
2009 ~  The Year of Near-Death Experiences... 

It started with the computer that hated us.  Despite our greatest efforts to 

salvage the pieces, we finally succumbed to building a new computer and 

the nightmare that comes with it.  It’s like starting your entire 

technological life over.  Humbling.  Amidst the carnage, we ended the 

legacy of pirated software; Microsoft finally got their golden dime out of 

us.  (Near-death #1)  Does that make us patriots, or traitors? 

From there, we embarked on a jungle fowl adventure that would 

chase us through the rest of the year, and probably the rest of our 

lives.  When they were little we would carefully take our tiny 

chickies outside into the green grass, to explore and play.  They were 

so cute and innocent.  One dark day, we scooped them out of their 

outdoor playpen to bring them inside, and two minutes later a gale-

force wind howled out of the west and brought three giant trees 

down from our woods.  All three landed on said chicken pen, missing our 

house, deck and propane tank by mere millimeters, and us by mere minutes.  (Near-death #2) 

The demise of their borrowed pen brought a greater sense of urgency to the need for a 

permanent residence for our wild jungle fowl, as the kitchen just wasn’t going to 

work out much longer.  We began the coop.  It took us the summer, and most of the 

fall, and while the chickens now greatly enjoy their gorgeous digs, we have finally 

come to terms with the fact that construction projects are not a marriage-building 

activity for us.  What didn’t kill us may not have made us stronger, but it did teach us 

what things to never attempt as joint ventures again.  (Near-death... nevermind) 

The kids have since learned to hunt down eggs laid in secret hen hideouts, to steer clear of 

Dad when he’s working with Mom, and to not leave the house without a ‘rooster stick’ for 

self defense... our cute little chickies have grown up and developed their own sense of self-

worth.  Their worth may meet the stewpot if it does not find its 

proper place soon.  The upshot is that we are swimming in eggs... 

quite the productive bunch we’ve got.  

Somewhere in the midst of the chicken undertaking, we found the 

time to enjoy life a little bit.  We set off on a few canoe trips, most 

of which were relaxing and invigorating, but not without 

cost.  In July, on our only kid-free trip, we met 

the power of the river when it dumped us 

hard, and tried mightily to take our 

lives.  Thanks to some great canoe comrades (who, incidentally, 

dumped in 2 inches of water only 3 hours beforehand), the Red Cedar took 

only our pride and a hefty pricetag’s worth of electronics.  Anyone 

finding our GPS, please ship it back home to us.  Thank God the kids 

weren’t with us. 

Camping seemed less risky, so we did quite a bit of that this year as well, but it 

turns out frightening things are around every corner.  The Rindy campout, at Coon 

Forks this year, brought with it the life scarring of all the kids and their cousins having to watch 

Grandpa dress like a teenager with his pants around his knees (what is that anyway?).  Ah, memories.  

Our Smokies trip was a bit less delicate, but Emily did manage to kick up a very long snake, and we were 

nearly drowned by our own tent.  Mark it a success. 



And finally, near-death only in respect to lawyers, threadbare nerves, 

and an empty bankbook, our family adventures included an adoption 

this year.  As of September 11th, Rachel, Emily and Sarah are 

officially Ottingers.  Three big cigars for Scott, and a Daddy for the 

girls, and all the hassle was well worth it.  What a blessing! 

As a group, we seemed to have more than our share of near-deaths, but as it 

turns out, we’re each individually mayhem magnets as well... 

~ Scott... has been working the overtime from hell (that we have to be 

thankful for these days, but we’d sure like to see him again sometime soon), and he 

found himself dreadfully trigger-locked while ‘da turdy point buck wandered through his sights this 

deer season.  Oh, the humanity. 

~ Krista... had a year filled with homeschooling, homework, and homeland security, three things that 

always carry pandemonium in their sidecars. 

It’s been a great year.  We’re 

grateful to be alive.  And we’re 

even more grateful to be rich in the 

stuff legends are made of.  We hope 

you and yours are able to look back 

on your year and laugh every bit 

as much.  Have a Blessed 

Nativity. 

And the kids?  Well, other than just surviving another year in this house: 

~ Courtney... is almost a teenager, ‘nuf said. 

~ Brianna... skidded through typing class with flailing colors, and, against our 

better judgment, we did not kill her. 

~ Rachel... has been volunteering in a kindergarten classroom (sounds like 

death to me), and is looking forward to some day writing a story that has a 

beginning and an end. 

~ Andrea... was forced outside more times 

than she cares to discuss, and she’s still 

around to talk about it. 

~ Emily... with the great burden of 

making her way as the middle child twice 

over, Em also made #3 on the Lyme’s 

Survivor List for our family.  

~ Will... learned to read and eat his vegetables (which was 

worse I wonder?), AND he finally lost a tooth (It’s been a long 

year of wiggling and yanking, but it paid off!). 

~ Sarah... rode out the wake of her own precociousness, which seems to get her in 

plenty of pickles, and is proud to 

have had a few days this year that 

were meltdown-free. 

The Ottinger  

(all of us!)  

Clan 


