
garage, but even with nothing but 

the cars there isn’t enough room to 

open the car doors until they are 

backed out into the driveway.  The 

storage room (it used to be my 

workshop) is covered wall to wall 

with boxes, bags, lawn equipment, 

furniture, and yet to be identified 

collections that have been relocated 

from the house while I was at work 

to make room for more toys inside.  

After finding it impossible to even 

open the door completely or walk 

through my workshop, I turn 

around and leave in 

search of another 

place to put the items I 

have collected from the 

front yard.  After a bit more 

effort I finally give up and 

return the items to where I 

found them.  I suddenly real-

ize that Amy must have al-

ready been through the same set of 

actions earlier only with two 

screaming kids who were ready to 

go inside for a nap. 

I cautiously walk into the house 

bracing myself for the worst.  As 

the door brushes small toys and 

blocks across the floor like a wind-

shield wiper in a storm, it clears 

just enough of an area for me to 

step in and close the door behind 

me.  The floor in front of me is 

completely obscured in a sea of 

toys, dolls, crayons, books, shoes, 

clothes, newspapers, and discarded 

sippy cups and snack bowls.  A box 

of diapers has been meticulously 

emptied onto the floor in a routine 

ritual by the twins, who have ap-

parently also done the same with a 

box of Kleenex and a box of baby 

wipes.  So far, though, all is quiet.  

The girls have had a busy day and 

are winding down upstairs with a 

bedtime story. 

I shuffle through the family room.  

Cereal crunches under the weight 

of my feet and is ground into the 

carpet as I finally make my way 

into what I believe to be the 

kitchen.  An outdoor picnic table 

sits in the middle of the room to 

add to my confusion.  A deck of 

flash cards, more books, baby 

dolls, and toys cover all surfaces.  

Mixed in with the flash cards are 

remnants of the last three meals 

eaten by the girls.  From the small, 

hardened, green pellet, I can tell 

that the girls had peas with their 

lunch.  Some large, sticky croutons 

indicate that they had French toast 

with maple syrup for breakfast.  

The remains of dinner are clearly 

displayed across the kitchen table 

and chairs surrounded by a puddle 

 

Happy Holidays from our home to yours!  It’s that time again to send warm 

greetings and well wishes to our friends and family around the world, and of course time to review the 

year that is now nearly behind us.  I don’t know where to start.  What would you find most interesting 

to read about?  Our bright idea to have fifty people crammed into one room to watch the twins smear 

chocolate frosting all over themselves and our dining room furniture on their first birthday?  The 

wasps that once again swarmed into our home and nested above the kitchen and family room ceilings, 

forcing us to destroy parts of our home by having holes drilled through the walls to pump in noxious fumigation 

chemicals?  Amy’s creative driving that cost us another thousand dollars in repairs for damage incurred to my car 

while she was backing out of the driveway?  The twins’ long-awaited summer vacation with Grandma Loris that found 

us being chased by a hurricane with flooding rain and wind that knocked down trees and power lines all around us because our 

hotel refused to issue a refund for a weather-related reason?  The twins’ holiday photo shoot that was interrupted by Samantha 

vomiting on her new Christmas dress?  The second holiday photo shoot that ended abruptly with Santa 

considering a career change?  The third, and final, desperate attempt to get a holiday photo of the 

twins that ended up with dozens of unusable photos, screaming kids, and several empty wine bot-

tles by the end of the night?  There’s just not enough paper to put it all down on.  I just hope I 

picked some good stories to share with you this year.  Pour some eggnog and read on! 

There’s no place like home!  
Or is there?  I would propose that 

the primate cage at the city zoo 

comes quite close to my home with 

one significant difference.  There is 

no cage to confine my animals.  

My not yet two-year-old twins have 

the run of the house.  What other 

type of animals would anyone let 

run wild in their home – untrained, 

un-housebroken, loud, obnoxious, 

hungry, and smelly?  I can’t think 

of any (well….OK, there is the 

cat). 

Where once there was 

order and nice, un-

broken things rest-

ing in their appropri-

ate places, there now 

is chaos and filth.  

Where once there was 

time and money to 

spend on luxuries and frivo-

lous things, there now is a charge 

card bill that I fear opening every 

month….at least there is no longer 

time to worry about such things 

any more! 

At the end of a long day at the of-

fice, I typically return home to face 

a mess that I couldn’t have con-

cocted in a nightmare despite my 

busy imagination.  The trail begins 

outside in the driveway and on the 

front porch, where bikes, wagons, 

and various outdoor push toys are 

scattered across my path awaiting 

their return to…. someplace…. any 

place where there is room.  I con-

sider the possibilities.  There is the 

of spilled milk that is making it’s 

way over the edge and dripping 

onto the floor. 

I tiptoe the rest of the way through 

the kitchen to the front hall to hang 

up my jacket.  The door to the hall 

closet does not open on the first try.  

I pull harder, but something is in 

the way.  Through a crack I can see 

that objects are piled up on the 

closet floor and are preventing the 

door from closing completely or 

opening further.  Coats, gloves, 

hats, and scarves have obviously 

fallen off the hangers during the 

migration of “things” into the 

closet and now fill in the spaces on 

the floor between the bulkier ob-

jects.  I turn to look into the living 

room, but the lights are off.  I de-

cide that it would be best for my 

sanity to keep the lights off and 

throw my jacket over the staircase. 

