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Elmo was thinking about today, what Wig-
gles or Teletubbies “movie” they want to 
watch over again for the third time today, 
what song they want to listen to, where 
they want to go for a ride to today, and on 
and on and on like a record playing on fast 
speed.  They had their first haircut in April 
and recently just had their second!  They 
love to sing and dance, make crafts (the 
messier the better), ride their bikes, and 
play with their many friends.  They even 
got to meet the Wiggles live in person 
when they came to Rochester this summer.  
They were very excited for Halloween to 
come this year.  They dressed up as twin 
witches (costumes that we bought last year 
on clearance for $1.75 and hoped they'd fit 
into by this Halloween).  Likewise they are 
thrilled about Christmas this year also.  It 
is the first year that they are truly able to 
anticipate future events and they can re-
member things that happened last year.  
Right after Halloween, Maranda started 
singing "Morris The Moose" out of the 
blue (that's a children's Christmas song that 
I dug out of the moth balls from my child-
hood and that they adopted as a favorite 
last year). 
 
This year also brought many treasured new 
connections with extended family mem-
bers through my ongoing genealogy re-
search connected with my website, www.
vallonesworld.com.  I've had the opportu-
nity to reconnect with family I never knew 
I had - or had lost contact with decades 

Happy, happy holidays!!  You’ve just re-
ceived the 9th spectacular annual edition of 
the Vallone family newsletter!  Here it is, 
another holiday season and another oppor-
tunity for me to share some choice slices of 
typical everyday family life over the past 
year.  As the years pass by more and more 
quickly, it becomes harder and harder to 
discern what happened this year as op-
posed to nine years ago.  Amy will tell you 
that I will often bring up an event that hap-
pened last month only to find out that, to 
my surprise, in the "real world" it actually 
happened in 1997 (or so she recalls).  I 
hope I've chosen some memories of events 
that actually took place this year...or even 
more importantly, actually took place at 
all, period.  I look back over previous 
years' newsletters and sometimes wonder.  
But, yes, it is all true. 
 
In 2007 our twin girls, Samantha and Ma-
randa, turned two years old just after we 
welcomed in the New Year.  We've spent 
one of the most magical years of our lives 
watching our former babies grow into little 
girls.  They began the year speaking only a 
few words and forming two and three word 
sentences for the first time.  We approach 
the end of this year listening to incessant 
narratives describing everything going on 
around them... what they just did, what 
they want to do next, who their best friends 
are, what songs they sang at story time and 
what books they took out of the library, 
what they want to eat for breakfast, what 

ago.  I've made connections with people I 
know I'm related to but haven't quite fig-
ured out how yet!  The journey to discov-
ering my familial connections has been 
challenging and rewarding, but most of all 
a blessing.  My family and my heritage are 
important to me.  At this time of year we 
look backward to previous generations for 
the comforts we associate with Christ-
mas.... The memories of an "old fashioned" 
Christmas connect us to the past and keep 
our departed loved ones near in heart and 
spirit.  At the same time, it is an opportu-
nity to look forward with the hope that our 
children and grand-children will remember 
the Christmas we give them today with the 
same fondness that we look back on the 
Christmases of our own youth.  We are 
making history for the future whenever we 
do something that will be remembered 
fondly by someone.  With the hope that 
you are about to do something that will 
live on in someone else's smiles and holi-
day memories for generations to come - 
We wish you peace, love, and all the joys 
of this most blessed season.  Merry Christ-
mas! 
 

        Don & Amy 
 
Note: Again this year, Amy takes no re-
sponsibility for what appears in this issue.  
Suits of libel and general malcontent may 

be directly solely at myself. 
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Merry Christmas!! 

