
Thoughts From 

the Editor’s 

Sleigh…. 

 

2013.  What a year.  It’s hard to 

believe I am now officially 

closer to 100 years old than I 

am to the day I was born…

sliding down that long hill into 

twilight.  But since the hill is so 

long and my appearance is still 

so “youthful” and “spry” I will 

disregard the fact that I turned 

50 this year.  I really only paid 

much attention to it on the day 

before and the day of my birth-

day when I scoured the Internet 

for reasons to be thankful I am 

now 50…like a cornucopia full 

of senior discounts (that I will 

probably never remember to 

use or be too embarrassed to 

ever use).  Oh well. 

Hard Times In 

Shantytown 

The only thing worse than 

turning 50 may be turning 50 

AND being unemployed.  After 

working at J&J for 10 years, the 

franchise I had been working on 

was sold to an investment 

group, and the “critical” human 

resources were sold along with 

it as part of the deal.  Branded 

and with ID tags clipped to our 

ears, the human cattle would 

form the foundation of an inde-

pendent “start-up” operation 

that would someday (as was 

implied) hold the “opportunity 

of a lifetime”….an opportunity 

to “be in on the ground floor” 

of an new company that would 

the wind and ready to collapse 

(turns out they were only being 

held up by wire after a contrac-

tor “fixed them up” and rein-

stalled them upside down a few 

years back during another reno-

vation).  I apologize to all my 

neighbors who had to look at 

my shantytown every day they 

drove by waiting for Spring to 

come to make the repairs.  We 

signed a contract in 

March…..and by October the 

three day job was complete!  

I’m pretty sure I heard applause 

throughout the neighborhood 

on the day it all went back up.  

changes were about to happen!  

The news came disguised in the 

form of a project planning 

meeting.  For months, all pro-

jects had been “on hold” for 

prioritization and alignment 

with new company policies.  

Critical decisions about what 

kind of alcoholic beverages to 

name new projects after took 

months for managers to make. 

This meeting was intended to 

reveal a “new direction for fu-

ture projects”.  The true inten-

tion was made clear when rep-

resentatives from Human Re-

sources walked into the room 

and sat down next to senior 

management, who proceeded 

to imply that they were “just 

kidding” about keeping us. 

Money Pit Update: 

Wind Turns        

Vallone Home into 

Shantytown 

The wind storms seem to be 

getting stronger and stronger in 

recent years.  Throughout the 

winter we feel the strongest of 

windstorms, and this year was 

no exception.  Near hurricane 

force wind gusts ripped the 

siding off of our chimney rise 

and shredded what came down 

into pieces just to make sure 

we could never reuse it again.  

To make matters 

worse, the wind 

also brought down 

one of the columns 

that we thought 

was holding up our 

front porch and the 

other columns 

were wobbling in 

eventually become publically 

traded and provide a lucrative 

return for all those who helped 

keep the company viable.  We 

were advised at the start of the 

year to expect that we would 

be moving out of our current 

site before end of year.  What a 

task it was to close out all of 

our business at one company 

and undertake the design of all 

new business processes and 

policies at another!  We 

worked long hours at this week 

after week and waited for news 

to surface of who was working 

on securing new real estate for 

labs and offices, and where our 

new offices would be located.  

When the news finally came in 

September, we learned that 2
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In The Autumn 

Of  Their Years 

I’m sure you’ll agree that no 

annual newsletter would be 

complete without an update 

on Autumn the cat.  She is 

approaching 15 years old and 

still alive…still shedding and 

still vomiting on a nearly daily 

basis.  This year she has added 

defecating on the carpet to 

her repertoire of cute tricks.  

She seems to have large 

growths that wobble and un-

dulate through her bulges of 

fat as she walks through her 

kingdom.  When we inherited 

Lady the dog a couple of years 

ago, she would hide most of 

the time and not be seen for 

days (I got a little excited).  

When she did have to share 

space with the dog, she would 

torment the dog by scratching 

and swatting at her.  Now 

they accept each other’s com-

pany even to the point of 

sleeping a few feet apart in the 

same room all day long.  They 

seem to understand that they 

are both in their twilight 

time….beginning to fade 

away to meet their final des-

tiny (one could hope anyway).  

