July, 1991

The Parker Press

Keeping you in touch with everything important

New Format for Family A Call For
Letters Stuns World!

letters home.

namovesure toamaze everybody, the Parker Press has
shifted from your everyday word processor to a top-of-
the-line page layout program to generate the infamous

Thisnew programsupportsallkindsoffunfeatures
(see photo on page 2 for a good example of what this
program can do), and will make the actual generation
oflettersmuch easier. However, ithasbeen shown that

itwon'tactually increase the volume of mail you receive

at your house.

Steve catches up!!

Santa Barbara - The
followingisacopy ofaletter
that was being developed
longbefore the Parker Press
wascreated. Therefore,inthe
interestof time (and energy)
it is being added verbatim,
ratherthantospend thetime
tryingtobreakitupintoinde-
pendentarticlesforthepaper.
I'msureyouallunderstand.
So, without further ado . . .

It’s about time I wrote
again. ThelasttimeIwrotel
hadjustgotback froma trip
toTaiwan,Korea,and Hawaii

withDad,Mom,Scottandmy-
self. Letmefill youinbriefly
with what happened in my

life since then (it should not
be that hard...).

August 89
February "90.

Who knows. This is
too far away to remember
withoutcheating anlooking
at a calendar.

February "90
December "90
(See LETTER, page 2)

Help

Thisisaformal request
forhelpinwritingthis“paper”.
I'dlike toadd littlenotes, let-
ters,and anythingelseyou'd
like distributed in here.

Send any thing you
wantpublished (don'tworry,
with this company you'll
never getarejectionnotice!).
You cansend itinhand writ-
tenform, typed orprinted, or
onanIBMorMacintoshdisk,
from any word processor.
With the equipment I have
(or have access to) I should
be able to translate just
about any word processing
format there is. You should
alsoprovidea “Header” for
yoursubmission. Don'tmake
them too big or too verbose.
Ifyouaren’tsurewhattoput,
grab your local newspaper
for ideas.

Very soon I hope to
have the ability to scan pic-
tures as well. Once this time
arrives, you'llbeabletosend
pictures, andIcanscan them
right into the paper. Until

(See CALL, page 2)
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CALL (from pg 1)

then, you can send them to
me, and I'll hand-paste them
in(notabigdeal, sincelhave
to copy the letter anyway:.)

Ifyounoticed, Thad an
ulterior motive here as well.
Thiswillforce youtowriteto
me occasionally. I'll also be
contacting one or twoof you
tohave you write a "feature
piece" for each paper.

Any questions?

LETTER (from
page 1)

On the road for work.
PlacesincludedLuckyStores
inSanFrancisco,MartinMari-
ettainOrlando, Racal Milgo
inFt.Lauderdale,Mobil Oilin
Dallas, LyondellPetrochemi-
cal in Houston, McDonnell
Douglas in Denver, USMC
Basein Cherry Point, (North
Carolina),NavalUnderwater
Systems Centerin New Lon-
don(Connecticut),ourannual
User Group in Washington
D.C.S.A LCinLancaster(Calif
Desert), RockwellinLosAnge-
les, BellSouthin Atlanta,and

Entire Ron and Marilyn
line together at one
time!

Pollock Pines- Althoughitreally wasn't thought pos-
sibleuntilrecently, theParkerFamily (descendantsofRonand
Marilyn Parker) and their entire families were allin Pollock
Pines atthe same time. Although once considered a virtual
impossibility by the experts, thiseventis expected to trigger
a number of potential recurrences.

During the event, Mom washeard tosay “Gee, it'snice
tohaveyouallinthesamehouseagain”. Dad’sopinionof the
eventisn't quite known at this time, but you can be sure he
enjoyed it. You can also be sure he washappy when things
quieted down again. The event was so rare that the family
even hired a professional photographer to be able to show
future generations that it actually happened.

