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Sometimes my tooth hurts. I grumble about the high price of gas, or 
the guy that cut me off on the way to the grocery store. And yet...my 
brave friend Cris, who has been fighting cancer this past year, would 
be justified in telling me to shut up and stop my whining. But Cris 
would never say that. She would only smile and say God bless, and be 
glad for today. 
  
In many ways, 2011 was a year I’d just as soon forget. I lost a job, a 
home, and most of all, my brother. There's a terrible pain in knowing 
we will never tow another car together, or blow something up, drink 
beer or play in the snow, that I’ll never again hear him say in his best 
Darth Vader voice, "He...is your master now.”  
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And yet…I still have my sister. I love her lots, even though I’m still a 
bit sore about that last Scrabble game. Who ever heard of the word 
ZAX? And my parents are still up and about, which is more than many 
can say at my age. I kick myself for not calling more often.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I'm even heavy one sister this year, since Diane's sister Debbie now 
calls Arizona – and our third bedroom – home. One might think living 
with two Schultz girls would be an unbearable burden, but so far it's 
working out. Put a couple of beers in her, and she’ll even take my side 
when the Nordic Warrior Queen gets out of line.  
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We moved back to Phoenix this last spring, to an apartment in 
Scottsdale. I hate to say it, but I can’t wait to move. The appliances 
here are old and crappy; the traffic noise keeps me up at night, and 
the guy upstairs walks like an elephant. And yet…on any given night, 
over half a million Americans have no home at all. They sleep in 
shelters, under bridges, in parks and cardboard boxes. Many of those 
homeless are children. Who am I to complain? 
  
And my wife makes me mad at times. Everything has to be just so, 
and she doesn’t like my socks on the floor. She hates it when I 
procrastinate. “Later, later, everything’s later,” she’ll say, and give me 
one of her looks. And yet…for thirty-three years she has been my 
love, my partner, my best friend. She has helped me to raise two 
beautiful children, has held my hand and supported me and put up 
with my many faults without complaint. Well…mostly.. 
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In truth, I couldn’t ask for a better wife. And my kids? My son Jacob 
was married to a wonderful girl earlier this year. She doesn't much 
like it when I call her Cassie, nor when I make fun of her Imelda 
Marcos-like shoe collection, but she gets even. She, like my other 
daughter, calls me Mr. Ass. I suppose I deserve it. Jake and Cassie live 
in Tucson, not far from the place Diane and I once called home.  
 
Cassandra brings much more than happiness to this family. She has 
also given me another grandchild. Young Evan James, who began 1st 
grade this year, is a handful at times, but we love him and his mother 
dearly. And our first grandson, eight-year old Matthew, is also thriving 
in his new environment. Matt wears glasses now, and looks to be a 
bit of a Poindexter, but he'll give it right back if you call him four-eyes. 
For the first time ever, he has someone he can call Mom and really 
mean it. Even though he misses his Nana, I've never seen him and 
Jake happier.  
 
  
. 
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Aside from his new wife and family, Jake also graduated college this 
year, and was hired on at Raytheon. They build rockets and such. His 
business card reads Materials Science Engineer, or something like 
that. I don't really understand what he does all day, especially since 
he has time to play his father at Wordfeud when he's supposedly 
working. But I know he'll do well. Like his Dad, he's not satisfied with 
the status quo, and is always looking for ways to improve things. 
  
Perhaps the best news to come out of 2011 was the birth of our 
granddaughter. Our Tiny Blueberry, Kaylie Marie, is smiling and 
laughing and doing all the things a perfect little girl should do. It 
breaks my heart to look at her, she’s so precious. I know her big 
brother would be proud of her, as are we.  
  

http://tinyblueberry.com/
http://tinyblueberry.com/
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Kaylie's parents are thriving as well. Jamie is wrapping up her final 
year with the U.S. Navy. She was recently promoted to Lieutenant, 
which will look good on her resume as she begins her job search next 
spring. Her husband Eric, who went from Cat-sitter to Kaylie-sitter, 
has finished college just this month. He is looking to chase down bad 
guys with the Border Patrol, hopefully on one of those cool 
speedboats they drive in the waters off San Diego. I hope he'll still 
have time for me to whoop him at Chess with Friends.  
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And me? I still write. It’s not always good writing, but it’s enough that 
I get paid for it now and then (but don’t tell the IRS). Many in this 
world can’t write their own name, and have stories to tell which are 
far more interesting than mine. Sometimes, life’s not fair. And I have a 
new job, which is a lot more than many can say right now.  This 
software company named Epicor is giving me a shot, even though I 
know virtually nothing about their product. Apparently, there really is 
a Santa Claus.  
 
All in all, it looks like 2011 has been a damned good year. I hope yours 
was as well, and that your 2012 will be even better.  
 
Merry Christmas, and all the best from the Arizona Hansons. 


