
 

Mike, Daria Jake, Baba, Nina 

New Years 2010 

Dear family and friends, 

Happy holidays, if a bit belated!  We hope you are well in these trying (for many) times. 

For our family, this has been a year of great changes.  I have gone from teaching 6th grade in east 

Oceanside, to teaching high school English in Pine Valley, to being unemployed.  I had put a tremendous 

amount of time and energy into each of these (supposedly part-time) jobs, and being laid off was a 

complete shock, which I’m still reeling from.   

Mike has gone from full employment to being furloughed three days per month.  The bright spot is that 

we have more time together, for the first time in 25 years!  It would be completely awesome if not for 

the income loss, but that is actually minor compared to the gift of time.   

Mike has been having Chargers parties every Sunday through this exciting season, and cooking a lot of 

“man food,” as he calls it – all red meat, fatty, fried, alcoholic, or as many of those traits as he can 

manage.  He does make great wings, hot links and French fries.  Mike also annoys the whole 

neighborhood by blowing on a trumpet he got at Amvets, sometimes facing out the front door, when 

the Chargers make a good play.  Mike has also been writing a lot – mainly poetry about his travails in 

dealing with his 92-year-old mother, who still delights in causing as much trouble as she can from her 

nursing home bed, and regularly aggravates roommates until she drives them off. 

Mike has been made “honorary coach” of an adult hockey team, and shows up to drink beer and 

fraternize.  Mike’s proudest accomplishment of the year is that he procured, from a restaurant, a neon 



Molson beer sign in the shape of a hockey goalie helmet, thus combining his loves of beer, hockey, and 

our son Nick (who is a goalie)!   

Our children have all blown our minds this year with their changes.  Nick unexpectedly moved out, after 

helping a friend move to a nice house near Mesa College, with additional rooms for rent, and deciding to 

move in too.  The friend, Maxyne, subsequently became his girlfriend, whom I call the Persian princess.  

She is a dazzling girl who models, is super smart, outgoing and adventurous!  As I told Nick, “Well, you 

knew a good thing when you saw it, and moved on it, such an important life skill!”  Nick is still attending 

Mesa, changes his major periodically, works many hours at the San Diego Ice Arena, and plays 

occasional adult hockey.  Oh yes, and his house does not have cable TV (thus no TV watching)!  We try to 

entice Nick and Maxyne to Sunday dinners as often as they’ll come.   

We were not a family of four for long, however, as shortly after Nick moved out, Nina’s friend Faith 

moved in.  She has been living with us for a couple of months while her mother sells their condo in 

Panama, where they had been living for two years.  We’ve loved having Faith as part of our family, and 

are proud of how she has adjusted to a new temporary family, new school, and new friends. 

Jake … where should I even start?  Maybe it was Jake’s getting his driver’s license in April that changed 

everything.  He started going to the gym every day and got very buff.  He started surfing every day and 

got very tan.  He started hanging out with a new group of friends, and went from extracurricular apathy 

to being super involved at school and loving it.  Jake rehearsed for weeks to perform in several skits in 

Point Loma High’s annual “Coffeehouse” variety show, and did great in his comedic roles.  He helped 

construct the senior class float, and was part of a dance team that performed on the float.  He is now 

rehearsing weekly to dance as one of the “Madchaps” in Nina’s MADCAPS benefit show in March.  He is 

still taking all AP and/or college classes, won the University of Nebraska book award for academic 

excellence, and had a fantastic solo senior piano recital in August.  We don’t get to see Jake much 

anymore, but are happy that he has gotten so socially active, while still spending much of his time with 

Cooper Holland, his best friend since kindergarten.  Jake’s UC college applications are in, and we’ll be in 

suspense until March, to see where he’ll be going. 

Nina is now a freshman at Point Loma High School, and a junior varsity cheerleader, which she is greatly 

enjoying.  Nina had a year or two of very hard times, with hate campaigns going on against her at two 

schools.  But she persevered with great courage, turned it around, and now has many wonderful friends 

at both schools.  Nina is a cheerleading flyer, that petite person on top of the pyramid, and takes a lot of 

tumbling lessons to improve her gymnastics skills.  Nina also made the difficult decision to stay in 

seminar, and is upping the ante in studying, so we’re proud of her for that.  Additionally she has gotten a 

job – following her brothers’ footsteps to work at the Ice Arena’s Horton Plaza rink – and we are so 

relieved that our “clothes horse” daughter now has a source of income!   

A recent Nina sighting: Nina, practicing the piano beautifully while also talking on a cell phone cradled 

between her ear and neck, while simultaneously skyping with a far-off friend via her laptop, placed on 

top of the piano …  

So we are a pretty happy family, especially considering that we have two teenagers and a 20-year-old, 

except for how fed up our kids often seem to be with their parents.  Many if not most things I say to 



Nina are met with a tongue lashing, along the lines of, “You are insane!  … blah, blah, blah … your 

freakish obsession … blah, blah, blah!”  Not to mention that I am “stalking” her if I’m in her vicinity, and 

“lurking” if I comment on anything she writes on Facebook or that I overhear her saying (usually loudly 

in public).  It’s not too devastating though, because her comments follow such a predictable pattern.  I 

am always “insane,” always have a “freakish obsession” with something (like her following the rules), 

and spend my time stalking and lurking, according to Nina. 