Keep watching the Local News section of the Parker
Press formoreinformationaboutthisepicevent. Atthistime
Parker Pressistryingtosecureatleastoneof the pictures,and
you'll see it first here!

don’tremember. Ifitsounds
likequiteafew places, you're
right. I earned enough fre-
quent flyermilesin thatlittle
stintforafreetriptoAustralia
nextyear,along withenough
“hotelpoints” forafreeweeks
stayataHolidayInn(nothing
special, butthey aren’tbad).
I'mthinkingabouttakingthe
tripinOctober, butl'mstillnot
sure if I'm ready to do it.

April '91

Writing new training
materials, aswellasteaching
oodles and oodles of classes
inSantaBarbara. The group
Iworkfor(actuallyonly three
people) is responsible for
creating all our new training
materials for getting usinto
and through the ‘90’s. It’s
quite an ambitious project,

December "90 Continued
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and I really doubt that we'll
get them done as fast as
we'resupposed to, butthat’s
nothing new. We originally
intended them to be done
by June, but I don’t thing
they’llbe done until the end
oftheyear,
primary pr
they’llhav
ing quite ¢
the next

months, ar
willslipthe
ules even
C’est la vi

Ap1

Gear
ourinternai
Group(the
sponsorfo1
customers
Santa Bat

istypically ,rl.."- : .
a very, "¢
very busy
month b -
it happen:
muchmarketingasasupport
function. At the end of this
three day stint, Thad to teach
classes for two weeks. After
all this, insanity, Idecided to
take. ..

Late April '91

...aweek’svacation. I
threwtwomountainbikeson
the back of the car, and took
it for it’s first really serious
driveever. Ispentanightin
anabsolutely hideous room
at the Circus Circus in Las

Vegas. Since I was only go-
ing through town, and only
needed to sleep in the room
itwas OK. Itwasalso OK be-
causeitwasdark mostof the
time. IhavetoadmitthatIdid

kind of askforaground floor

room next to the doors so 1
could store the bikes in the
room, butIneverexpected it
tobelike this. Nextstop was
up to Zion National Park to
meetScott(whowasdriving
down from Provo). Going
up the Virgin River Gorge

(haturaan T V7 and Zion on

15) was
stic. It
iinded
of the
»koRiv-
orge in
n(Scott,
rell that
Alittle
er that
a very
pgorge
intains.
‘itused
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raining
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cean
w~vhen
Lt h e
] 'I

moun-
formed

a Iew years earlier.

o

Continuingonupfrom
the Gorge, I drove into the
south end of Zion. Iwasn’t
ready for the sheer majesty
of this park. It wasn't like

Continued
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anything I expected. Not
that I really know what I
expected, but it was amaz-
ing. Sheer limestone walls
2500 feet high that crumble
in your hads. Many differ-
ent shades of red, maroon,
grey and white. Some green
growing out of the side of
a cliff where nothing could
possibly grow.

We stayed at the Zion
Lodge, whichwasreallynice.
Webroughtcampingequip-
ment, buttheweatherlooked
alittle nasty on the first day,
sowedecidedto“roughit”in
the lodge. Scott and I went
onahike up throughaplace
calledHiddenCanyon,andit
wasmorelikeaclimbtowards
the end. It was alot of fun,
and looking straight down
wasalittle disorienting. Did
you see the movie Vertigo?
If you did, you know alittle
what I felt like.

From Zion (after two
days)weheadednorthtoSalt
Lake City. Scotthad to finish
movingoutofhisapartment,
and Iwanted tostopbytosee
Chris, VickyandSamuel.He's
getting socutenow. He’s go-
ingtobeabigkid whenallis
said and done. Istayed with
them for the night, and then
repacked thecarandheaded

for Mom and Dad’s. It was
alongdrive across Nevada,
complete with heavy rain,
heavy snow (luckily Icaught
itearly beforeitreally started
sticking). I got home and
stayedinsomestrangehouse
foracouplemoredays. Mom
and Dad tried to convince
me that they just remod-
eled the back room into an
twobedroom apartment for
Mark, Linda, Kelsay, Nicole,
andAdamHogge,butlknow
differently. The house Ileft
didn’thave5bedrooms, two
family rooms, and abunch of
young kids running around
(well, two out of three isn’t
bad...)

