
2010... Falling Apart Everywhere 
 

As the first guests arrived at our annual New Year’s Sledding Bash, we could be 

found in the coop cradling a frozen pecking victim, responding to the cries of 7 

screaming children.  “They’re killing the rooster!!!” 

 

Cleaning frozen blood from the feathers of a frozen rooster, in a frozen coop, on a frozen 

day, is a tricky affair.  After some pinch-veterinary work and cardboard carpentry, we 

rejoined our party and rang in the New Year in style.  Our roo recovered in a makeshift 

room erected specially for him, protecting him from his bloodthirsty comrades.  

Turns out this rooster-tale would be a bit prophetic, foretelling the coming year’s 

chicken-well-being, or lack thereof.  At the time of this writing, no less than 17 

chickens have fallen victim to dogs, fishers, and the ferocity of chicken politics.  It has 

not been a good year in the coop.  On the upside, our 12 remaining hens are managing to 

eek out an average of 1 egg per day, as a cooperative effort.  We love 

chickens. 

 

As usual, we tried to fill our non-chicken time this year with as much 

outdoor adventure as we could, including a rather monumental trip to the 

Boundary Waters.  Our honeymoon there a few years ago left a lasting 

impression, and was an adventure that we really cherish.  Our goal is to some 

day take everyone along, so this was the year to start training up the 

voyageurs.  Courtney and Rachel were the lucky firsts, the experimental lab-

rats, if you will.  We spent our tax return on a horrifying amount of gear, and 

placed all bets on getting this big ol’ family out on the water, one kid at a 

time. 

 

As soon as the icemelt rivers subsided this spring, we drug ourselves out on a few 

day trips and mini-adventures, to field test all that shiny new gear, and get our feet wet before 

August’s excursion.  When sickness and misery didn’t coincide with camping, we had a great 

time.  Unfortunately, they most often did collide, and we had a few doozy trips.  Ticks, and 

muck, and fevers, oh my!  Even our beloved Rindy Campout was a 

horrendous whirl of illness and mayhem.  By early July, a proclamation 

was made that one more disastrous trip would equate into a cancellation of 

the Boundary Waters.  Enough was enough.  Much to the relief of Courtney 

and Rachel, however, July’s camping trip was redeeming, and the decree 

was lifted just in time. 

 

True to form, the Boundary Waters trip was not without 

incident.  Krista started off with a giant rolled ankle, and the 

back end the trip was punctuated by a rather giant hole in a 

rather borrowed canoe.  Good times.  Despite the painful beginning and end, and apart 

from daily 1am calisthenics to re-inflate our dead airbed (great timing), everything in 

between was nearly perfect.  We played in waterfalls, paddled up to Canada for a 

day, and had a generally glorious time.  Magic pills kept Krista upright and 

moving, and thanks to the duct tape that someone insisted we bring, 

even though someone said it was ridiculous, we are home today, and 

not still holding up in our tents at Little Caribou.  Rachel and 

Courtney were amazing.  They humped it over some of the roughest, 

toughest portages up there, with minimal tears, and energy left over 

to paddle.  They are truly initiated, and hopefully hooked for life. 

 

Thanks to a plethora of activities and adventures, our summer (and 

spring and autumn for that matter) seemed to whiz by, and yet 

another year’s garden fell victim to Ottinger neglect.  The tree house is in a 

permanent state of suspended animation, setting its sights on our grandkids 

for its first inhabitants.  Two of our three vehicles belched their last smoky, 

wheezing breaths. And another tree came down this year, 

taking with it our humble little steel shed.  Folded her up 

like a taco.  It was a year to remember. 

 

For those who tune into the Ottinger Soap Opera religiously, 

continue on for the juicy personal details.  For the rest of 

you, we’ll take you off the list next year. 



• Scott hit the big 4-0 this spring, immediately commencing the ‘falling-apart-at-the-seams’ process. 

In between overtime, bouts of gout, and general ‘40-must-really-be-the-end’-ness, he found time to nab 

his biggest buck to date... a gorgeous 9 pointer.  Next time you come you might see him mounted on the 

wall (the deer, not Scott). 

• Krista is reported to be alive and well, but we haven’t seen her lately.  Cloaked in a fit of 

productivity, the overbooking monster ate her this fall.  She will be returning as a calm, 

stable, and very sane wife and mother sometime in 2011.  There’s a day to look forward to. 

 

As for the kids and their adventures: 

• Courtney and Brianna took on a joint babysitting venture this summer, affording them 

little time, but a few extra bucks.  Where, oh where, did the summer go? 

• Rachel starred in a Shakespearean production where she had to be in love, and woke up 

one morning with her eyes swollen shut thanks to a sinister case of poison ivy. 

Which was more painful I wonder? 

• Andrea found the poison ivy as well, along with several other little pests to 

make the year interesting.  She’s always looking for ways to stand out, and found 

many of them this year. 

• Emily fully embraced the role of a bumbling Shakespearean idiot, and 

survived her first week at Church camp this summer. 

• Will is surviving his first year of real homework, and has joined the ranks of 

Cub Scouts, AKA Future Scourges of Colfax. 

• Sarah birthed an entire family of multicolored stuffed snakes, wrecked 

her ankle on the trampoline, had her stage debut as a masked dancer, and 

continues to develop as our youngest entertainer. 

 

Life is good.  We are blessed.  May this Nativity season find you 

surrounded by blessings, and engulfed in thankfulness.  If you’re 

looking for a little drama to help ring out 2010, come on out and sled 

with us New Year’s Eve.  You never know what you’ll find us doing. 
 

  ~ Scott, Krista, Courtney, Brianna, Rachel, Andrea, Emily, Will and Sarah ~ 
 
  


