







December 25, 2002

Holiday Greetings to All!






I look forward to writing the Christmas letter each year, because it forces me to think waaaaaay back, all the way back to stuff that happened at the beginning of the week.  With a little help from my editorial staff (Kathleen), I’ve been able to recreate for your enjoyment (?) the year in review:
January—The year begins, like every year, with Greg finishing and sending the annual Christmas letter.  Erin rings in the new year by having her tonsils out.  Greg starts planning for this year’s Christmas letter.  The birthdays:  Rory (3), Malachy (8), and Greg (38).  

February—Malachy’s pet lizard, Flasher the water dragon, passes away, his 14 months in the care of an 8-year-old shattering the previous world longevity record for a lizard in the care of an 8-year-old by 13-1/2 months.  His funeral service in the back yard is sad yet surreal, as we watch Malachy try to smush the shoebox into the hole.
March—Oso successfully protects our home against bad guys for the one-millionth time by barking his fool head off.  Turns out the bad guy is the mail carrier.  Again.  Erin turns 6.
April—Ongoing house fixup plans continue when an architect friend sketches up a plan to renovate the first and second floors.  Excitement turns to agony when the estimated price tag of $1.9 million-bajillion is announced.  Kathleen contemplates just painting everything again.  Rory asks one day “Why is God up in the sky?”, then, hearing that God is everywhere, says, “If God comes in our house, we’ll say ‘Shoo God, shoo God!’”
May—Erin starts playing T-ball, wowing the 6-8 year old league by playing third and first base all season (not at the same time) rather than the usual catcher/outfielder assignment that most 6 year olds get stuck with.  But there was Erin, missing most of her front teeth, eye black under her eyes, calmly scooping balls out of the dirt at first during the Royals’ playoff run, which actually happened in June, but there’s a lot of material for June already, so I mention it here.  Those of you who knew Kathleen at 6, does the description above sound familiar?
June—Rory starts REALLY SWIMMING, head in the water, eyes wide open, kicking and paddling for all he’s worth, halfway across the pool.  Those 15 second intervals with his head in the water are the only waking time in 2002 when he’s not making noise, although maybe he’s even yelling then, for all we know.   He also starts jumping off the low dive again and again and again and…you get the picture.  Malachy tries to explain to Erin what lunch is like in first grade:  “You get to eat in the lunchroom, and you have to sit at assorted tables, then when you’re done eating you put your hand up and a social worker comes over and lets you go out to play on the playground for an hour!”
July—Malachy’s T-ball team wins the Oak Park South Side Championship.  Later that month, on a family horseback riding trip during our annual Door County vacation, Greg and Rory get to ride on Tanner (an old Indian word meaning “bound for glue”), a horse with a tendency to back into trees to scratch his rear end.  This scares Rory, but he seems satisfied when it’s pointed out that he has the best horse because his goes in forward AND reverse!  Greg mentally composes a second draft of the Christmas letter.
August—Malachy’s new lizard, Spike the bearded dragon, takes up residence in the tank in the boys’ room.  Malachy feeds him 5 dozen crickets a week, plus mealworms and greens.  He has even been seen reading to Spike while he holds him.  Cute, but who needs a smart lizard?  Kathleen turns non-quite-40.

September—Rory starts pre-school.  Shortly after, he’s caught writing “Schrobilgen” (correctly) on a piece of paper.  How many of you non-Schrobilgens can do that?  Erin starts first grade, which means she now has twice as much recess time to hang on the monkey bars.  Kathleen starts back to school, going part-part-time for now, taking a single class on the looooong road to an MSW degree.  Greg’s car gets rear-ended by a guy who drives a forklift (insert own joke here).

October—Ever heard of the cassowary?  It’s a huge, flightless bird from Australia with a horn on its head that it uses to dig for food, and that’s what Rory requests for a Halloween costume.  As parents, we think we outfit him pretty well, too, that is, if you’d mistake the wad of duct tape on his winter hat for a cassowary horn.  
November—Nothing at all happens in November, as far as I can tell.  Oh, yeah, Thanksgiving.  But that’s not funny.
December—The kids have spent the last three weeks running through the house, stopping, jumping straight up in the air and shouting.  They explain “We’re just excited!” as they go boing-boing-ing their way through the living room.  Greg finishes the Christmas letter, makes note to send it…
Looking ahead—Katie and Imal will get married May 17 in Wisconsin.  Katie will wear a beautiful provolone-colored dress with matching Packers helmet.  Imal will be so nervous he may start drinking.  To prove her love, Katie agrees to visit Niger with Imal over Christmas this year.  To prove his love, Imal agrees that, yes, a 3-day layover in Paris is a trial he would endure.
Wishing you and yours a wonderful Christmas!


Love,









Greg, Kathleen, Malachy, Erin, and Rory
