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One of the great things about writing a Christmas letter is that it makes us sit down and think about the 
things that have happened in our lives over the past year. Sometimes it’s hard to even remember—or it 
that just because I turned 60 this year and suddenly cannot seem to remember much of anything? 
 
Jim and I continue to enjoy our large family of four children, their spouses, and eight grandchildren. I 
kinda got the message that “eight is enough,” when all our kids gave me a grandmother’s ring for 
Christmas last year . . . with eight birthstones and no room for any more! 

 
� Caledonia “Callie” is the youngest grandchild, having 
just turned one, and her sisters Lilly (5) and Carrie (12) 
make up the family of our youngest daughter Sarah and 
her husband Brent. Sarah gave up trying to be a working 
mother of three active girls to stay at home with them 
and Brent continues to do well with AFLAC.�  
 

Our next oldest, Robbie, and his wife Andrea, have a daughter Trulie (5) and son 
James (4 this month). Trulie and her cousin Lilly started to “real” school this fall. 

This is a photo of them at the family bus stop after they got 
off the bus the first day, along with their other cousins and 
� siblings; it was so cute.  
 
The next oldest is Amy. She’s still working hard, both at her job and at being the 
best aunt in the world, but, believe it or not, Mike getting laid off from his 
insurance adjusting job was the best thing that has happened to our family. Strange, 
but true. His unique abilities and training have allowed him to spend the months 
since Hurricane Ike in Galveston, dealing with the insurance agents and 
contractors, fixing the house there; it had about 2 foot of water in it, but the worst 
part was probably the mold, since there were no utilities and nobody could get on 
the island for about 12 days. 

 
My father died of Parkinson’s and lung cancer near the end of August (age 81) and he 
requested I scatter his ashes into the Gulf of Mexico off the bow of his favorite fishing 
boat at sunset. I still believe those ashes of his had something to do with brewing up that 
hurricane and sending it in for a direct hit on the island where he’d lived for so long . . . 



kind of ensuring that everybody there would remember him! So his house was immediately on the market 
and had two potential buyers for an entire two weeks—before Ike blew in.  
 
Besides the Galveston house, Mike is the head honcho on three houses our corporation built in Benton in 
a new sub-division (obviously right before the economy crashed). With his skills, Mike is able to oversee 
the completion of all the details, keep them up, pay the bills on them, and deal with the realtor to try to 
sell them. I hope to god Mike doesn’t get a “real” job anytime soon because the next project I’m sending 
him on it to oversee the renovation of the Houston condo—we have to get all the furniture out for painting 
and carpeting and new blinds, since none have been replaced in 12–15 years! 
 
Our oldest son JD and his wife Carmen keep busy with their three kids: Jeff 
(15, and yes, he’s a typical teenager), Amber (11, a beautiful girl who does 
well in school and helping out at home with her little brother), and Jase (age 4, 
who is fearless and into absolutely everything).�  
 
Jim and I had two vacations this year: one planned and one unplanned. The 
first was when my brother and his wife Olga invited us to accompany them on 
a one-week Alaskan cruise. It was fabulous and I could take up five pages 
telling you about it. Let’s just say I took over 700 photos! 
 

Our second vacation was when Jim was at his farm in Texas when 
Hurricane Ike was approaching. Well, I didn’t want to be stuck in Galveston 
OR Houston, where I was working on my father’s probate, so I drove up to 
Jim’s farm. It turned out I stayed for twelve days before I could make sure I 
had a place to return to and that there was electricity and other services. We 
really enjoyed the time together, especially at his farm, which is not only 
beautiful (in a Texas sort of way), but is so quiet and peaceful. We did a lot 
of porch setting, especially watching beautiful sunrises, sunsets, and 

shooting stars.�  
 
 
I just love old Texas men: is this not just the perfect 
example of those old types? This is Jim’s long time 
friend and neighbor, G. W. Parrish. And his fabulous 
pickup, which still runs just fine, thank you ma’am. 
 
 
And then there is the couple whose hobby is catching wild 
pigs from the countryside there in Hamilton County. They 
caught over 100 of them off Jim’s place alone this 

year. These aren’t naturally wild pigs; they’re pigs that escaped from farms over 
the years (or were let go when pigs weren’t profitable), and now they’ve 
multiplied like rabbits, causing a lot of damage to crops, croplands, and fences. 
They ain’t pretty and they ain’t too polite either. While I was taking photos, they 
would charge me! 
 
Oh, and Ike wasn’t the only hurricane in our lives this year. The one before it, 
Hurricane Gustav, hit shore, was downgraded, but then took a waltz through our 



land in Arkansas. We sure had some bad flooding and lots of trees 
down on our place. I’ve still got a 100-year-old red oak turned over 
right in my front yard. 
 
It’s a wonder that tree lived as long as it did anyway; when you look 
at the uprooted ball, there’s very little soil—only rocks. 
 
I’m always unhappy to lose a good tree, but this took out a corner of a flower bed and had been my main 
shade for my living room/office. It’s already too sunny when I work at my desk and will certainly be 
much too warm this summer. 
 

At least, though, the grandkids are having fun playing on it! That’s 
Robbie, James, Trulie, PaPa (Jim) and dogs. I think I’ll leave the tree 
there for a while so the grandkids can run up and down it, scaring their 
parents to death . . . since I can vividly remember all of our kids 
climbing up trees and on top of things and scaring Jimmy and I to bits 
when they were kids. As the saying goes, “They’re paying for their 
raising.” 
 
So we had good stuff and bad stuff happen this year. Nonetheless, I’m 

incredibly grateful each and every day to have all my family safe and sound, and that we live, all together, 
in such a wonderful place. I can’t resist showing you a couple of photos of the farm 
this year. 
  
� We now have a total of 13 head of cattle now. 
 
 

  
Our Annual Frozen Daffodil Festival�  
 
 

 
 
 

 
The kids love the pool: Lilly,  
Trulie, and James 
�  

 

� Fall at the Circle Y: Early 
Morning Sun: Reflections of 
trees on pond. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

We wish you and yours a Merry Christmas and a joyous 2009. 
May you and all your loved ones be safe and prosper. 

Best regards, Carolyn and Jim 


