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December 26, 2014

Dear family and friends,

We hope this holiday season finds you well and safe, snug and cozy in your cheerfully lit
homes while the north wind blows and snowstorms rage outside.  Ah, allegorical thinking (at
least for us in Southern California!)

Following is our annual account of our year.  Bear in mind that I have a different vision than
most people.  I don’t proclaim how wonderful we are, but rather how screwed up, and hope
others feel better.  And yeah, things do usually turn out well in the end.

To put it another way, I would like to acknowledge myself for some of the crap and hardships I
have been through this year.  If this is not your cup of tea, read no further.  But here goes.

Baptism of fire, year three.  Running my father’s financial newsletter business, Dow Theory
Letters, and trying to transition it to a business that will be viable for many years to come, has
been quite an odyssey.  Suffice it to say that every fear, problem, vulnerability or thing I’ve
wanted to avoid in my entire life has been shoved into my face by this experience.

At one point I tried to make a list of why the past three years have been so utterly frightening
and difficult, and some of the items on it, toned down, were:

● Having to come to terms with my father, help him, emotionally support him and work
with him closely – while still having a lot of issues with him

● Having a basic fear of men yet having to deal with a bunch of high powered financial
industry type men

● Having to be the money gatekeeper and negotiate numerous salaries
● Having to gain clarity on one of the most complicated industries in the world – finance

and investing – without my usual modus operandi of reading voraciously
● Having to learn to run all aspects of a business and be a business leader
● Having to deal with my own investing and tax mistakes, which have shot my

confidence
● Having to supervise separate around the clock staffs that care for my father, mother

and autistic sister, as well as the business staff
● Conclusion: maybe I’ve been healing generations-long fears over investing.  My father

is probably a mass of fears that he covers with gruffness.  His grandfather and uncle
both committed suicide over stock market downturns. Maybe I inherited all that fear,
and am having to overcome it.

At one point I realized that I have been in “crisis mode” for so long, and I recalled a fascinating
book I read called The Unthinkable: Who Survives When Disaster Strikes and Why.  It
described how people sometimes lose some of their faculties during life or death situations;
they may become temporarily blind or deaf … either blocking out distress, or a narrowing of
their vision to what must be attended to in order to survive.   I remembered how when I was
student teaching many years ago, another harrowing experience, I was always thirsty.
However due to my panicked tunnel vision, it took me weeks to notice that there was a water
fountain in plain view behind my desk.  This situation has felt the same way … a baseline
feeling of panic … jumping from crisis to crisis … not really able to handle anything well.



On the plus side of the ledger, the business has survived, I have gained strength and courage
from facing all of this, and we keep progressing.  I have brought on two new writers, and our
beautiful new website is up and functioning at www.dowtheoryletters.com.

The funny thing about fears is that they probably seem almost humorous to others who don’t
share those particular fears. One huge fear I had was of talking with advisors, now commonly
called wealth managers.  I was raised by an “investing guru” with a particular view of investing
(previous metals focus), and had never spoken with a single other advisor.  I was so
frightened of doing so – feeling both that it was a betrayal and feeling completely ignorant of
traditional money management – that I put it off for years, but knew that I had to do this.  I
used to work as a researcher, and my way of doing research was to read extensively, and
then call experts with my remaining questions; a method I still generally follow.  So I finally
made this into a “research project,” made a commitment to speak with a new advisor every
week, and followed through.

The other thing that has made things so difficult is that I ALWAYS read extensively about
whatever I’m trying to learn.  However in this case, it just has not happened.  I never seem to
have the time or inclination.  I really feel as if spirit has prevented this from happening -- that I
am being challenged to handle things without my usual armor.  So this has made everything
doubly frightening to me – having to negotiate with and direct experts (financial analysts)
without being armed with sufficient knowledge – basically feeling like an idiot.  So that’s my
confession.

Of course everything happens for a reason, right?  This has kept me at the level of “Joe Six-
pack,” your typical investor, who is not that knowledgeable or brilliant.  It has forced me into a
higher level of vulnerability, which I guess must be a good thing.  And I have ultimately found
that I somehow “know enough” and am “good enough,” amen.  It has felt like stepping off a
cliff, but I have survived.

One comfort is that Mike got a long-overdue promotion this year, to senior safety engineer,
and found himself in much the same situation.  He was thrust into a position where he had to
do the jobs of three people: senior safety engineer (which entailed extensive creation of
presentations and teaching), district manager for the Santa Ana office, and clerical, an
important position that they were temporarily without.  The office had been without a resident
manager or competent clerical help for years, was in the middle of a move, and was in
shocking disarray, with important case files having been haphazardly strewn around for years
and reference works being thrown away.  Mike stepped in and created order out of this chaos,
organizing the case files with a new system, pulling valuable items from the trash, dealing with
problem employees, squabbles and turf wars, and getting furniture moved.

