Christmas Greetings 2005,

It’s not often when you find out your little brother, the brother you think is still busy playing in the garage building Frankenstein’s bicycle out of old parts, is engaged.  Scott and Maryann will get married next August in Colorado and we couldn’t be happier.  It’s not often when news like that isn’t even the biggest family news of the year.  Yes, Imal and Katie had their baby.  Agali Pedriana Imal was born Dec 12, weighing 7 lb, 1 oz, or just a little bit less than Imal did when he first came here.  For those of you who don’t understand Nigerien naming customs, let me translate:  Agali (from Wisconsin, as in “Agali Gee!”, Pedriana (mother’s last name), Imal (father’s first name).  Assignment—spend time entertaining yourself constructing YOUR Nigerien birth name.

As those of you in the highly lucrative Christmas letter industry know, trying to remember what exactly happened this past year that kept you from starting to write until January 1 is the most perplexing part of the job.  I know that I’ve been at work (Worknet, manager, some old thing), and I know that Kathleen started her internship at Hephzibah (a children’s group home in Oak Park, so she’s working again, and in a few short years she’ll start getting paid for it).  Everything beyond that is a bit blurry.

Rory discovered license plates this year (California!) during our spring break trip to (Florida!) Jacksonville.  We spent the next five months (Nevada!) getting used to hearing random states (Delaware!) shouted out while in the car and performing (South Dakota!) illegal driving maneuvers to chase down (hopefully) the elusive Rhode Island or Hawaii.  Other hobbies include T-ball (a news segment on his team caught Rory displaying his three baseball “tools”—kicking dirt, throwing dirt, and being first in the snack line) and playing an aggressively loud piano whenever others try to have a conversation near him.  Favorite quote of the year came from Rory when he asked last January about the presidential “Annoyuration”.  I couldn’t agree more.
Erin is weird.  She decided that she’s a crustacean.  However, not even her exoskeleton kept her from adding travel soccer and the string bass to her already busy schedule this year, but not at the same time.  It brings a tear to my eye to hear her plucking out string bass standards like “Smoke on the Water”.  She has been playing catcher in softball, saying it’s the most fun position.  To me, I’d say it’s the position most likely to lose a tooth. 

Malachy started middle school and isn’t getting stuffed in lockers or getting swirlies in the bathroom.  Contrary to what we feared, he’s learning a ton and making friends and having a great year.  He did express one regret to Kathleen recently while heading into a park district floor hockey game, saying that he wished he hadn’t missed out on so many sports when he was “young”.  Maybe there’s a dart league or a junior sumo wrestlers program that he didn’t get in on, otherwise we’re mystified where that came from.

Other than that, the rhythm of our lives goes on.  Every night at 10:00, Mandy the super-cat jumps up on the TV and drinks from the fishbowl.  At 10:30, Oso the wonder-dog starts spinning violently around in circles, thinking (?) that maybe, just maybe, if he can spin fast enough, he’ll get to go outside before bedtime.  Spike the King-Kong-sized-lizard eats and poops and generally seems content.  So are we.  Wishing you well for the coming year.
Gregory Oswald Dale
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