Mike & Jane's
Annual Report

“Happiness... Good God — Unh!

I got p/enty 0_7[

Would you believe, I got peace of mind
And I'll be groovin’ at Christmas time”

— James Brown

This time of year, ioolzing' at the world
tilroug’ii the eyes of a one- and a tiiree-year-ol(],
gives us quite a different perspective. For one
tiiing' ) everyl;ociy looks reaily tall. For anotiler,
having’ a guy in a Santa suit puii up next to you
at a traffic 1ig’11t provi(i,es a thrill that lasts for
weeks. Alt}loug'h llaving' to expiain about Santa
g‘uzziing’ a bottle of Ripple does get a little
(iicey. No wonder he’s such a “joliy old elf.”

Maggie and David are Way Too Much Fun,
and spout nauseating’ly cute sayings on a daiiy
basis, which will not be repeate(i here. . . .
You're welcome. OK, OK, just one: Upon laeing’
informed that Mike's youngest sister would be
visiting, Maggie announced: “I love Trisl'iy and
Trishy loves me. And if this dress could get
])ig'g'er, and l)ig’g’er, and Ligg'er ... I would let
her wear it.” This is a g’ood illustration of her
fundamental priorities, which revolve around
clothes and hair bows, aithoug’h anyt}ling'

Disney-reiated runs a close second.

Maggie's grown into quite the young 1a(i,y,
who thrives on iloi(iing' nig'}ltiy tea parties.
Sometimes Jane and Mike get so much preten(i
caffeine in the evenings that we have to preten(i
to be up all nig’ilt. She lzeeps trying to convince

er parents to convert her wardrobe into an all-
pinlz motif, rig’ilt down to the socks and under-
wear. We fig'ure Maggie has a i)rig'ht future
going door-to-door for Mary Kay. Her other
pursuits are exercising her extensive imagina-
tion, singing, and (iancing’. She now wears
g’iasses (except when she takes them off com-
plaining’ of “swollen eyelasiles") which makes
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her look smarter than her parents. Which is
prol)al)iy true alrea(i,y.

David, otherwise known as Mr. Trouble or
The One Man Wrecking Crew, is a sturdy little
guy, who celebrated his first Lirtil(lay on March
16 l)y distrii)uting' his ]oirtii(iay cake to everyone
and everytiling' in sig’ilt. Our kitchen floor is
still sticlzy. He started Walizing’ some time
before that, and immediately commenced his
Life's Quest, that l)eing' to dismantle everything’
within reach. Those items which do not have
separate parts are convenientiy broken into
those that do. He can take Maggie two falls out
of tilree, and reg’uiariy careens around the back
patio on his little piastic car at spee(is excee(iing'
the ieg'al limit. So far, he's stu]o]oorniy refusing’
to tallz, mostly because he's found that grunting
and pointing gets him what he wants. What the
heck — it worked for Mike when c],ating’ Jane.

We discovered early this year that David has
asthma, thoug’h we initialiy mistook it for him
iiyperventilating' over some especialiy cool Hot
Wheels. This has compiicate(i our lives a bit, as
we have to do (i,aily lareatiling’ treatments and
often administer horri]oie-tasting’ medications.
Fortunately, althoug‘il we have had several close
calls, we and our pediatrician have been able to
lzeep him out of the ilospital so far. Or mayl)e
it is because Dr. Porter knows the Big Guy all

too weli, and fears for the g‘enerai safety of
Richardson Medical Center.