Welcome to the 2007 edition of the 
Vallone Family Christmas Newsletter! 
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Memorial Day Camping 
(Almost) 
 
Every year our faithful friends invite us 
with them on their annual Memorial Day 
camping weekend.  And every year we 
have a different lame excuse...."Amy's 
pregnant with triplets and throws up every 
day"..."We're busy with newborns and 
don't even have time to sleep"...."My father 
died and we want to have a funeral for 
him".  Well, this year we couldn't think up 
another good excuse to avoid the trip so we 
packed the kids and the camping gear in 
the van and headed out for a weekend in 
the woods with our friends.  Actually, the 
twins were looking forward to the trip.  We 
started talking about camping a couple of 
weeks ahead of the trip to get them used to 
the idea.  It would be their very first camp-
ing experience and we weren't sure how 
they would react.  So, for two weeks, eve-
rything the girls talked about was related to 
"camping".  Even though they had no idea 
what camping is or whether they would 
enjoy it, Maranda marched around pro-
claiming "I like camping" and Samantha 
repeated, "Go camping?" with annoying 
redundancy.  Actually we made tents out 
of blankets and a coffee table in the living 
room, and started calling their playhouse a 
"tent" to get them used to the idea.  They 
got a huge kick out of dragging their 
blankie, pillow, bunnies, and dolls into the 
"tent" and pretending to go "night-night".  
We were just concerned that once the real 
tent was set up outside in the dark sur-
rounded by all of the noises of the night it 
would suddenly be quite a different story. 
We arrived at the campground so excited 
to get started that we beat everyone else by 
nearly an hour!  We checked in and drove 
to our site.  It was a hot Friday afternoon 
and it had been a rainy spring, so there 
were a lot of bugs in the air.  We had a 
shady spot next to the woods and a creek 
ran around our site.  The cool shade was 
nice, but the dark canopy overhead did not 

let much sunlight 
through to dry out the 
ground where the tent 
would be set up.  In fact 
there was no grass...just 
mud.  The only green 
plants that seemed to be 
thriving were situated 
along the bank of the 
stream all along the pe-
rimeter of our campsite 
not doing us any good 
for ground cover under-

neath the tent.  We parked the van and let 
the kids out while we tried to decide where 
to pitch the tent.  The insects were larger 
near the woods and I started to wonder if 
another site might be better as I swatted 
away my attackers.  Meanwhile, the twins 
were happily exploring.  Even though we 
had asked them to stay near, Samantha was 
already marching off into the woods and 
disappearing into the thick greenery, and 
Maranda was skipping along next to the 
stream admiring the pretty green plants 
that were growing thickly along the 
streambed.  "I like these leaves", she ex-
claimed exuberantly as she bent down to 
investigate the clusters of three pointed 
leaves on the end of each stem.  "They're 
green!  What are these called, Daddy?"  I 
focused on the pretty leaves.  "DON'T 
TOUCH THAT, MARANDA!!!” I 
screamed knowing full well that she would 
intentional do just the opposite for fun.  I 
ran toward her, almost slipping on the floor 
of mud, and scooped her up into my arms 
just before she was able to pick a bouquet 
of poison ivy and bring it proudly over to 
one of us.  "Go find Samantha and bring 
her back to the van!" I shouted to Amy 
while I strapped Maranda back into her car 
seat.  "So what should we do?" Amy asked 
me.  I told her I just needed to relax and 
think for a minute.  "Let's take a walk 
around and see if anyone else got here yet", 
I said.  We walked around the other empty 
campsites and decided to go back to the 
office and ask if we could move to a differ-
ent site.  We loaded the van back up and 
drove back to the park entrance where I 
explained that we have curious two-year-
olds and our site is loaded with poison ivy.  
The park manager explained that it was a 
very bad year for poison ivy and that it was 
everywhere throughout the campground.  
He also stated that there were no other sites 
available.... they were booked up for the 
weekend.  We waited for a while for some-
one else to show up and have a brilliant 
idea.  Without anyone to talk us out of it, 
we began formulating alternate plans.  
Amy's parents live on 35 wooded acres not 
far from the campground!  We could go 
there and set up the tent and the kids would 
never know the difference.  I asked the 
manager for a refund, which of course was 
"out of his hands".  Then our friends ar-
rived and wondered why we looked so de-
pressed.  We explained the situation and 
they understood.  Fortunately for them, the 
rest of our group had sunny sites away 
from the poison ivy and the mud.  They 
merrily went about setting up camp while 
one of the couples managed all of the chil-

