Happy Holidays 2013!
This was The Year of Poetry and Programming.

Perry found an online programming site in the spring, and eagerly lapped up web scripting tutorials.  In the summer he had two weeks of computer camp, one at MIT and one at Bentley, and then this past fall he plowed into two much more serious curricula.  It’s pretty clear what he’s going to be when he grows up.

Jocelyn, meantime, has spent her time in the arts.  In the spring, she was in a musical at school, of Disney’s Little Mermaid.  This summer she went to three weeks of theater camp and was in a production of Pirates of Penzance, as well as getting to do some circus acts.  She spends her free time memorizing poetry:  the entire Middle School memorized parts of Poe’s The Raven; Jocelyn memorized the whole thing and got a little prize for being the best in the class at presentation.  And she writes a bit as well.

I’ve been enjoying going gray, periodically dyeing my hair purple.  The gray takes up the dye so you don’t have to bleach it in advance.  It’s temporary dye, so it fades as the roots grow out, and then I let it be naturally salt&pepper for a while before I do it again.  Jocelyn got into the act a couple of times with orange dye, which looks great on her dark blonde hair. 
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Winter Day, by Jocelyn Olum
Trees bending down under burdens of snow,

Icicles dripping from houses aglow,

Children are bundled and sent out to play,

And they shall be having a wonderful day.

Bird food is scattered around by the porch,

Which cardinals flock to like moths to a torch.

The landscape outside now is perfect for sledding,

So long as the children watch out where they’re heading!

Beginnings of snow-man lie ready at hand,

(The children have left him, so he’ll never stand).

Now night is falling, so by the door,

Grown-ups are calling, and calling some more.

Children come running, their faces alight

With smiles that linger well into the night.

Hot cocoa is waiting, and cookies are baking,

How nice it will be when they’re ready for taking!

With snow as a blanket and ice as a sheet,

Everything, finally, drops off to sleep.