As compensation he got – a bit more money, an office with a door that closed, many junkets
to San Francisco/Oakland, and most importantly, after 25 years of his life being dominated by
reports, deadlines and timesheets, all that was eliminated.  Hallelujah.  Most recently they
finally hired a great clerical and a new district manager, so Mike’s life should get back to
normal, whatever that turns out to be in his new position!

I have been driving Mike to and from the train station three days a week since June, and that
has actually been very romantic and fun, to drive my important guy around, and get to come
home through my beloved Old Town at 6:15 am.



Kid news: Nick just wrapped up a fantastic paid internship at AKQA in San Francisco.  AKQA
is a premier global marketing company, and was the “company of Nick’s dreams” until he got
to work there and experience the long hours and burnout firsthand.  At any rate, Nick got to
work on actual projects for Google, Air Jordan, DirectTV and others.  So proud of Nick, as he
initiated and arranged this internship opportunity for himself and ten other students from
Simon Fraser University.  And his team won first place in the internal Google Glass
Hackathon!  The previous semester he worked for Simon Fraser University, leading the
redesign of their website and acting as student representative at recruiting events.

Nick’s friend Maxyne graduated from UC Berkeley and moved back to San Diego, to a
fantastic canyonside hideaway near us, with her mother and their menagerie.  Since she and
Nick still like to hang out, we are seeing him a bit more often, including a few weeks over
Christmas.  But come January he will be back to school in Vancouver.  Nick also has a terrific
tech blog, which can be seen at www.nickdoering.com.

Jake participated in his graduation from UCLA in June, though he technically had some more
classes to go.  For a full and hopefully amusing report on this milestone, see “Jake’s
University Graduation” at www.dariadoering.com.  At any rate, Jake is looking for a full-time
job, and planning a move to Santa Monica.

A few highlights of Jake’s year: One was immortalized by the newspaper headline, “UCPD
Arrests Man in Connection with Thefts at UCLA.”  From Jake’s Facebook post,

So two of my roommates got their iPhones and wallets stolen while playing soccer last
week.  We tracked down one of the phones with Find My iPhone, grabbed an
assortment of tennis rackets, golf clubs and a hammer for protection, drove to
Koreatown, and found the phone in a bag checked at the front desk of a hotel. Inside
the bag were both my friends’ phones and wallets, a total of 7 iPhones, several more
wallets and a laptop. We staked the place out for about two hours until UCPD got there
and waited for his return. We later found out this guy has been wanted at UCLA for
several months, and his bail is now set at $80,000.  Felt pretty good.

Jake has also had some rewarding internships, first at Sanguine Biosciences, where he did
user experience and website design, and then at Tixr, an event ticketing platform, where he
has been doing web design and marketing.

On the lighter side, earlier in the year Jake got the great idea to have “gallery parties,” in
which he and his roommates would buy tacky paintings at thrift stores, hang them up in their
apartment, and invite friends over.  The parties were quite a success, attracting far too many
people!

Now Jake is living in a huge and fantastic penthouse in Westwood with ten other guys.  The
downside is that there is no place to park and he has accumulated $750 of parking tickets,
sigh.

He has also started a hilarious blog that I wish he would add to more often.  It can be seen at
www.jakedoering.com.  “Thoughts” section recommended.



Nina is in her second year at Cal Poly, and has changed her major to journalism.  This year
she moved into an apartment with her wonderful roommate from last year, Hannah, and the
other third of the three besties, Sophia.

Nina has also had several interesting internships: One with Thumb Print Gallery in La Jolla, in
which she attended arts events and blogged for them. Another was with J Hanna Jewelry,
working on their website, and a third was with www.stylelikeu.com in New York.  She has
been particularly excited about the last one because “all they do is interview interesting
people!” and her job was to locate these hip and fascinating people.

Nina traveled with friend Emma to Prince Edward Island on the eastern shore of Canada this
summer.  It is a very artsy place that she thoroughly enjoyed, and wrote up her experiences
for the Thumb Print Gallery blog, see http://www.thumbprintgallerysd.com/news/archives/07-
2014.  Right now Nina is adventuring in New York, and excited because she will attend the
StyleLikeU holiday party!

Nina also had an actual JOB, as a hostess at the Customs House restaurant in Avila Beach,
during the first semester.  I was so excited about her job, but now she has quit, sigh. I am
happy about the fact that she removed her nose ring and let her nose heal.

