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Well, as usual, the holiday season has caught me off guard without a clue what to write about in 
this annual newsletter.  I'm sure I will think of something, but right now I can't remember what 
happened yesterday.  Amy tells me nothing interesting happened this year so I shouldn't bother to 
write the letter...It sounds more to me like she remembers something that she hopes I've forgotten, so 
here I go thinking...thinking.  Read on - I'm sure I'll think of it by the end of the letter!

Can you  believe that our twins will be 4 years 
old in a few days?!  It has been another year to 
treasure that has passed by too quickly.  Just the 
other day, Amy put the girls' tricycles up for sale 
and I about had a mental meltdown to realize that 
they have already outgrown their first bike.  They 
have their little hearts set on asking Santa to bring 
them a new "big girl" Disney Princess bike!  This 
means out with old to make way for the new.

But I can't let go. 
They aren't just 
metal and red 
plastic...Those 
bikes are the 
perpetual and 
tangible memory 
of seeing my little 
girls ride circles 

around the driveway with treasured collections of 
broken sidewalk chalk and naked baby dolls 
packed into the rear cargo bin in tow on a magical 
journey over imaginary rainbows and waterfalls - 
then back again through pretend castles to the 
garage. Amy thinks this is the first sign of my 
mid-life crisis.  She could be right.  That night I 
cried because I saw my little girls growing up, 
becoming independent, getting married, and 
moving away into a new life without me as the 
most important man in it.  

She gently reminded me to get a grip.  We still 
have at least 15 years before that happens 
(secretly, I'm hoping for another 35...but don't tell 
Amy).  In the mean time, I can still be their 
"Prince Charming"!
If you live in our neighborhood, you had a chance 
to see this madness live and in person on 
Halloween night.  Amy brought the girls to the 
craft store to pick out dress patterns and fabric that 
could be transformed into princess gowns for 
Sleeping Beauty and Snow White.  They cut out 
the patterns together.  Amy's mom took the project 
home and created wonderful costumes for the girls 
that rivaled anything you could buy at retail on 5th 
Avenue or Rodeo Drive (she didn't pay me to say 
that, but I think it's worth at least a special home-
baked treat in compensation).  The twins insisted 
that I dress up as Prince Charming and go Trick-
or-Treating with them.  We had to put together a 
costume that matched 
their plastic Disney 
figurine of the prince. 
So off to the craft store 
again to get just the right 
color red fabric for a 
cape and a golden sash. 
A couple yards of fabric 
and a few safety pins 
later - Voila! - instant 
Prince Charming.



That reminds me of the business trip I 
took to Southern California earlier this 
year.  I spent a week in Anaheim for a 
software conference and thought I'd have a 
chance to see some of the sights while I 
was there.  The conference was at 
DisneyLand so I had the opportunity to see 
thousands of 3-year-olds skipping out of 
the hotel each morning holding their 
daddy's hand on their way to see 
Cinderella's castle and meet Mickey 
Mouse.  I was alone and 
missing Amy and the girls 
something awful.
I thought work would keep 
my mind off missing them, 
but DisneyLand is not business-friendly in 
any way.  The food is outrageously priced 
(granted work was paying, but I still had to 
face my boss' scrutinizing comments as he 
reviewed my expense report - offering 
comments like "$42 for breakfast is a little 
extravagant, don't you think?"). 

On my last day there I ate something that 
poisoned my system so bad that I almost 
missed my flight home.  At checkout time, 
I was so sick that I  physically could not 
leave the bathroom.  Checkout was 11:00 
and housekeeping was ready to walk right 
in on the main event several times to enjoy 
the sights and smells of a naked man on 
hands and knees exploding bodily fluids 
from every orifice.  Lucky (for her) I had 
fastened on the security bolt on the door 
the night before.  I left the hotel shortly 
after 3:00 apologizing profusely.  Now that 
I think of it, I didn't even leave a tip for 
that poor maid.  I will assume it was her 
last day in that line of work.

Meanwhile, Amy was at home with the 
twins trying to reinforce good bathroom 

habits.  They've been potty-trained for 
some time now, but laziness is a thing they 

seem to revere on occasion.

They sometimes have a bad day (usually 
when they can sense Amy is sick or tired) 

and they revel in the joy of exercising a 
prehistoric instinct to mark their territory. 

We've both watched in shock while a child 
(typically Samantha) will rise slightly from 

the living room floor, where playthings, 
pillows, and blankets are scattered.  Then 

she giggles as a stream runs down her right 
leg to puddle on the carpet momentarily 

before soaking thoroughly down into the 
floor below.  At that moment she 

announces that she has relieved herself and 
would like to be dried and cleansed.  If we 

can't get to her quickly enough, she will 
begin a bow-legged waddle across the 

floor with ancillary drippage trailing 
behind her.

At least the cat vomit (oh yes, it is still 
alive - God help us) can sit for a while if 
we can't get to it right away...and in fact 

gets even easier to clean up after it has air-
dried for a few hours (handy cleanup tip).



The girls started pre-school this year and Amy is a part-
time teacher's assistant.  The twins absolutely love their 
school and the new friends they have made.  After a morning 
of cleaning up after kids (and cat) at home, she can spend the 
afternoon cleaning up after kids at school.  And if she's 
having a lucky day, she can even go back to the school after 
dinner and spend a few hours cleaning the classrooms and 
sanitizing the toys.  We enrolled the girls in the co-op 
program so we get a discounted tuition in exchange for 
Amy's - I mean OUR contributions to the school program 
and healthful environment.  They had school pictures taken 
recently...I don't know how, but they turned out OK!

This year the girls were much more patient 
with the annual holiday photo shoot. 

Unfortunately they still don't seem to 
understand that the goal of the ordeal is to 

end up with at least one good picture worth 
giving away to the grandparents.  This year 
they sat through 143 poses and this was the 

best  they would give us.  If the 
photographer hadn't been our friend, he 

probably would have given up after about 
10 shots...or two hours...whichever came 

first.

Good Times
had in 2008
at SeaBreeze

and at the
4th of July Parade 

in Irondequoit



This year had its share of ups and downs...and 
somewhat of a circular theme.  Maybe Amy was 
right.  Some memories are best left to fade quietly 
into the years.  But I insist, though, that there has 
never been a year that I wouldn't go back to visit 
(briefly) if I could.  I am thankful to my family 
and my circle of friends who help put the happy 
moments between all of the others. 

We'll remember the awe in our children's eyes as 
we circled high above Niagara Falls in the giant 
"Wonder Wheel" long after we forget the misery 
of the trip there and back when Maranda threw a 
90-minute tantrum!

I'll remember the surprise in Amy's eyes when I 
gave her a diamond engagement wrap to celebrate 

our 10th wedding anniversary this year at a 
favorite local restaurant...long after I forget that I 

was hoping to give it to her somewhere in Italy on 
our "trip of a life-time" that never happened.  And 

we'll both remember the romance of taking an 
Italian class together in anticipation of that trip.

I'll remember the joy of coming back home to my 
family after a business trip and being surprised to 

find them greet me at the airport...long after I 
forget the pain of being separated from them.

....And Amy will remember the joy of laughing at 
me dressed as Prince Charming long after I forget 

that it ever even happened!

We hope that this past year has brought with it 
some treasures for you to keep in your memory 
book, regardless of the events that may have fallen 
between them.  God bless you and keep you well for 
another year.  Wishing you happy memories and a 
joyous holiday season with love.

             The Vallone Family -
              Amy, Don,
       Samantha, & Maranda


