Mom, just don't do my laundry. I'm 17! 
[You might need to re-read, but, yes, the quote is accurate.]

Keenan:  Who are you dressed up as? The tooth fairy?
Keenan:  Ivy Catherine told me I was immature so I tickled her.
Gordon: I wasn’t sure of the proper etiquette when your son’s girlfriend asks to be your friend on Facebook.

Leith: You mean you mark exams, Mom like a real teacher? Are you the kind that no one likes?

 

Brydan played three pianos before 7:30 a.m. (same song).

 

Devon: I got it! I just sang a hi B flat!

Our family sense of sharing socks: 
Brydan:  Ivy Catherine, that's just the first time I've worn your socks.
Keenan:   Brydan, those are my socks, take them off!
Corin:  Mom, I know this is going in one ear and out the other, but I don't appreciate it when you wear my socks.

Devon: I just got accepted to Georgia Tech! [Explanation mark does not do this justice at all. As well, it is hard to describe a 6’5.5” Grade 12 student dancing around our small family room in hysterics.] 

Dad - look at the cockroach (climbing the wall).
I feel like I am at Chamblee High School.

Gordon: Yes I know it (the Internet) is down, but right now I am trying to find the
world's largest cockroach.

Upon arrival home the first day of school:

Devon -- hello
Corin -- Hello
Keenan -- I quit
Brydan -- I have an announcement to make.  I'm dropping out of school
[Aidan was at drumline practice.]
Obviously, there was a little lack of enthusiasm for school that day.

Mom, just think before you speak. You don't know what you say.
How did it go Keenan (at Vacation Bible School)?
Great. Those little kids are awesome - except the one who scraped me.

IC:  Devon, do you have a girlfriend?

Devon:  Ivy Catherine!

IC:  I think I shouldn’t have asked that question.

IC: He needs to go to reform school – no that is for dogs!

All the best in 2011.

Gordon: garogers@bellsouth.net
Veda:   vstorey@bellsouth.net
Keenan, Devon, Aidan, Corin, Brydan, Leith, and Ivy Catherine