Dad looked great for
being out of the hospital for
about5weeks. Infact, hekind
of worked Scott and myself
over the weekend, splitting
wood, cleaning up, and gen-
erally pretending that we
werestillinhighschool, living
there, helping him with the
household chores. Iactually
enjoyedit. Itkind of tookme
back a few years.

Afteracouplerelaxing
daysathome, Ijumped back
in the car again, and ended
up back in Santa Barbara.
Sevendayslater, twenty five
hundred mileslater. Ifigurel

spentthirty twohoursin the
car. Add to that the fifty six
hours or so spent sleeping;
the five to ten spent in vari-
ous restaurants or at dining
tables; the five or six spent
packing;andthecouplespent
in gas stations, it'samazing
that I actually got to see
anything!

So now I've brought
youup to date with the past,
let’sbring youup todateon
the future:

Wednesday Night
May 29, 1991

I'm sitting here in the
RiversideInninPortland, OR
writingthisletter.I'mworking
atConsolidatedFreight,who
is trying to write a package
tracking system for Emery
Worldwide. It will be quite
anambitious project, as they
wantto provide anybodyin
anycountrytheability tolook
up where a particular pack-
ageis. Notonly willitdothis,
butautomaticallygenerateall
the customs documents nec-
essary. Anddotheiraccount-
ing. Itshould beinteresting.

Thishotelisn’tanything
special. It's right on the

Continued
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Willamette River beneath a
plethoraofbridges.I'vebeen
walkingaround downtown.
This is a neat, clean city, but
I think that’s attributable to
all the rain. It doesn’t rain
hard here, just drizzles all
the time.

I'mgoing toseePhyllis
and Jeff Barnard tomorrow.
They are people thatused to
workatSoftool,andliveupin
Beavertonnow. Itshould be
neat to see their baby, who
isn’treally ababy anymore.
From what I hear, they’re
expecting another one very
SOON.

Thursday, May 30
after work:

Well, things are get-
ting interesting up here in
Portland. Seemslike there’s
a basketball game going on
up here starting around 6:00
pm,and EVERYBODY istry-
ing to get home to watchit.
Idon’tunderstand. It'sjust
the Trail Blazers, playing the
“World Champion” Lakers,
for the West Coasttitle. And
after all this (that?) the win-
ner gets to getbeat up onby
the ChicagoBulls. Sowhat’s
everybody soexcited about?
I getafunny feeling that my
drivetoBeavertonwillbeon

emptyroads. I'dbeteventhe
policeareallsittingatDenny’s
watching television. Iwish
had my Testerosarightnow.
OrmaybetheDiablo. Inever
could decide which one to
take. (ha ha!)

Tuesday
June 4, 1991

Now I'msitting inmy
room at the Arizona Golf
ResortinMesa Arizona with
a few minutes to kill, so I
thoughtI’d add to theletter.
Over the weekend, I flew
home from Portland Friday
night. OnSaturdaymorning,
Igotup and drove to Chuck,
LeeAnnand Allan’shousein
L.A. ChuckandTIhad tickets
toamid-day Grateful Dead
concert. Wehad agreattime
watchingall the people who
attend these things (quite
an interesting cross-section
of strange people...) It was
alot of fun, even though I

got a little sun-

burned. Anyway,
onSundaylgotup
and droveback to
Ferrar; | Santa Barbara to
pack and geton a

plane to Phoenix.
ObviouslyImadeit,sincel'm
herewritingthis,butitwasan
interestingafternoon. Doyou
ever getthat feeling youleft

somethingbehind. Ido,and
I'knew I was leaving some-
thing, butjustcouldn’t think
ofwhatitwas.AsIwasputting
my pantsonyesterday, Ireal-
ized thatitwassomethingas
insignificantasabelt.Ohwell,
Iguessthingscouldbeworse.
Icouldhaveforgottenthings
likeunderwearorsomething
critical like that.

On a lighter note, I'm
going to see Uncle Tom and
Aunt Barbara for dinner to-
night. Thaven’t seen them
forafew years. Itshould be
a nice time.