We are anticipating finding 

them both stiff on the floor 

one morning soon, having 

succumbed to a long life of 

leisure and indulgence.  Stay 

tuned!  

Moving Right 

Along 

When our new company was 

done using us to close out work 

with the old business owners, 

those of us involved began to 

head our separate ways to find 

work.  Some new positions 

were posted at the old com-

pany and I applied for one.  As 

time passed by it looked as if I 

wouldn’t even get a generic 

letter to inform me that the 

position was given to someone 

else.  I applied for many adver-

tised positions and received 

some rejection notices but 

mostly nothing at all.  Then, 

two months later, I got a phone 

call from my old company 

apologizing for the passage of 

New Math 

The twins have started third 

grade and seem to be enjoying 

school more than any year so 

far.  I remember back when I 

was a kid (yes I can STILL re-

member back that far) my par-

ents and their peers were con-

stantly complaining about the 

new math.  I believed that they 

just didn’t have a great educa-

tion.  I took advanced place-

ment math in High School and 

majored in math in college for a 

while.  Now my kids come 

home with homework prob-

lems I can’t understand because 

they are teaching math an en-

tirely new way.  I don’t under-

stand the concepts and they get 

frustrated when I try to help 

because I try to show them 

what I think is an easier way to 

do it.  But apparently, there is 

possible.  She is also working 

part-time as a consulting re-

searcher in a secret government 

grant-funded study.  She wears 

a cape and a mask with a new 

identity each week (including a 

new husband or boyfriend that I 

am not supposed to ask about).  

OK, she doesn’t really wear a 

disguise but I do think she has 

some kind of secret powers that 

are being employed on the job.  

As long as the money keeps 

coming in and she keeps buying 

me nice gifts I won’t complain 

(she bought me an iPad for my 

birthday).  Works for me! 

enough for our children to sim-

ply “know” that the answer to 

64 minus 28 is just “36”.  They 

have to show their work in 

multiple steps with diagrams 

and decomposition.  I actually 

do get it…these are concepts 

that we all probably picked up 

on our own along the way.  

These are the little “tricks” and 

shortcuts that we use every day 

in our heads.  But now they all 

have long names and the kids 

are so frustrated that we seem 

to not be able to understand 

how to do “simple math” be-

cause we can’t show our work.  

I hate this new math! 

time and complication of pa-

perwork.  They offered me the 

job and asked if I was still inter-

ested.  Ironically, the next day I 

was called for an interview at 

another company that sounded 

like a great opportunity.  Ap-

parently the drought was over. 

I am cautious to be too relaxed 

because my company is now 

about to be divested from cor-

porate J&J.  The needle could 

be about to return to the start-

ing groove on the record. 

Amy continues to be a blessing 

to the Church Women United 

organization as their Office 

Manager.  She loves the job and 

being one of the few women in 

the organization under 80 years 

old, they are hopeful that she 

will remain onboard as long as 

only one way to perform basic 

math operations and it isn’t my 

way!  They come home with 

math vocabu-

lary that 

sounds like 

gibberish out 

of a science 

fiction novel.  

They insist 

that “partners” are numbers 

that team up to perform a math 

operation.  I thought they were 

talking about square dancing.  

Do they even do that in school 

(or anywhere in real life) any-

more?  In second grade, they 

started to use “accessible algo-

rithms” to make simple addi-

tion and subtraction more com-

plicated.  They “decompose and 

compose units in computations” 

and need to show their work to 

demonstrate how they arrived 

at their answers.  It is no longer 



Getting Away 

Suspecting that my layoff  was 

imminent, this year we stayed 

closer to home for vacation 

to conserve funds. 

The summer 

highlight 

was a 

camping trip 

with the twins 

to Old Forge. 

The girls both love 

being outdoors.  

We rented a cabin in 

the woods on the edge 

of a lake.  With the help 

of a family next door and 

their leftover lighter fluid, we 

were able to enjoy a roaring 

campfire momentarily and 

told ghost stories in the dark. 

The trip came soon after the 

girls had saved up to buy metal 

detectors.   Samantha 

led her sister on sev-

eral metal detect-

ing adventures.  

