
2013 was a hard year on our vehicles, too.  After crashing the van into a total-loss in the midst of one of our many 

snowstorms this year (Krista may have been driving), the Ottinger vehicles found themselves removed from the roster of any 

insurance protection.  They are on their own and shall have no further repairs made to their cosmetic persons.  Ours would 

be the Chevy you see driving by with the Pontiac rear hatch, the salvage yard crayon still showing through the snow on the 

back window, and the rear bumper slapping wildly in the wind and grabbing small children as it passes.  Classy.  In ugly 

rebellion, said Chevy, the last remaining vehicle with a/c, kissed it’s freon-using days goodbye, and the resulting 3 vehicles 

with ‘window-unit’ a/c drove Krista right into a heat-induced 

haircut.  Life is too short to deal with long hair.  Ask Scott. 

The basement... is finished.   

It took us nearly seven years, but it is done.   

Well, mostly done.  Someday we’ll put trim on, but for now, kids are in new 

bedrooms and our house has nearly doubled its square footage.  Everything is fully 

functional, as long as you don’t mind peeing as a spectator sport, thanks to the 2” 

gap in the door.  We’re going for practical; pretty will have to come later… 

2013 

In other equally exciting news, our long-time tenants finished their house and moved in last month.  The camper is pulled 

out of Lot B and Krista’s parents are settling into their brand new digs down the road.  It is wonderful.  We love that we 

actually want to see them again.  Anyone looking for a campsite might consider our vacant space.  The grass has already 

been peanut-shell poisoned and is ready for a new carpet to be rolled out.  Rent very reasonable. 

Every year it seems that Scott is working more overtime than the last, and 2013 is no exception.  At some point employers 

have to come to terms with their failed hiring practices, don’t they?  Apparently not.  Seventy hours a week is only 

reasonable.  Thank God for the new neighborhood woodsplitter.  It sent the splitting maul into early retirement when its 

shiny gas engine brought Scott to tears.  Without it we’d be burning furniture and field guides in the fireplace this year.   

As usual, our chickens had a hard year.  Chicken farming for us is an exercise in blind denial.  Good thing they’re so 

entertaining.  Cats, on the other hand… the problems with the cats were far too glaring to deny.  Three of our cats had brief 

sojourns in the house this fall, a triumph of seven years of begging and pleading on the part of Krista and seven children to 

bring a kitty (or three) indoors.  Unfortunately, within a week, after many dollars spent at the vet, they proved themselves 

undeniably outdoor cats, with outdoor potty habits.  It is still excruciating to open the patio blinds in the morning to their 

adorable little bellies stretched halfway up the window, their pathetic puppydog eyes and their silent yowls of disbelief.   



The kids are taking over the world, driving (gasp), rockhounding Lake Superior’s shores, sewing 

like possessed seamstresses, irritating one another to no end, writing novels, honing some pretty 

impressive drawing skills, summoning ambulances, paddling the Boundary Waters, rehearsing for 

starring soap-opera roles, polishing their billiards and ping-pong games (watch out), and fighting off 

Lyme, pinkeye, whiplash, bronchitis, and flubugs aplenty.  They are quite the busy little bees.  We 

are blessed to have them, even in such large numbers. 

At the center of 2013, the lynchpin of our year, we lost our beloved sister, cousin and aunt, Karen, 

and we are all immensely grateful for the imprint she has left on our lives.  How we were lucky 

enough to have her vibrancy and light so close to us we will never know, but we will be thankful. 

 And we will do our best to do our share of living, and hers.  Some blessings are beyond words, 

and tears are a better expression than any other.   
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Love to You All,  
and Immeasurable Blessings, 

 
The Ottinger Clan 
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