Tuesday
June 11

Guesswherelamnow.
I'min an airport in San An-
tonio, onmy way home. It’s
beenaninteresting few days
sincellastwroteinthisletter.
ThadanicedinnerwithUncle
Tom, Aunt Barbara, cousin
Tom]r., Kelly (hiswife), their
baby (I'vealready forgotten
hisname, buthe’sreal cute),
Cousin Linda, and her son
(who's name also slips my
mind right now). It was a
nicedinner, and it wasreally
fun seeing them all again.
Makes me think we oughtto

Continued
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hold another reunion soon.
We'll see.

Anyway, unlike this
week, last week went very
well. It'snotoftenthatIgoon-
sitestrictlyfortraining,andit’s
anicefeelingtobeabletojust
gohomeafterwards, andnot
worry abouthaving to write
upsummaries, proposals,and
thelike. Itwasquitehotthere
for me (from 100° to 106°),
but I hear that that’s almost
springtimeweatherforthem.
They don'tcallit “hot” until
it'sover110°. Idon’tthinkI'll
ever be there when it’s that
hot. It’s far too much.

IgothomeFriday eve-
ningabout8:30pm,and went
toaparty forafriend of ours.
It was fun to see all of them
rightafteraweekaway. Gary
andIbrokeoutthemountain
bikes on Saturday and went
foraride, and thenIflew out
to San Antonio on Sunday
aroundNoon.IthoughtMesa
wasbad. Measishot, butit’s
dry. This place is about 90°,
andHUMID.Iwassupposed
to work at Kelly Air Force
Base for the entire week, but
nowIlamcominghomeearly.
Turns out that three of the
five peopleIneeded towork
with are in Sacramento for
the entire week, and another

onegotcalledforjurydutyon
Tuesday. The one guy who
was left there had a dentist
appointment at 2:00 in the
afternoon, and his car broke
down so he never made it
back to work. It made for
quiteaninteresting day. Not
tomention the fact thatthey
didn’t have the computer
runningyet,and thesoftware
wesentthem wouldn’thave
workedanyway(we“locked”
ittothewrongserialnumber).
I did arrange to get them a
new program with the right
serial number on it, and got
their computer running for
them. At least they have
something to donow (learn
how touse the computerand
atleastrunsome testson the
software).I'llbecomingback
outhere in July to finish the
implementationworkthatwe
didn’tdothisweek.It'sgoing
tobe quiteabitofwork, butit
shouldn’t be all that hard.

To continue on, when
I found that the people I
needed to talk to weren't
going to be there all week, I
arrangedtocomehomeearly.
Getting home turned out to
be tougher than I originally
thought.FirstIbookedaflight
on Continental connecting
witha United Express plane
toleave San Antonio around

7:15pm. Sincelleft thebase
around 11:00am, this left
me with some time to kill.
I walked downtown to see
the Alamo (“Remember the
Alamo?, Ijusthad tosay that)
and wentupinthe “Tower of
the Americas”. Itresembles
theSpaceNeedleinSpokane.
Anyway, I had a nice lunch
up there, spinning around
watching the city. Around
2:30pm, I tried to call work
tofind outifsomebody could
pick me up at the airport
whenlIgothome. Ourrecep-
tionistsaid “Thetravelagent
is desperately trying to find
you” Icalledthem,andfound
that the flight Ibooked had
been cancelled, as the plane
Iwassupposed tobe onwas
broken down in some other
city. The only other flights
back to S.B. left at 3:15 and
4:30. I pratically ranback to
thecar,and zoomeduptothe
airport (I'm sure the police
are still looking for me) and
tried to turnin therental car.
Isaidtried. Theywerepaving
the entrance to the rental car
returnroadandhaditblocked
off. The road lead directly
onto an onramp back into
downtown.Ipulledakind-of
illegalU-turn,and parkedthe
caronthesidewalkinfrontof
Budget, ran in, threw them

Continued
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thekeys, signed thebill, and
jumped on the bus to the
terminal.

To make a long story
shorter, I got the second to
lastticketon this connection,
madeitwithabout1/2hour
tospare, and amsitting here
writing you this note. Any
questions?
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