Hello Everyone!!


I’m here with Kate and we’ve sat down to write our New Years letter!  Yes, that’s right, following in some great footsteps here (KJK) I’m going to put our holiday letter in a new calendric orientation.  It’s catching on, brother!  Suck suck, snorkel, grunt grunt grunt.  Kate is giving dictation.  Julie’s trying to catch up on her sleep.


2003 held a lot for the Robertson family.  It was a year for firsts.  Eric began the year with the first of 4 battles with his Pilonidal cyst (I’ll get back to this later).  It put him in the ER at 2 a.m. in the first week of January, and will continue to make it’s presence known throughout the year.  Last winter was also a-flurry (ha!) with activity, Julie still teaching at the Living Fountain Dance Center in Canton, OH, administrating the ballet program and other dance classes at The Chapel in Akron.  She wound down her time as a personal Pilates trainer and also began selling Pampered Chef last spring.  Anyone need catalogs?   Eric was trying to finish his seminary classes at TEDS, work full time as an intern at the Chapel, and decide his future along the way.


Presidents Day weekend 2003 say us snowed into a town home in Burke, Virginia for 2 extra days.  Julie, Eric, (and ‘lil Virginia at that point) were stuck with Brian and Kathy Bales for almost 3 days under a record amount of snow that shut down the Eastern Seaboard.  This was a trip to candidate for a new position at Immanuel Bible Church that Eric and Julie ended up accepting.  


Grunt, cough, pant pant pant, whimper, squeal., whimper, squeal, pant pant.  That’s Kate again.  She’s discovered she has hands but can’t seem to get them (and keep them) in her mouth yet.  She’s a champ, though.  Just keeps on trying!


After accepting the job at IBC in March, the cyst came back. That saw Eric on the couch again for a week.  When he got up again, there was much to be done to move our family (we had made the announcement of Julie’s pregnancy official by emailing the ultrasound to the world) to our Next Chapter ™ in Virginia.


The next 6 months were full of the joys of moving and starting new jobs.  Julie was a downtown girl, taking the Metro (D.C.’s train system) to work 5 days a week (into her 9th month!).  Eric began his job as the Director of Creative Arts and Worship in June and has been busy ever since.  In this time we looked for and bought a town house, changed cars several times, saw the birth our daughter on 11-1-03 (numerologists rejoice) painted, carpeted, redid much lighting and electrical, laid 600 sq. ft. of Bamboo flooring, and moved in just in time for Christmas.  Oh yeah, the cyst came back again on our train trip to Julie’s cousin Anne Cleary’s (now Lang) Chicago wedding at the end of August. That’s #3, folks.


Some props before I close.  We’ve spent our initial time here at the Pinkston residence in Alexandria.  They gave up their basement (actually larger than our Akron apartment. NICE……), their time, their milk and eggs occasionally and themselves especially.  Erica and Christian are two of the most giving, generous people we have met.  They opened their home and their lives and made us feel welcome, softened our transition into a completely new place, and helped us in many, many ways.  We feel blessed to know them (and Maddie and Oma, of course!)


As I close this letter, which has taken 3 different chairs, a trip for Tylenol to ease my pain (I just had that cyst surgically removed last Monday, the 28th.  13 staples!  May it never return) and Kate’s decision to abandon the letter writing process in search of food (ergo Julie is now awake and here too.), I have some thoughts on our life in 2003.  God is good.  Sometimes he asks us to follow him, even when it’s not easy or fun.  If we can look back and see his perfect record of faithfulness to us and gain the strength by trusting him to move ahead, we will grow.   Growth, most of the time, means change, discomfort, even pain, but that’s OK.  God is Good, and His Love Endures Forever.  The Robertson’s are excited to see what He has in store for Two Thousand and Four.