Jane got a promotion this year, so that she
is queen of the Interstate Batteries video de-
partment in addition to her existing duties of
proc],ucing' printed communications materials.
She now gets to order her friends around at
work, but so far has refrained from having her
minions piclz up our (iry cleaning’. She was
disappointe(i to discover that her new role as



“Webmistress” of her company’s home page
(http://WWW.interstate]oatteries.com) did not
involve any leather attire or whips, but has
manag’e(l to reconcile herself to dealing’ with the
Information Farm-to-Market-Road on a daily
She reached at
“jlzoeneclze@interstate])atteries.com" . For what
it’s WOI't}l, Mike’s
“mkoenecke@dfwmm.net”. We

basis. can be
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getting e-mail, especially when it is unrelated to

“Make Money Fast Leg’ally.”

e-mail

Maggie's third Lirtll(lay on July 3 turned
into kind of a two-weelz-long’ extravaganza of
sorts, with a party at home for her Dallas
friends and another up in Appleton with her
cousins. We even attended a small-town parade
fortuitously held in her honor the day after the
Lig day, with tireworlzs, laan(],s, and crowds
galore. She figures all the hullabaloo surround-
ing her lairtllday, or the day after to be exact, is
justly deserved.

This year, Mike has had a few peculiar car
troubles with his 1991 Grand Prix. Altlloug’ll
most of the time it is a wonderful and fun car,
on occasion the g’remlins inllal)iting' the mani-
fold get a little too trislzy and break a 59¢ part
that costs $300 in labor to get to. It also fell
prey to the Great June Windstorm, which
deposited a tree branch tln'oug'll the back win-
dow during’ a rug’]oy tournament.

Spealzing’ of rug'l)y, Mike is still not yet
convinced that he is too old to play, altlloug’l'l a
recent knee injury, which has lzept him
sidelined for two months so tar, has made him

think a bit.

There have not been any particularly spec-
tacular llappening’s in Mike's law practice, and
the rumors about him plea-l)arg'aining' Michael
Irvin are all false. Since he spen(],s half his time
on computer technical support to tamily,
triends, and clients, he felt entitled tinally to
upg’rade his office machine to a hunka-hunka
burnin’ computer with a RAM capacity of more
than three times the size of the hard drive on

his first 286. Now Windows 95 crashes twice as
fast as it used to, which lzeeps him happy ce
at least until his computer is obsolete again.
Whoops — there it went . . .

As far as home life goes, it seems like one
constant 1osing’ battle against the forces of
entropy. In tact, a CNN photog’rap}ler stopped
13y the other c],ay; he had missed his ﬂig‘llt to
Bosnia and needed some comparable footage
for that nig‘lﬁ's report. The restaurants we
patronize all consider an essential part of the
dining’ experience to be a room filled with
plastic balls. We also understand that some
tairly decent grown-up movies have been pro-
duced within the past three years, but couldn’t

say so from personal experience.

There have not been any major changes to
the homestead, aside from a new fort/ swing set
assembled with lots of beer and swearing, a
couple of ceiling’ fans on the patio put in via a
similar process, and llaving’ Mike's g’reat-g’rand-
mother’s wind-up Victrola prou(ﬂy installed in
our 1iving' room. We are pleased to say that,
come the next great power ]olaclzout, we'll be
the only ones in our neig’lll)orllood grooving to
Tunes. Mike spent a month stripping and
retinishing’ the tlling’ , and getting it in worlzing’
order, all so we could listen to old Italian opera
and children’s records.

We are sorry to have to report that all was
not lollipops and roses near the ]oeg'inning’ of
the year. On January 15, Jane's beloved Green
Bay P ackers lost to Dallas in the NFC Champi-
onsllip game. After that, every time Jane saw a
blue star on a gray l)aclzg'roun(l, she would start
bing‘ing’ on cheese curds and bratwurst and
muttering “O, Yah” a lot. Fortunately, the
prol)lem was solved when Mike ag’ree(], to take
down all those Cowt)oys Cheerleaders calendars
poste(], all over the house. And to stop calling’
David “Bubba.”

Actually, in spite of the exasperation that
goes hand in hand with llaving’ little children

around (not to mention three small dog's with



the cumulative intellig’ence of a tree), we do
know how astonishing’ly fortunate we are to
have the wonderful family and friends we do.
Come visit sometime. We hope all have the
merriest of Christmas seasons, and look for-

ward to hearing’ from y’aﬂ soon.

Mike & Jane