dren like a well-orchestrated day care, keeping 
them out of their parents' hair until the tents 
were up.  Sometimes it’s all about timing. 
We set up camp in Amy's parents' yard.  The 
bugs were smaller, the ground was drier, and 
best of all we were just a few steps from indoor 
plumbing and all of the comforts of home.  We 
both looked at each other and suddenly discov-
ered that we just aren't true campers anymore.  
However, we were still determined to spend at 
least one night outside in a tent because the 
kids were so anxious to "go camping".  We had 
a nice fire going and the evening was perfect 
for a cozy, romantic snuggle in front of the 
roaring flames.  Our tent was just a few yards 
away from the campfire and I purposely set it 
up so that the kids' window faced the campfire 
so we could hear them and they could hear us 
and know we were just outside as they fell 
asleep.  Of course they would have no part of 
going in the tent without us, though.  As many 
times as we tried, screams and cries followed.  
So we just went to bed in the tent and tried to 
dream about what it would be like to snuggle in 
front of the fire.  As Amy and I tried to quietly 
approach a snuggle position under the sleeping 
bag, Samantha made her way from the opposite 
side of the tent and wedged her way between us 
just to make sure she wasn't missing out on 
anything.  We all finally drifted off into a quiet 
slumber when the barely discernable hum of a 
distant jet engine 30,000 feet above us woke 
Maranda.  She jumped up into a sitting position 
and excitedly shouted, "Airplane!  Airplane!".  
"Yes, Maranda.  That's an airplane.  Now go 
back to sleep", I told her.  And she went back to 
sleep.  A couple of hours later the town crier 
was at it again.  "Airplane!  Airplane!"  She 
likes airplanes and we were not getting any 
sleep.  Then Amy poked 
me and told me that the 
air had completely 

leaked out of our air mattress and she was be-
ing assaulted by twigs and rocks.  She couldn't 
get comfortable and decided to sneak into the 
house to spend the rest of the night on the sofa.  
Samantha woke up and wouldn't allow her 
mother to leave.  Wouldn't allow, here, means 
screaming loud enough that the nearest 
neighbors would consider calling 911.  We 
were all wide-awake now and all headed into 
the house to spend the rest of the night.  But the 
girls decided they would just cry and scream 
instead of going to sleep.  Eventually, knowing 
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Happy Anniversary…etc.  
 
In March, Amy and I celebrated the 10th an-
niversary of our first date.  In September we 
celebrated our 9th wedding anniversary and 
the 10-year anniversary of getting engaged.  
It sounded like a good year to take a memo-
rable romantic trip without the girls.  Amy's 
parents were kind enough to drive in to town 
to stay at our house with the twins for two 
nights while Amy and I set out to vacation on 
Cayuga Lake in an historic bed and breakfast.  
I planned the most romantic vacation I could 
come up with that fit our requirements of be-
ing close to home and that would last no 
more than 48 hours.  I reserved the 
"Indulgence" suite in the historic Halsey 
House in Trumansburg, NY.  The room had a 
fireplace and a Jacuzzi tub in a Federal style 
mansion that was built in 1829.  The owner 
boasted of their location, "It is so close to the 
water that you can hear the waterfalls and 
rapids all night long if you have your win-
dow open".  I dreamed of sipping New York 
State wines on the patio next to the blazing 
fire pit.  It had been wonderfully warm and 
dry right up to the week of our trip, and I 
kept my fingers crossed that it could hold out 
for just a few more days.  As we arrived in 
Trumansburg a light rain began to fall, but it 
wasn't enough to worry about.  It was excep-
tionally peaceful and quiet at the bed and 
breakfast.  We had the entire lower level of 
the house as our private home away from 
home.....a library and game room, the parlor, 
the dining room, and a private porch and 
patio.  From inside our room we could hear 
the babbling waterfall.... however only the 
electric waterfall in the garden had water run-
ning from it.  A drive around the area re-
vealed that the summer drought had dried up 
the streambed and turned it into nothing but a 