We 

drove 

up to Long Lake to reminisce 

about the old family cottages 

parently, the highest ticket 

price for the show entitles you 

to a metal folding chair sur-

rounded closely by as many 

other folding chairs as possible.  

The folding chairs do not get 

used once the mosh pit com-

mences action.  Everyone 

stands up when the show starts 

eye for patterns and colors in 

nature and has taken some 

breathtaking images. 

ever!  I had the privilege of 

attending one of her New Jer-

sey shows and listening to many 

of the best album cuts she has 

ever recorded (many not typi-

cally performed in concert be-

fore).  Throngs of jubilant octo-

genarians filled the theater 

(slowly) and cheered Helen on 

– fist pounding the air expres-

sively to the words of her “I Am 

Woman” anthem, and canes 

tapping the tunes of some of 

her other celebrated hits.    

Helen is 

back and 

“Reddy” to 

take the 

nation by 

storm.  

Watch out 

for some 

“stiff” com-

petition on 

the charts (Helen herself dis-

cussed her limited range of 

motion during the show)! 

and enjoy a trip through Hoss’ 

souvenir shop. 

Later in the summer we took 

the girls to Watkins Glen State 

Park for a day hike.  They both 

brought their cameras and prac-

ticed their nature pho-

tography.  Both Ma-

randa and Samantha love 

nature and taking pic-

tures of the great out-

doors.  Samantha has an 

(there is no room for your legs 

to be in any other position any-

way) and beer begins sloshing 

and spilling onto your clothes 

thanks to the drunken middle-

aged women all around 

you on their lady’s night 

out with the girls.  When 

your head and body can 

take no more, and when 

Jon can no longer pre-

tend to hit any of the 

notes, the show finally 

ends. 

Meanwhile, 

2013 brought the 

second leg of the 

comeback tour 

for the fabulous 

Helen Reddy.  

The youthful and 

sultry Reddy 

hasn’t changed a 

bit in the last 50 years and 

somehow performs with the 

same vitality and passion as 

Hot Concert Year 

2013 had its ups and downs in 

the concert arena.  I accompa-

nied Amy to Cleveland to 

witness a Bon Jovi con-

cert.  The aging stars of 

the 80’s rock band, 

sweating and convulsing 

on stage, managed to 

make it through the 

show without collapsing 

(although guitarist 

Richie Sambora was 

booted from the band 

shortly after the Cleve-

land show, allegedly for 

drug and alcohol reha-

bilitation).  Most of the 

concert goers seemed to 

enjoy the show with the 

help of their own copi-

ous consumption of al-

cohol, which was flowing 

generously from the arena 

concession stands.  Our seats 

were on the main floor.  Ap-
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Then what to his wondering eyes should 

appear, but little old Gumby to help the 

reindeer! 

He’s soft and he’s squishy and forms into 

things….like the wheels on a tractor and 

strong airplane wings. 

He spoke not a word but went straight to his 

work. He helped Santa land where those deep 

puddles lurk. 

Then on Christmas morning the children all 

cheer ’cause they know Santa manages year 

after year! 

And how does he do it no matter the weather?  

Well now all our readers have learned how 

together! 

Wishing you all a Green Christmas!! 

It’s the night before Christmas and 

everything’s green. A heat wave has started – 

But is it a dream? 

When the snow is all “melty” and icicles drip, 

we know that it’s time for Saint Nicholas’ trip. 

We had our Thanksgiving with blankets of 

snow. But now that it’s Christmas where did it 

all go? 

We’ve had nasty storms and the travel was 

tricky. But that was BEFORE it was time for 

Saint “Nicky”. 

The reindeer are looking for snow that’s good 

packing, but the sleigh has two ice blades 

instead of good tracking! 

What Santa needs now is a landing that’s 

friendly (and maybe the help of someone green 

and bendy?) 

t h e  N i g h t  B e f o r e  C h r i s t m a s  
A  R e v e a l i n g  E s s a y  b y  D o n  V a l l o n e  
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Merry Christmas to: 

Editor: 

Don Vallone 

Contributors: 

Amy Vallone 

Samantha Vallone 

Maranda Vallone 

Our 15th  Year! 

See and hear our family news-

letter come to life online! 


