“Fred and Rita drove ][rom Har/ingen / Can’t
remember how I'm kin to them / And when tlzey
tried to p/ug their motor home in / It blew out our
Christmas /iglzts... Ha//e/ujalz every[wdy say
clzeese; Merry Christmas ][rom the fa-mull-/y..."
— Robert Earl Keene

Jane’s review of the events of 1995 went like
this: “Sold a car, ]ooug'ht a car. Added a second
kid. Sold a l'louse, laoug'llt a house. Escape(], to
Wisconsin. A(lopte(l a third dog’. Rented a lot of
movies. Home for the lloli(lays." This from
someone who lists her occupation as
“Writer.” That pretty well sums it up
anyway, but would leave a lot of blank
paper. So.

Around the first of the year, Jane
was heaving’ her rotund pregnant self
cleterminedly in and out of her little
Honda del Sol, and scouring dozens
of auto magazines in search of a
child’s car seat that would fit on a
roof rack. Alas , it was to no avail, and
we had to sell the little convertible and
]ouy something‘ practical. Mike tried to talk Jane
into a mini-van, preferal)ly with fake wood
sic],ing' and a “Bal)y on Board” sticker, but Jane
would have none of it, as she is not yet rea(].y to
forfeit all claims to Babe-dom. (Ever hear
anyone say “Check out that babe in the mini-
van?” Me neitller.) So we got her a Blazer
instead, because the Hummer she rea//y wanted

would not fit in our garage.

On March 16, the Big Guy entered our
lives, throug’h the side door just like his sister.
(“I was born 13y Caesarean section. You can’t
really tell. Except that every time [ leave the
house 1 go out tln'oug'll the win(],ow...") David
Antllony was a bit above averag'e-siZe(l new-
Lorn, but 13y now, at nine months of age, he’s
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almost got our two-and-a-half year old Megan
outweig'he(l. He's a pretty fun little guy, whose
main g‘oal in life is 10012ing’ for openings to
scoot into the utility room and tump over the
dog’s7 water dish. And putting tlling’s in his
mouth. Life can be a joy if one is satisfied with
the simpler tlling’s. Maggie was actually thrilled
with her little brother from the start, until she
discovered that he was actually coming home to
live with us. It was all downhill from there.

No, reaﬂy, Megan is quite enamored of
Charlie Brown, which is an appropri-
ate nickname since David’s head looks
like a loig' fuzzy cue ball. She calls him
“My Pal,” which is pretty cute. In fact,
she says lots of really cute thing‘s, but
in the spirit of Christmas charity, we
have decided not to bore you with
them.

We fig’ure(l we mig’ht as well go for
the whole enchilada, so we put our
house on the market around April,
after storing half our stuff at Mike's
parents’ house to make it look Lig’g’er (our
llouse, that is; not the stuff). The house took a
couple of months to sell, during’ which Ly dint
of Herculean effort we manag‘e(l to laeep it
vag’uely presental)le, which must be some kind
of record with two kids under the age of two
running around. Eventually someone with
impeccal;le taste decided he could not live
without Mike's train tracks running around the
living’ room (really!) , and we found ourselves
having’ to locate a new house in a week or two
or wind up living’ under the Interstate 45
overpass in a cardboard box. And all our boxes
were already full of stuff. We decided upon a
house about a mile south of where we used to
live, fig’uring’ we could save money 13y hauling‘
everything’ over the sidewalks on hand trucks.



You mig‘llt guess that the move took a bit
long'er than expecte(l...

Now, every so often we look around in
befuddlement, as we realize we are actually
living' in a grown-up house. With a consistent
color scheme yet, and curtains that match. Of
course, this will all go l)y the waysi(le in no
time, as the world-renowned Ug‘ly Sculpture
Exhibit finds a home and the chandeliers are
replacecl ]oy lava lamps, but for the time I)eing’
it looks olzay. Anyway, make a note of the
return ad(lress, because we are lilzely to stay
here for quite a while. Or at least until we have
to sell the house to finance Maggie's colleg‘e
education. Or earlier, if she goes to a private

school.

We flew up to Wisconsin around the end of
]uly, so that Big Dave could meet his cousins
and learn how to water-
ski. No wait; that was
Maggie. Dave wanted to
drive the boat. We at-
tended Jane's fifteenth
hig’h school reunion,
thoug‘h the details are a
little ]olurry, and her
brother Pat’s thirtieth
l)irth(lay party. The details are fuzzy for that
party, too, but we have it on reliable autllority
that we were singing along’ enthusiasticaﬂy to
the greatest hits of the ViHag’e People on the
back of the boat. We're pretty sure we will be
allowed back on the Queen O’ the Lakes some-
day, tlloug'}l we would not want to bet on it.

Shortly after that we decided to a(lopt our
c],og's7 mother, Pooh Bear, who was getting
lonely living at Mike’s parents’ house after his
sister Betsy and her husband Cary returned
from their year in Okinawa, and took back their
c],og' Truly Pooh is not much trouble and little
extra expense, with the major exception that she
is so blind we had to lauy her a seeing-eye
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So we have a larger house, and an extra
rugrat roaring around the house in his walker.
David has been clocked at over 75 miles per
hour on radar, and Mike can har(ﬂy wait for
him to learn to write so he can sign his own
dang’ speeding’ tickets. Dr. Spoclz does not
prepare you for these expenses. Our idea of
excitement these days is viewing any non-ani-
mated movie and finding’ a pair of matcl'ling'
socks. We like to think that we could still go
out and party like wild animals, but we gener-
ally wind up yawning uncontrollably after 8:30

Oor Sso.

Halloween was the first occasion we had to
get excited about our new location. For some
reason, each year on Lomita we would get
around nine triclz-or-treaters, who averag’ed
seventeen years of age and had nose rings for
costumes. This was discouraging', and we
looked forward to Hal-
loween in a new neig’h-
borhood, as we deco-
rated like mad and had
spoolzy music blaring’ all
nig’ht. Reg’rettal)ly, we
were the only house on
our street to do any-
tlling’ for Halloween, as
everyone on cither side of us lzept the lig'hts
doused and hid under their beds. This may say
something’ about the neig’hl)or}lood. Un-
daunted, we have resig‘ne(], ourselves to llaving'

to hire our own trick-or-treaters next year.

Now the holiday season is upon us, with
several grave matters to pon(],er. The most
serious problem concerns what to do about
decorating’ for Christmas. We had it easy in our
last house, as the hooks had been installed Ly a
tlloug’lltful resident back in the Sixties. We
would throw up some lig'hts, and for the crown-
ing touch of g‘ood taste and refinement, place a
plastic “Noel” candle on top of the chimney.
But our present house has the cllimney in back.
When the neigh]oors found out about Mike's
plan to install a motorized Santa in the front
yar(l turning Ru(lolpll on a spit, it was amazing



how quiclzly tlley rounded up a petition. So the
decorations are pretty standard this year. We
also deci(].e(l, for the first time ever, that we
would not be able to make it up to Wisconsin
for Christmas, which is quite an a(ljustment.
But for some reason, this year it feels more like

home than it ever has for us We feel unbeliev-

ably lucky and blessed, and are thankful for our
wonderful families and wonderful friends. To
quote a current commercial: “We're in Texas.
Life is g’ood. BRRAAAAP! ‘Scuse me.” (Well, it
is a beer commercial.) We miss our friends and
family all year, but particularly (1uring’ this
season. We hope everyone has a fun and safe
Christmas season, and hope to hear how all are

doing’ .