path of cracked mud and rocks.  Taughan-
nock Falls, the highest waterfall in the 
Eastern U.S. is an international tourist at-
traction.  We visited the falls along with 
foreign tourists from Europe and Asia.  As 
the falls came into view we gasped at the 
unbelievable site!  Imagine Niagara Falls 
only three times higher into the sky!  That's 
exactly what we had to do...imagine it.  
The drought had reduced the falls to a 
trickle of runoff dripping over the edge in 
one spot - not even a constant stream of 
water.  We took a picture anyway with the 
rest of the tourists and pretended to be 
amazed and proud of our domestic natural 
wonder.  We did some antique shopping 
and had a wonderful dinner on the lake at 
the Taughannock Farms Inn.  I had char-
tered a 36-foot sailing yacht for an after-
noon on the lake while we were there.  
There was rain in the forecast, but the cap-
tain greeted us at the marina and welcomed 
us aboard.  The forecast at sail time was a 
go!  We sailed half-way out over the lake 
(I actually did some of the sailing myself) 
while we listened to our elderly captain tell 
us the story of how he had a heart attack 
the last time he was sailing.  We drank 
wine and snacked on sandwiches.  Then 
Amy thought she heard thunder.  She was 
already nervous about being out on the wa-
ter (especially whenever I took the wheel) 
and I was determined to make this sail the 
most memorable part of our anniversary.  I 
kept the conversation light when I heard 
the second rumble of thunder and insisted 
that I didn't hear anything.  The captain 
looked around with a worried look on his 
face and suddenly decided that we should 
turn the boat around and start sailing back 
to the marina.  As we started to turn 
around, a gust of wind struck hard at the 

that none of us would be getting any sleep the remainder of the night, we decided to just cut our losses and go home then and there.  It 
was not quite 3:00 in the morning and we were exhausted.  But the girls fell asleep in the van and hardly even woke up when we arrived 
home and laid them in their own beds.  Needless to say, our king-size pillow-top foam mattress was HEAVEN when we finally collapsed 
for the night at 4:30.  A couple of days later we drove back to Branchport to take our tent down and pack up all of the gear we left behind 
at 3:00AM when we fled from the peaceful solitude of camping.  Recently, my friend told me that the group had already decided on a 
campground for next Memorial Day and reminded me to book my site early.  I thanked him for the invitation and quickly changed the 
subject. 

sails and tried to push the boat over onto its 
side.  We tried to move the sails quickly but 
the wind pushed harder...and the thunder 
crashed.  Soon the boat was almost com-
pletely on its side with the top of the sail's 
mast diving downward toward the water.  
Amy was green and fighting to hang on to 
whatever she could to keep from falling out 
of the boat into the churning water that was 
splashing up onto the deck.  Eventually, we 
got the boat back on its feet and leveled out 
the deck where we were sitting.  The wind 
pushed us back to shore.  Lucky for the falls, 
the drought was about to end very abruptly.  
On our way back to the B&B the clouds 
opened up.  We couldn't see the road ahead 
of us.  Wind ripped leaves and branches off 
the trees and flung them through the driving 
rain across our path.  The lightning was in-
tense and the thunder grew louder and louder 
and more constant.  It rained all night long 
without so much as a lull in the action.  It 
was the perfect night to cuddle in front of the 
fireplace except that it was a gas fireplace 
and the pilot was out.  We were so exhausted 
anyway that we were anxious to close our 
eyes and just get some rest.  After all, we 
would be heading home in the morning and 
needed to find some energy to be back with 
the kids again. 

Remembering                                Welcoming 

2007         2008 
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Still In The Game... 
 