Likewise, Jake seems to be extremely irritated at everything I say or do.  I don’t know why.  It’s like he’s 

constantly working really hard to not blow up entirely.  Although there is no apparent reason for his 

extreme annoyance.  I tell myself that you hear all these stories about how terrible life with teenagers is 

… there must be something difficult about it … and If this is the worst there is with ours, I suppose I 

should just accept it and be glad thing aren’t more terrible. 

 

A few scenes from Doering family life.  I don’t have much to report, since our children are never around 

and don’t exactly tell us the details of what they’re up to.  But here are a few anecdotes: 

Ways Nina greets me: 

 “Hello, beautiful Mom, best mom in the world, I love what you’re wearing!”  This is when she 

wants something. 

 “Hello Mom, can I have $10?”  This is the straightforward approach.   

 Or “Hi Mom, do you have chocolate?” for minor cravings. 

Jake vignette: At the dinner table, Nick and Jake were comparing notes on their pre-calculus classes, and 

acronyms their teachers had taught them.  I told them, “I thought of a really good mnemonic device 

today to remember the difference between a trapezoid and a rhombus!  You know how a trapezoid can 

look like a circus platform, and a circus has trapeze artists?  So think trapezoid – trapeze!”  Jake was 

looking at me very strangely.  “What?” I asked him.  He said in an exasperated voice, “Mom, who could 

possibly confuse a trapezoid and a rhombus?”  I tried to sputter that neither term is used much in daily 

life … but I guess I’m just hopeless. 

Thanksgiving day: I told the family, “I want to have a family meeting and get all our talking done early in 

the day.  I don’t want us screaming in front of our guests.”   

“What are you talking about?” Nina asked cuttingly, as if I were crazy.  I eyed her, hardly believing she 

could ask such a thing, given our history, but declined to elaborate. 

Later, shortly after guests had arrived and were sipping wine in the living room, I was racing around the 

kitchen at that witching hour when you have to get everything finished and keep it hot.  Jake was at the 

sink washing pots, but not quite fast enough, so there was a shortage of counter space, which led to 

difficulties as I tried to pour the huge pan of turkey drippings into a pot to make gravy. 

Suddenly the pan slipped and crashed to the floor, splattering a wave of turkey juice in all directions, 

fouling the kitchen cabinets and stove, and getting big grease spots all over my pants and shoes.   

“Sh--!”  I exploded, shocked at the disaster now surrounding me.  Mike came to the rescue and started 

furiously mopping the floor, bearing down on the mop like a crazy man while yelling wildly about various 

random grievances.   



Jake kept saying contemptuously, “Calm down, Dad!” While I growled that those who are watching 

others do the work are not entitled to make such comments!  Throughout, I was looking around for 

Nina, to make sure she had taken in the answer to her question.  Of course she was upstairs listening to 

her iPod, oblivious to all. 

 

Well, that’s the news.  So what do we do for fun? 

Some time ago Mike and I were at a fundraiser for the PLHS music program.  After watching the jazz 

band it was karaoke time, which began with the PLHS music teacher, a professional singer, with 

audience members to follow.  I told Mike I was going to go and look at the song list to pick one to sing.  

He hissed at me, “Don’t do this.  You have a pretty good reputation with this group.  Don’t blow it!”  

“Who cares?” I responded.  I sang, “That’s What Dreams are Made Of,” by Hillary Duff, one of my 

favorite songs.  I sounded bad, but by god, I’d gotten up there and done it, and it was a high point for 

me.  Mike followed later with “Green, Green Grass of Home.” 

Another of my diversions is Facebook.  You know how you sit down at your desk to do endless work, 

only first you want some crumb of something pleasant.  So you look at your e-mail, and it’s a 

disappointing bunch of spam – nothing but “buy cheap meds” annoyances – at least the barrage of penis 

enlargement ads has stopped – not to mention the pleas of people from Nigeria who offer to turn over 

their bank accounts to you if you will only send them a  bunch of money.  At any rate, this year I’ve 

noticed an explosion of people our age on Facebook.  Not only that, but I am supremely honored by two 

of my kids being my friends on Facebook, so I get a peek into their lives.  So Facebook has become this 

amazing mosaic for me: Nina talking about clothes, homework, and things such as “Nina just created a 

new look for her Sorority Life avatar” (whatever that means) … Nick and Maxyne exchanging love notes 

and cards … political friends and their views … partying friends and their exploits … teacher friends and 

their tribulations … retired friends and their travels … kid friends and their cryptic texts and icons … even 

Mike expounding.   

Small things I’m happy about: 

We get to hear so many great things from our house: fog horns, train whistles, reveille (from MCRD).  

The only thing missing is church bells. 

It is always a joy that my mother, Connie (known as Baba, the Russian word for Grandmother) and her 

friend Earl live right across the street from us!   