Mike and I are doing fine in our empty nest, made less empty by our favorite cat, Whitey.
Whitey is such a working cat.  He has single-handedly rid our neighborhood of gophers, killing
over a dozen of them, not to mention mice. When Mike is gone he sleeps next to me, and I
don’t feel so alone.  Of course I never know when I might walk into the bathroom or my office
and find a dead rodent on the rug.

What am I grateful for in life?  Facebook!!!  How else would I have any clue what my kids are
up to?  I love their witty posts and photos.

My father celebrated his 90th birthday this year, and we had a big party.  Old friends and fellow
financial columnists Pamela and Mary Anne Aden flew in from Costa Rica, and children,
grandchildren and other friends from all quarters.  We feasted, enjoyed a great Klezmer band,
and relished each other’s company.

Here is part of the tribute to my parents which I gave at this party:

… This is an example of a letter that my dad received within the last month, and he
receives these all the time:

Mr. Russell, If you were absolutely wrong on every market interpretation, I would
still pay $300 per year for the privilege of reading your daily musings.  Your
sincerity, integrity, weaknesses and your ever questioning about the meaning of
life reflects the same curiosity mankind has held for millennia. You have the
same desire that any thinking person should have, and that is, “How should one
live a life that is meaningful?” I admire you immensely.  Continued success to
you and thank you very much.



Thousands of subscribers can’t be wrong.  They see something in him.  When I first
came onboard at Dow Theory Letters, I was just mind blown by this outpouring of love,
every day.  I couldn’t believe it.  And it’s kind of a mystery sometimes, what keeps
people subscribing, for decades.  Reading the surveys, the thing that struck me more
than anything else was that a lot of men – it’s almost all men who subscribe –
described the hardest event in their life as the death of their father.  I’d never heard of
such a thing. I’ve heard people talk about their mothers, but not their fathers.  I
concluded that Richard Russell is like a universal father for a lot of people. People write
to him and pour their hearts out about their own lives …

… If I can be half the person of either of my parents, going forward, I’ll know I’ve done
well.  I have two very strong parents and it’s taken me my whole life to come to grips
with being their daughter.  It’s not their fault … they never pressured me to do anything
… quite the opposite … it’s just who they are.  I feel like I’ve also tried to complete my
parents’ dreams.  My parents both had big, big dreams.  They wanted to save the
world.

I got a degree in economics, trying to figure out what my dad was all about.  I got a
master’s degree in character education, trying to figure out what my mom was all
about, and then another master’s degree in spiritual psychology, which is like the other
side of what my mother was trying to do.  I was always trying to learn what they were
doing, and do it right.  They gave me something really huge to live up to, which is a
great gift.  The greatest thing you can do for your kids, I feel, is to give them dreams.

I’d say the biggest value of both my parents was honesty.  They’ve given the world the
true gift of being very transparent with their struggles and strivings through life.  People
write sometimes and say – why doesn’t Richard shut up about his childhood fears and
his spiritual journey?  I always write them back and I say – I understand what you’re
saying, but at his age, he has earned the right to talk about whatever he feels like
talking about.  Plus many people like to read about his personal saga, and I believe it
helps him.  In general I think it helps move us forward to be open about our struggles.

My parents gave me a huge puzzle to solve.  Nothing less than straightening out the
world’s problems, which they both did their best to do.  It’s like they gave me a giant
Rubic’s cube, which doesn’t exactly make life easy, and yet it must have been what I
signed up for.   They both felt that the puzzle of life was meant to be put together, to be
solved.  My mother had a phrase, “God wants the questions answered.”  I think about
that all the time.

I’ve tried to solve a lot of puzzles already: the puzzle of marriage, the puzzle of
childrearing.  And now I’ve got a big new one. But they also gave me the confidence
that I could solve it.  Because that’s what I always saw them doing.  Using such
tremendous honesty, such massive self-discipline and such amazing courage.   It had
such a profound effect on me to see them doing this that it propelled and motivated me
for my entire life, and it always will.

My dad received a visit from Louise Hay earlier in the year.  He considers her his guru and
has listened to her books over and over.  We both sent her letters asking her to visit, and I
printed out all my father’s columns in which he has sung her praises.  So it was very exciting
for both of us to get to meet and talk with her in person.



In conclusion, I woke up this morning realizing that I am depressed.  I don’t believe for one
second that depression is “a chemical imbalance.”  Sometimes life is really tough, and/or
we are called to take on an immense challenge, and it can be very depressing.  I have no
doubt that I will get through this and my life will ultimately be joyful and my energies will be
perfectly aligned with what I am doing.  But that time is sure not now.  Life feels like having
to slog my way through endless morasses, and like there is a profound misalignment
between what I am doing and my areas of strength and joy.  But it also just feels like I am
doing what is before me, what needs to be done, and hopefully I am learning what I need
to learn.

Love,

Daria, Mike, Nick, Jake and Nina


