
Dear Family and Friends,

We hope 2014 finds you doing well, and recovering from the holidays J Time to review my
journals and write up the highlights of 2013.  I decided to not even look at my “personal
journal” – problems galore – but only look at my “joys journal,” “family journal” and
“accomplishments list.” This is part of one of my new intentions: to release stress and
cultivate joy through compartmentalizing.  In other words, though I am tempted to feel
crushed under a load of stress, don’t think about it!  Only think about what I am facing today,
or this minute.  Choose happiness!  Okay, okay, I’m trying.

Mike and I have, uncharacteristically, done a lot of traveling this year, going to financial
conferences in New York, Vancouver and Florida, taking two college trips with Nina up and
down the California coast, and going to Humboldt County to attend the beautiful wedding of
Lisa and Brian.

We took a memorable trip to the Market Technician’s Association’s annual conference and
40th Anniversary Celebration in New York City in April.  This was a watershed experience for
me, as I met old friends of my father’s who knew him at the beginning of his career.  I got to
see him from a new angle, through the eyes of his professional peers, by whom he is
immensely respected.  It was also eye-opening in that I was apprehensive about attending
this event at all, imagining the Wall Street crowd as greedy, powerful, self-centered, and
even scary and sociopathic.  But this group was certainly not that.  They were pleasant and
unassuming, and the tone was of a group of underdogs who had worked hard to organize
themselves to gain recognition and respect for technical analysis.

Another great excursion was a college trip with Mike, Nina and friend Lina – mainly because
we got to stay at the Madonna Inn in San Luis Obispo for the first time!  I have been
obsessed with the Madonna Inn since I was a teenager, and accompanied a friend to San
Luis Obispo.  Her parents took us there to gawk, and we got to see the fabulously ornate and
over-the-top restrooms, restaurants and entire hotel.  For the rest of my life, I would do the
same thing every time we passed San Luis Obispo – stop in to use the bathroom, and show
our kids one of the most kitschy and fun places on earth!  So it was so exciting for me to
finally get to stay there.  It was in the winter and they had a skating rink set up which we
enjoyed, plus soaking in the outdoor Jacuzzi in the midst of the freezingness!

On another college trip Nina and friend Emma talked me into booking a room at the
wonderful Hotel Kabuki in San Francisco’s Japantown.  The best part was waking up and
finding that, quite by accident, we were in the middle of the annual Cherry Blossom Festival,
right outside our hotel!  We spent an enjoyable morning eating Japanese food, shopping at
the craft fair, and exploring the Japanese Cultural Center.

On the same trip we arrived at UC Santa Cruz after the last tour of the day had left, and
scrambled to see if we could connect with it. I had to use the bathroom really badly, but there
was obviously no time for that.  However we finally found the touring group, and after a bit
the guide said to me, “Do you have to pee?”  I answered, “Yes, if that’s possible, or if not, I’ll
just suffer!”  He  asked again and I answered as before, thinking his question a bit odd.  Then
he said, “I mean, the letter on your card.”  I felt myself wanting to sink into the ground and



disappear.  Every tour group was identified by a letter, and I was holding the large plastic
card they had given me with the letter “P” on it!

I felt fortunate to do so much traveling in the spring … the absolutely perfect time to enjoy
New York, and to see all the blossoming trees in San Francisco and Vancouver.  We went
to two conferences in Vancouver, largely to see Nick, so that worked out well.

I went to the first conference alone, but after that started bringing Mike along, and we’ve
had some great mini-vacations together.  In New York, Mike, who is not fond of heights,
was good enough to accompany me to the top of the Empire State Building, which I
remembered from my childhood there.  Very windy and freezing, but wonderful views.  We
also visited the apartment building I lived in from birth to age five, the playground in Central
Park that my mom took me to daily, and my preschool, Dalton.  Mike looked up Dalton on
Wikipedia, and I was inspired by its motto – “Go Forth, Unafraid,” which I have adopted as
my own.