I walk up the stairs.  Around the 

corner, in the bedroom, the girls 

notice that their Daddy is home 

from work.  They run to me with 

smiles on their faces and arms open 

wide for hugs.  They are screeching 

with delight and we are all happy to 

see each other.  Suddenly all is 

right in the world and the house is 

once again my beautiful castle, if 

only for a fleeting moment.  Amy 

asks if I have been in the bathroom 

yet and I tell her that I have not.  

“Good”, she calmly says, “I have to 

clean up in there.  Maranda peed on 

the floor and Samantha pooped in 

the tub.” 

2006:  The Year According to Don 



You Be The 

Jury….. 
This year the girls each got their very 

own bedroom.  No, we did not build 

another room.  Daddy just got kicked 

out of his office!  Little by little things 

began to disappear from my office.  At 

the same time, boxes of books and of-

fice supplies started piling up in the 

garage.  The day I came home to find 

my computer desk sitting near the front 

door ready to be donated was the day I 

finally accepted the fact that I was los-

ing my office. 

As Maranda gained her own bedroom 

(former office), I was faced with the 

reality that my computer would now be 

part of either the kids’ playroom 

(former family room) or the cat’s play-

room (former living room).  When I 

began seriously looking at real estate 

listings, Amy decided it may be time 

for a compromise.  With Amy not will-

ing to consider moving, I was able to 

negotiate a deal.  The compromise 

would be that I would take over the 

dining room and turn it into a private 

den.  It would be a room for all of my 

things and best of all the cat and kids 

would not be allowed in there!  It 

would be a safe haven from the chaos 

that filled the rest of the house. 

Saving tens of thousands of dollars by 

not buying a bigger house made it seem 

sensible to buy new office furniture and 

even have doors installed on both sides 

of the dining room to ensure privacy 

and security.  Amy even agreed that she 

would never go in there.  It was the 

perfect arrangement….for a brief time. 

Soon, I began noticing that things were 

moving around in my new “private” 

office while I wasn’t home.  Amy ad-

mitted that she went in there, but only 

to deliver my mail for my convenience.  

Then there were the crumbs on the 

carpet and the empty coffee mugs that 

said “Goddess” left on the desk.  Left 

behind on a quick mail delivery?  I 

think not.   

One day I came home early without 

calling and quietly walked in on one of 

the infamous “mail deliveries”.  Amy 

sat at my computer gazing starry-eyed 

at a semi-nude photo of Jon Bon Jovi 

on a web page.  The cat was sprawled 

out napping on top of the desk with her 

smelly butt wedged against the monitor 

and loose hairs clinging statically to 

every adjacent surface.  Both of the 

kids were on the floor playing in a box 

of CDs that they were tossing into the 

air like a fountain.  A trail of cereal 

covered the floor and some had already 

been stepped on and crushed into the 

carpet. 

Now you be the jury.  Amy claims that 

she didn’t notice the kids playing with 

the CDs, and had no idea the cat was 

even in the same room (let alone six 

inches from her face)!  I can hardly 

imagine what it would be like had I not 

had doors installed for “privacy and 

security”. 

BRANCHPORT 

WOMAN SURVIVES 

BEAR ATTACK ! 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Janice Thorn, a retired Rochester school 

librarian, was relaxing in front of the 

television alone recently as she often 

does with the abundant empty time she 

must endure while her husband is off 

“hunting” in the woods or on a mission 

to the big city to buy “tools”.  Sud-

denly, she was startled by the sound of 

ominous growls and the galloping of 

monstrous clawed feet moving toward 

her dining room window.  She jumped 

from her chair in the cold, empty room 

and moved toward the window, nerv-

ously reaching for the phone along her 

way.  As she peered out the dining 

room window, her widened gaze fell 

upon a giant bear in the midst of a vio-

lent attack against a bird feeder situated 

just inches from the window where she 

stood.  Nearly paralyzed with fear, she 

managed to dial 911 and describe her 

predicament.  The operator could do 

nothing but remain on the line and lis-

ten for the inevitable.  Her husband’s 

insistence on moving to Branchport to 

spend the rest of their natural lives liv-

ing in a cabin in the woods at the top of 

a God-forsaken mountain surrounded 

by wild animals had finally taken the 

turn she had feared for years.  She 

watched the giant bear tear the bird 

feeder from its foundation then turn its 

unsatisfied carnivorous appetite toward 

the window.  For a moment she swore 

their eyes met before she stepped back 

out of sight behind a wall. 

As her long life was flashing before her 

eyes she had plenty of time to look for a 

camera.  She thought about the possibil-

ity that she might never see her favorite 

grandchildren, Samantha and Maranda, 

again as she peered around the corner 

and aimed the camera at her attacker.  

She managed to get one or two shots of 

the bear before it retreated back into the 

woods, apparently tired of waiting for 

its victim to return.  The sighting of a 

bear in this area is rare, but now thanks 

to the fortitude and quick thinking of an 

exceptional and brave outdoorswoman, 

we have documented evidence that this 

sighting was real and not just the inven-

tion of an aging mind. 

 

 

 

 

 

The Year in Pictures…...Photos You May Have Missed 

Christmas Portrait 2006Christmas Portrait 2006Christmas Portrait 2006Christmas Portrait 2006…..…..…..…..The Outtakes!The Outtakes!The Outtakes!The Outtakes!    

Merry Christmas & Happy New Year! 

These photos were not  selected to be this year’s Christmas portrait! 

Be sure to visit us online at:  vallonesworld.com 

 

Thank you to all of our family and friends for sharing kindness, comfort, and good memories 
with us over this past year.  You are each an inspiration and a blessing to us.  May the 
warmth of this holiday season touch your hearts the way you have touched ours. 

Love, Don, Amy, “Manth”, & “Rand” 