Autumn the cat is still alive.  Nine years 
and counting.  I think she's getting tired, 
but still not too tired to maintain her sched-
ule of vomiting on the carpet in every 
room at least once a week.  Fortunately, its 
hardly noticeable amidst the scattered 
stains of ground in snacks, playdough, and 
spilled milk.  We did pay Stanley Steemer 
to come through and steam clean the car-
pets a few months ago for the first time.  I 
could tell the cat was nervous now about 
being the first one to spoil the freshly 
cleaned carpet.  To her relief, a few days 
after the carpet was cleaned, our friends 
were here with their two-year old daughter 
who had a stomachache.  Her mother 
changed her diaper on the carpet and was 
surprised when a generous amount of liq-
uid diarrhea poured out of the diaper and 
onto the carpet, spreading out quickly like 
dark brown pancake batter on a buttery 
griddle.  The smell was seizure inducing.  
Fortunately, the carpet was still a bit damp 
from the cleaning and I've been trying to 
convince myself that it prevented the flood 
of bodily waste from soaking into the fi-
bers and padding as quickly as it might 
have if it were thirsty like a dry sponge.  
Wait.  I was talking about the cat, wasn't I?  

“Sports” Injuries 
Those of you who know me are certainly 
well aware of my athletic prowess.  If you 
saw me limping around with a cane earlier 
this year, I was suffering from phlebitis.  
Sometimes a rough sports game can cause 
an impact to the lower leg to develop a 
painful blood clot that can make it nearly 
impossible to walk for days (note here that 
inactivity can also contribute to such a con-
dition). 

Late this year, a 
work-related 
team-building 
event lead to an-
other sports in-
jury.  A curling 
lesson (the author 
would like you to 
note that curling is 
a brutal contact 

physical sport that is 
only played by the 

most physically capable and graceful ath-
letes) resulted in a painful fractured rib.  
Faulty ice, in this situation, is believed to 
be the cause of a fall that left me in pain 
again into the holiday season.  For those of 
you who may still be under the misconcep-
tion that curling is a “girly” sport that in-
volves pushing a puck around with a 
broom you are significantly mistaken (as I 
was).  A twenty-pound-ish rock about the 
size of a slightly flattened basketball must 
be gracefully released from the player’s 
hand while sliding on highly polished ice 
in a squatting position and while wearing 
Teflon-coated “sliders” on your feet.  Dis-
placement of the weight of the rock once 
released should be anticipated by balancing 
your weight on the sliding foot that is sup-
porting your gliding body while your other 
leg is lifted high into the air like a graceful 
swan.  If not performed just so, technical 
difficulties may ensue for even the most 
athletic (but especially for out of shape, 
middle-aged, non-athletic folks…..or so 
I’ve heard). 
 

Wishing you a slow and Re-
laxed Holiday… 
Whether your holiday plans include dan-
gerous sports activities, an adventure in 
nature, or trying to photograph wild two-
year-old twins for a Christmas portrait, we 
wish you a peaceful and relaxing holiday 
season filled with love and joy. 
Merry Christmas and Happy New Year! 

The Vallones 
www.vallonesworld.com 

I do enjoy watching her scratch her front 
paws into the corners of the furniture 
thinking she is destroying something.  
But since she no longer has claws her 
effort turns out to be more of a polishing.  
Not so with our neighbors' cat, however.  
It has made a scratching post out of the 
cedar posts on our front porch.  This is 
the same cat that Autumn visits with in 
the window every day (her "boyfriend"), 
and I'm convinced that she has been able 
to communicate to him her awful pre-
dicament of having no front claws to de-
stroy with.  She has no doubt asked him 
to make up for it by causing as much 
damage to the outside of our house as 
possible (probably to "show his love for 
her" - that's how females manipulate 
males, isn't it?).  To pour salt on my 
wounds, this cat has SIX toes on each of 
its front feet and has used all dozen of 
his sharp claws to chisel out a cavity 
about an inch deep into the bottom of 
every one of the posts on my porch.  Au-
tumn surely is passing her mid-life stage 
and is on the slide downward toward her 
last years.  Of course I suppose I should 
anticipate that it won't be long before she 
begins to lose her continence all over my 
house in her elderly years.  I suppose 
nothing good comes easy. 