Most recently we found ourselves in Florida, which neither of us had ever visited before.  I
have for some time had a dream of developing a theme park called Spiritland, focused on
world religions and universal values.  As we drove to our hotel in Orlando, what did we
pass but a huge, round structure with lots of ornate, glittering gold trim, with a sign
proclaiming, “The Holy Land Experience.”  A spiritual theme park?  I was astounded that I’d
happened upon such a place, and we did visit.  The décor was perhaps overdone, but it
had some very moving live dramatic performances.  We also visited the Epcot Center at
Disney World.

Mike was best man at friends Mike Z. and Kim’s wedding in Virginia and made that trip
alone.  Plus he has been given increased responsibility to teach trainings at work, usually
in the Bay Area, so he has been up there a lot.  Mike is still an amazing Facebooker,
writing up bits of his personal and family history, political rants and general musings on life
in his honest and sometimes riveting way.  I have been displaced as the family writer.
Hard to take.

Mike has had some minor health challenges.  At one point he asked me to drive him to the
clinic for a procedure.  In the waiting room, trying to make light of things, I said to him,
“Have fun with a bunch of women pawing at your butt.”  He looked at me and said,
“Nobody’s touching my butt … this has nothing to do with that.”  At that point we both
realized, with dismay, that I did not even know what he was there for.  I had thought he
was going for a colonoscopy, but it was actually for an endoscopy.  They biopsied his
stomach.  Hmmm …

On the business front, I’ve hired three new writers for Dow Theory Letters, and that has
been a momentous project.  Before that, I sought out the best advice I could find, and
almost everyone said that transitioning from my father as the sole writer to a team of
writers would never work, and I was wasting my time even trying.  However I figured this
was a successful family business with a 55-year history – it is actually the longest running
financial newsletter written continuously by one person in the industry – so why not give it
my best shot?  So far things are going well with the transition to a team writing approach,
and we have proven the naysayers wrong.  Knock on wood.



My parents are both carrying on as well as possible.  Although divorced for decades, my
mother and her caretaker visit my father for several hours each day, and they enjoy each
other’s company.  We are fortunate in that Earl, an old friend of my parents, lives with my
mom and is her main caretaker.  However it became too much for one person so I hired
another old friend of mine, Sharon, who has been a godsend for both my parents.  Sharon
is a saint – she actually is the lay leader at her church – and also gives fantastic foot
massages, which my father says breathe the life back into him.  Her daughter Monica is
working for us as well.  Monica is very talented and handles many tasks for us, as well as
being a fantastic cook.

My father has benefited tremendously from a new therapy called Pain Neutralization
Technique, which has some resemblance to acupressure, and is done by chiropractors
trained in the method.  It has been effective for many people and is non-invasive and
relatively cheap.  See www.painneutralization.com.

There have been some interesting “completions.”  Over 20 years ago, the aforementioned
Sharon and I started the “Parents, Babies and Children Potluck and Singalongs,” in which
we gathered to play and sing folk songs.  We have watched each other’s children grow up,
gathering monthly for years, and a couple of times a year more recently.  Of the children
whom we first knew as babies, Robin is our big success story, as she got her music
teacher’s degree, and this year got a contract as a school district music teacher!  Sharon’s
daughter, Monica, was also a “singalong baby.” And Lisa, whose wedding we attended in
Humboldt County, was another “singalong baby” who is doing fantastically.  The
singalongs have been a unique and treasured collaboration over the years.

As for our own kids, Nina had an action-packed senior year of high school with the
MADCAPS show, prom, and college applications. She also attended the Coachella Music
Festival, and started a business of selling vintage clothing on the Etsy website, taking
pictures of her friends modeling clothing items she found at thrift stores.

Nina decided on Cal Poly San Luis Obispo for college, having felt very at home there from
the start, and we were thrilled with her decision to go there.  She is majoring in
Anthropology, living in the dorms, and has joined the Kappa Kappa Gamma sorority.
College life and study requirements have been challenging, but we are proud of how she is
holding up.  Her cousin, Vinny Van Patten, also started at Cal Poly this year, which was a
sweet coincidence.