 

The beginning and end of this letter feature our house lighted for Christmas.  I may be a perennially 

depressed person, but Mike and I created the happiest gingerbread couple that could be.  It makes me 

happy every time I see those two.   And now we also have a gingerbread boy peeking out from the attic 

window! 

Computer reverie: I adore writing, while not having to look at my own handwriting, and the ease of 

revising and editing 50 times!  I love clicking on boxes, buttons, and menus – so easy!   I constantly do 

web searches related to whatever strikes my fancy, and as time goes by, think of more and more things!  

I enjoy looking at my beautiful color-coded calendar on Outlook, each family member assigned a 



different color.  I love Twitter, and often manage to write a daily one-liner in the allotted 140 characters, 

which I have set up to automatically flow into Facebook. 

Then there’s the T-Mobile phone bill, and thank god for unlimited texting, since our family averages 

about 9,000 text messages per month, and Mike and I aren’t the ones doing any texting. 

 

Another great joy is my new website at www.DariaDoering.com.  It is a work in progress, but contains 

most holiday letters, some of my writings on education and other topics, poetry, “momisms,” etc.  It will 

contain much more as I have time to scan it in: my Daily Aztec columns from college, newspaper 

accounts of projects I’ve done, etc.  It’s a retrospective of everything I’ve written and done so far, and it 

makes me happy to work on it in this transition year before two of our kids are in college.   

One of my joys used to be the commute to Pine Valley.  I wrote at the time: 

I start my commute in the early morning darkness, 
My favorite time of day. 
So quiet that I can hear the silence, 
Enveloping, magical, tingly.   
 
Speeding along in my sleek Prius  
With the cruise set at 75,  
The sky gradually lightens  
As I streak through La Mesa, El Cajon, Lakeside, Alpine. 
 
I drive into the slowly rising sun, 
Into the boulder and pine bejeweled mountains, 
Right into the cloud layer 
Suspended like a surreal band. 
 
Now miraculously out the other side, 
To the sparsely inhabited world beyond Alpine,  
Wisps of filmy clouds remain in front  
Of the now dazzling sun and high peaks. 
 
This drive always feels like a privilege, 
A daily spiritual experience. 
It puts me into a reverie 
Of gratitude, wonder and well-being. 
 
(Mike made me cut out the rest of the poem.) 
 
As far as reading, this has been my year of Victor Villaseñor; a fantastic author I found while looking for 

Hispanic themed literature, who writes about his extended family’s roots in Mexico before and during 

the revolution, their harrowing migration to California, his father’s life as a bootlegger in Los Angeles, 

and his mother’s family following the crops.  Fascinating reading, in terms of history, miraculous true 

stories, and personal wisdom.  Then I found out that he grew up and still lives in San Diego County, and 

even got to meet him at a festival at the Spring Valley Library!   

http://www.dariadoering.com/


Mike enjoys listening to endless Michael Connelly mysteries on CD, and imbibing the exploits of tough 

LAPD cop Harry Bosch.  I think it gives Mike the OSHA inspector and Mike the overworked family man a 

feeling of comfort to read about a fellow “enforcer” who survives a lot of personal hammerings as he 

invariably cracks the case. 

I still try to derive some inspiration from commercial culture whenever I can.  This year I take my hat off 

to Target’s ad campaign that refers to the “frugalistas” who frequent the store.  Kudos to Target for 

highlighting a word that is so desperately needed in our culture, and for making “frugality” into a cool 

concept!  I think we need a lot more frugalistas in this world – people who take joy in living frugally 

without feeling deprived. 

I’ll end with a few musings. 

When times are tough, I remind myself that the purpose of life is not to be rich and famous (though I 

haven’t given up on either), but to learn life lessons …  

I remind myself to try to not feel like a failure.  Sometimes life is like that.  I give myself a pat on the back 

for not becoming mentally ill, not ceasing to function entirely, and carrying on the best I can.  I remind 

myself that I never have a lack of ideas, and after I have somehow managed to heal from the latest 

blow, I’ll pick myself up, dust myself off, and be on to the next project.   

 

Sometimes I remind myself of my summary of the secular versus the religious point of view.  The secular 

point of view is generally that all suffering, loss of control, failure, sacrifice and loss of beauty are bad.  

The religious point of view is that suffering teaches us lessons and brings us closer to God, loss of control 

allows the control to be in God’s hands, failure teaches us humility and tests our perseverance, sacrifice 

is a gift to God, and beauty is vanity anyway. 

 

Occasionally I remind myself that my life goal, formulated when I was about 13, was to “have an exciting 

life and write about it.”  I feel that I do have an exciting life – not always the type of excitement I want, 

but so be it – and I do write about it.  

Sometimes I remind myself of one of my favorite quotations: “If you want to succeed, double your rate 

of failure” (Thomas J. Watson).  The meaning being that if you fail, that means you have tried, and a lot 

of trying is what eventually leads to success. 

Onward and upward!   

Daria Doering & family  

 



 

Mike, Daria, Jake, Baba, Nina, Faith, gingerbread family & house! 

 

 

Nick 



 

Nina on far left 

 

 

Jake and friend in Peninsula Beacon 


