








December 25, 1997

Holiday Greetings to All!


And welcome to our sesqui-annual Christmas letter.  Sure, it’s pretty lame to only get around to this once every five years (or whatever sesqui means), but at least this way you’ll get caught up with us, remember the names of our kids, and (possibly) volunteer to baby-sit them or our VERY INTELLIGENT dog, Oso.  So here we go, from youngest to oldest…


Oso, our one-year old border collie/mutt, joined the family last summer.  While vacationing in Door County (us, not him), we “adopted” him, then brought him back with us to Oak Park, where we paid lots of “money” to have him “neutered” so that he could “teethe” on our “furniture”.  We quickly realized that, although VERY INTELLIGENT, he would need some training.  So we enrolled him in Dog School, along with his neighbor friend, Fargo.  Oso (Spanish for “VERY INTELLIGENT”) excelled in everything except the actual commands being repeated by his owners, preferring instead to sniff Fargo (Spanish for “WAY MORE INTELLIGENT THAN OSO”).


Erin, our 21-month old daughter, has been with us for, oh, 21 months.  But to hear her talk, you would think she had been around for much, much longer.  Anxious to assert herself in a noisy world, she has raised herself above it all (volume-wise) to the point where we sometimes forget how hard it was having just one child.  Erin’s favorite pastime is hopping up-and-down, Tigger-style, for 10 to 15 minute stretches to show how excited she is about, say, lunch.


Malachy, our “going-to-be-four-in-January” son (or as non-parents say:  “3”), regularly throws himself passionately into various endeavors, such as drawing, at which time we, as parents, say, “Isn’t he a great artist?  Maybe he’ll be the next Picasso.”  Then he’ll switch to Play-Doh, and we will say, “Maybe he will be the next <insert famous sculptor name here>.”  Then he will switch to running around screaming at the top of his lungs about some imaginary dragon chasing him, and we’ll say, “Maybe we could go back to drawing?”


Imal has a girlfriend.  So he never talks to us.  But we hear that he has finished his first semester of his sophomore year at Loras College, and has finally figured out the difference between a “content” course and a “blow-off” course.  His second semester schedule is:  Theory of Breathing, History of Western Sport in the 90’s, Hair as Metaphor, Counting One-Oh-One, and Independent Study.  His girlfriend (Katie from Milwaukee—yes, he’s in love with a cheesehead!) has received the Schrobilgen family seal of approval, and, given the choice, we would take her over Imal anytime.


Greg (you thought maybe I would be last?) has found employment and everlasting happiness with a computer consulting company called Worknet.  After leaving Providence-St. Mel this past summer (see Kathleen’s paragraph), he joined the private sector, which basically means that his life is no longer controlled by bells.  It has been a difficult transition for him, having to learn phrases like “profit margin,” “billable hours,” and “expense account” rather than “you’re having a quiz tomorrow, I guess,” “because I said so,” and “summer vacation.”  He enjoys his job, which so far consists of driving all over the Chicago area, desperately trying to convince people that he knows what he’s doing.


Kathleen, however, has held firm, staying in education, teaching at the very prestigious college prep high school, Benet Academy, trying as always to….wait a minute….we have a late bulletin here….Kathleen has taken a NEW JOB (cheers from her family).  She will start her new career at the end of the semester as an educational researcher of some sort for The Ball Foundation.  She will need to be at the office AT LEAST 3 days a week (sometimes more), and will otherwise keep herself occupied reading, writing, and doing some ‘rithmetic (statistics).  She is very happy with the change.  Not that either of us wanted to make a change.  Here is the Providence-St. Mel saga, Reader’s Digest version:  New principal hired good man fired by slimy board members we took a stand letter to the board signed contracts fired anyway LAWSUIT!  We fondly remember the good times at PSM and cherish our memories and friendships from those days, and are saddened by the great injustice being done there.

We hope our holiday greetings find you as healthy and happy as ever. Despite the ups and downs of this last year, we know that we have once again been blessed, and we are thankful.

Peace, joy and God bless you in the coming year,

Greg, Kathleen, Malachy, Erin, Imal, and Oso

Email:  
Greg:  
 HYPERLINK mailto:gschrob@aol.com 

gschrob@aol.com
   OR   greg@worknetinc.com

Kathleen:  kathshee@aol.com        Imal:  mohai@lcac3.loras.edu