Recently Nina was at home visiting from college.  As usual, I awoke at 3 am, to find that
she had not yet gone to bed, and was at my desk, using my computer.  So I started writing
on a piece of paper, trying to overlook the inconvenience.  After awhile, accepting that we
were both awake at this odd hour, I said to her, “Do you want to go over college stuff
together?”  A look of mild panic crossed her face.  “Do you mean the catalog?” she asked.
“Yes,” I said.  “It’s the middle of the night,” she protested.  “Yes,” I agreed.  “How about we
do it in the morning?” she asked, which I agreed to.  Then she abruptly got up, saying, “I’ll
let you have your space.”  As she left, she said, “You sure know how to get me to leave a
room!”



Jake is a senior this year, working hard to complete the most difficult courses in his major
of cognitive science at UCLA.  He is living in an apartment with five other guys, and not
enjoying their slobbiness, as he is pretty neat. Jake took a trip to Cabo San Lucas for
spring break, in which he and his friends got a terrific package deal for airfare, hotel, and
all the food and drink they could imbibe.  Enough said.  Jake’s best news was that, through
his fraternity, he was selected as a participant in the Tragos Quest to Greece, an all
expense paid leadership training in Greece.  Only 20 Sig Eps were selected nationally, so
this was a great honor.  Jake loved the program, and then stayed in Europe for three more
weeks, traveling through Amsterdam, Berlin, Prague, Budapest, Zurich and Barcelona. He
took a lot of fantastic photos, which are on his Facebook page, plus a couple with this
letter.

Nick is enjoying his studies in Integrated Arts and Technology at Simon Fraser University.
He has lost way too much sleep in completing projects, but is learning a lot.  He spends his
spare time cooking gluten free food and caring for his cat, Pudge.  Pudge was attacked by
a raccoon and injured pretty badly, almost having his tail severed.  But he has recovered,
and his fluffy white flagship tail was saved.  Within the last two weeks, Nick moved to a
new house, flew down to visit us, and spent a week in Japan, which he had always wanted
to visit.

I am having a rough time right now.  Lots of work challenges, plus I’m taking an
Investments class at SDSU which is exceedingly difficult. It is the first of six classes leading
to a ten-hour test and Certified Financial Planner (CFP) designation.  I go back and forth
over whether to a) quit this class from hell, b) finish it plus other classes (hopefully
somewhat easier) and get the CFP, which would be really nice, c) get the CFP plus take
the GRE and seven more classes for an MBA.  So that will be the cliffhanger for the
coming year(s) … How much I will complete, or will I crack up entirely?  Well, that won’t
happen, but sometimes life feels like way too much, like right now.  I never expected to be
back in school at all, but despite the overload it feels right to be doing this.  Life is always
so full of surprises, and definitely never boring.

I have also been taking accordion lessons from a Ukranian man in La Mesa who has
degrees in both piano and accordion.  I try to practice daily, and my wonderful husband
and even our neighbors are appreciative of my efforts and the daily concert.  I could call
this activity “one too many” but it feels so much like something I should have done fifty
years ago, so I carry on.  I read that Louise Hay took up piano at age 85, and that inspires
me.

My accordion efforts are nothing if not dogged.  Initially, I felt so criticized during lessons
that I would come home and cry.  I also spent every lesson seriously wondering if my
accordion teacher was crazy, and resisting him, since all he seemed to care about was the
tiniest nuances of my hand position.  However I’ve struck out with several other accordion
teachers, and this one felt like a better fit, so I figured I really had no other alternative than
to trust his crazy methods and stick it out.  Finally I decided I’d better trust him and stop
fighting, and that he probably is right.  Kind of like my husband … after 30 years I’ve
decided he is right about a lot too.



So how is the empty nest?  After dreading, for years, the day when our kids would all be
gone, it is actually fine.  I can finally declutter the house, with some hope that it will stay
that way.  Mike and I get along better with each passing year.  Mike is still the one who
breathes life back into me when I am in full-blown exhaustion, depletion, and despair mode
… not even sure how to characterize it … am I having pity-parties, or just one of the few
people not to medicate myself, or is it simply that I take on a lot?  I think the latter … and I
can do it and survive because of the key people in my life. Another key person for me is my
incredible USM-trained therapist.  Plus I am fortunate in having several friends that I can
be very honest with.

Another source of joy is our cats, Whitey (Pudge’s brother) and Sophie, that Maxyne
generously let us keep.  The truth is that in the absence of our kids, we have turned into
these deranged cat people who treat their cats like their children.  Whitey is the world’s
noblest cat.  He has such incredible awareness and sense of responsibility.  He is always
“patrolling” our property (when he’s not sleeping in my desk chair, which is most of the
time).  He has a way of briskly trotting about that is so purposeful and distinctive.  He has
an uncanny ability to show up where we are, supervising our comings and goings.  He
watches out for Sophie and tries to protect her, chasing off other cats and even dogs.  He
perches himself on tiny fence posts or on the backs of couches.  He has such a cute,
“sleepy” look when at rest. An animal angel. We like to make up names for Whitey like
White Man, Average White Cat, Mighty Whitey, White Warrior (after his frequent killing of
mice and birds) and so on.  While Whitey is “my” cat, Sophie is very attached to Mike, and
spends most of her time sleeping on Mike’s robe on our bed.  Sophie has always been
quite fearful, but is gradually becoming a bit more trusting. Our perpetual fear is that one
of our cats will fall out our third story window, since they like to perch on the window ledge,
and even leap between it and the roof below, which is not even directly below but to the
side.  I finally did internet research on whether cats can die from falling, and they can.  It
happens so much that it’s called Feline High Rise Syndrome.

The teachings of the University of Santa Monica continue to sustain me.  After USM I was
so glad to be done with yet another challenging school program that I didn’t want to think
about it for awhile.   But then the teachings started coming back to me, and I do the “self-
counseling” process I learned there regularly when things feel tough … seeking the
wisdom of my “inner counselor” or “guardian angels,” depending on how you look at it.  I
also depend more and more on setting intentions and creating affirmations and ideal
scenes to guide my life, all of which I learned at USM.

Recently I have decided to relabel depression as “nesting.”  If I barely make it through the
week and need to spend the weekend curled in a ball on the couch in my home sanctuary,
what’s wrong with that?  Do I owe it to anyone else to be “fun”?  Well, maybe … Maybe
people owe it to their children to be more lively.  But I have not taken that path, for better or
worse.

A few things have come together between Mike and me in a funny way.  We now have a
TV show that we love – Bar Rescue.  I learn a lot from seeing businesses turned around in
an ingenious way that involves confronting both owner/managers and employees with their
shortcomings, new food and drink menus and redone décor – all passions of mine – and



Mike loves pubs!  I have even made a half-hearted attempt to accompany Mike to bars at
times … well, I went to a sports bar with him twice in Florida.

Other good news – Trader Joe’s Kale and Greek Yogurt dip – out-of-this-world – on rice
crackers, baked potatoes, or anything – we are living on it!  Another favorite –
unsweetened almond milk with a touch of agave nectar and nutmeg.  If you have the urge
for a glass of milk before bed but don’t need the calories, this is a fantastic option that
tastes better than milk anyway!  Mike would also recommend raisin bran, as he has
become obsessed with it and eats it twice a day.

The books I’ve listened to on CD this year have had some unintended themes.  First I
listened to Tess of the D’Urbervilles, a classic I’d always been curious about, concerning a
woman in 1700s England who is sexually abused by a nobleman and not treated much
better by her beloved husband.  Then, worrying about Nina and the college hook-up
culture, I listened to a book I’d heard of somewhere called I Am Charlotte Simmons by Tom
Wolfe.  It turned out to have the same theme, set in contemporary times, and was riveting.
Both books have fascinating characters and settings, are not depressing, and are about
the ageless dilemma of women – how to deal with men and sex.  I will say after listening to
these books that I believe current society is all mixed up, but not as bad as things used to
be! I was so blown away by Tom Wolfe and his ability to observe and describe that I went
on to read Bonfire of the Vanities, another great book of his, set on Wall Street.  Now I’m
listening to more on the Wall Street theme -- Too Big to Fail, about the 2008 financial crisis,
which reads like a gripping adventure tale, but is true.  I am so thankful for books on CD
because otherwise, I would rarely get through any book at all.

I used to include a lot of anecdotes in these letters, back when the kids were little and
funny … not the, ahem, sharp-tongued critics they are today.  But life is still full of things
that would be comical if they didn’t feel like being attacked with an ice pick.  Like just this
morning … I got up at 3 am, to the sound of Jake and Nina laughing and talking and
preparing to go to bed.  Jake spoke to me, which I was grateful for, since we’d had a big
fight the night before which was not resolved.  Jake said, “Hey Mom, I’ve got to tell you
what happened to me!  I was talking with this Lyft driver, and she was telling me that her
passion in life is to deal with dead and mangled bodies!   When she was young, she saw
some career speakers from a medical center at her school, and they showed photos of a
bunch of dead and decomposing bodies, and she thought – that is what I want to do with
my life!  She is going to community college and preparing to transfer to a school to become
a mortician!  Isn’t that crazy?!”

“What’s crazy about that?” I replied.  “I constantly see people in careers that I wouldn’t
want to do, and think about how thankful I am that there is something for everyone – there
is someone who wants to do them!”

“What’s wrong with you??” Jake retorted.  “Can’t you see the irony of this?”

“What irony?” I asked him.  My main thought was – this gal has a job and career plans,
which my own children seem to lack!



The conversation continued with both my children telling me that I was crazy, retarded,
humorless, playing devil’s advocate, etc.  I told them – No, I was taking this girl at face
value and glad someone wants to be a mortician.  Not to mention the fact that when I was
in 9th grade, I did not want to do the assigned career research paper in English, and as a
joke, I did my research paper on being a mortician!  So this is something I have some
history with.

I never did quite figure out what the irony was. I know Jake and I have had conversations
about this “follow your passion” mantra that is popular these days, and have both
concluded that those with the most successful passion-packed careers are those who write
books about following your passion.

Another recent highlight of our year was that Mike’s daughter Jennifer and her children
Georgia and Elliot paid us a visit right after Christmas.  We were so happy to see them,
and were supposed to go to Disneyland together.  But after spending the night at a hotel in
Orange County, intending to get to Disneyland at 7 am to beat the holiday crowds, we
woke up and found that my car had been towed away!  This was due to a parking war
between the hotel and its neighbor.  After finding the towing yard, paying a huge fine and
getting the car back, we got to Disneyland at noon after spending hours in traffic, only to
find it was full.  So we enjoyed the sunny day at Newport Beach, and Jennifer and her kids
had a great time at Disneyland a few days later, this time successfully arriving early!

Lastly I have started meditating, after reading a fantastic book, Change Your Aura, Change
Your Life.  I came upon it on Amazon, and it sounded crazy to me, too.  But it had won
book awards and had great reviews, so I decided to check it out.  The book’s thesis is that
we all have an “energetic imprint” – our aura – and the best way to effect personal change
is to change our aura’s energy first.  The book teaches a form of meditation based on
inviting in energies of various colors, each of which stands for a spiritual quality.  This form
of meditation impressed me as the first I’d heard of that accomplishes something
important, rather than just “clearing your mind of thoughts,” so I felt attracted to it, plus the
fact that color has always been important to me.  I even found a fantastic yoga studio in
Encinitas, Soul of Yoga, that hosts teleconferenced classes given by the author, which I
have been attending.

For “fun” I get my weekly uplift from the Universal Spirit Center, with its Science of Mind
philosophy gleaned from the essence of all world religions.  I have several friends who go
to the 8 am service, but that is my writing time, so I go to the 11:30 one, and love the
message, music, and “experience of love” that they create.

Most difficult for me to deal with are people who want me to “have more fun.”  All it does is
interrupt my routines and make my life more difficult, haha.

Have a terrific year, and I have enjoyed the holiday letters I’ve gotten from some of you!

Much love,

Ma and Pa Gingerbread (Daria & Mike)



Nina with best college friends Parents Connie & Richard on Connie’s 84th birthday

Nick in beautiful Vancouver

Nick, Maxyne & Nick at Sagano Bamboo Forest, Kyoto, Japan

Nina in MADCAPS show, 5th from left

Nina’s high school graduation

Ma & Pa Gingerbread



Tyler, sisters Betsy & Lauren, Mike & Daria
at MTA anniversary dinner

Beach Bum

Jake at the the Parthenon in Athens

Whitey with his human

Jake at Daphni Monastery near Athens


