2002

The if-only edition

December already, and still nothing to write. And still no theme. I know my public wants a theme, not just a collection of brilliant thoughts. If only I’d written more on the calendar. If only I had a better memory. If only we’d done more interesting things. If only I’d started this letter sooner. (If only I’d stopped at edition #13. But, no.).  So I bring it to you, in the same way the cat brings little offerings to your back door. 

“And they said this issue wouldn't resignate with the People”
.
Dec 2001: Last year’s thrilling edition asked two questions. Yes, The Princess Fiona (it said so on her hat) did graduate. A real degree from a real University after only 6½ real years. In a rainstorm. (Question 2 will be answered later).

Jan 2002: It rains on Jan 1st, on our traditional trip to Santa Cruz. We visit SF on the last day of the Ansel Adams exhibition at MOMA, only to discover that the rest of the population has done the same. Failed mission. Fiona turns a quarter century old. The AARP takes early notice. 

If Strom Thurmond was a dog, he’d be 700 years old, and could be governing Kubla Khan. 

Feb: Our only ski trip of the year: Iain and I go to Sugar Bowl. Without breaking down.  Physically or automotively. 
If Louis Pasteur was a dog, he’d be famous for inventing the "eating grass" cure.

Mar: Rowena, Fiona, and I go to London (Iain is too busy with exams) on an el-cheapo flight (including a free upgrade on the way back!).  While there nephew David announces his (long-awaited) engagement to Zeta. We celebrate by eating at the restaurant of one Antony Worral Thompson, who is as famous in the UK as he would be here if we had the Beeb.  A giant diamond engagement ring was displayed, but could not be compared to Fiona’s, since she wasn’t wearing hers.  When we return, we discover that Phil has had a fender-bender on Fiona’s car, Bob2. Visits to scrap yards (excuse me, auto recyclers) occur, and new (old) replacement body panels are acquired. Meanwhile, Iain improves the 1965 Buick Skylark. The latest plan involves a camshaftectomy.

If Lauren Bacall was a dog, she would have said to Bogart, "You know how to whistle, don't you? Oh, wait, neither do I." 

Apr: I go to NY. Since the company is Being Frugal™, this means the 6am flight from Oakland on JetBlue, which means the 4am departure, the drive, and the wait in Oakland security, followed by the jacket check, the Xray check, the laptop check, the camera check, the key check, the belt check, the poke into the luggage check (twice), and the shoe-swab check (twice). Two days later, in the hotel restaurant, I find strange (Ford) car keys in my (customer-quality clothing) pocket. This makes no sense to me. I conclude, for a while, that I had forgotten to return keys to a previous rental car. I conclude a while later that, instead, I have exchanged car keys with some unknown traveller during the security/Xray checks.  I consider, for a while, just taking the Ford when I return (the keys had the auto-open/auto-beep gadget), but the risk of acquiring a Ford Focus is too high. I am saved by Fiona. Two days later, as I am telling this story, one of the people I was with said “you, know, the exact same thing happened to me on that same trip”. Insert Homer Doh! here. Iain’s camshaft plans turn into an enginectomy (replacing the Buick engine and transmission with a Chevy), which is a more complex process than replacing a light bulb.

If vultures were allowed on airplanes, how many carrions would they be allowed? 

May: My wife, who has been nagging for many years, finally wears me down and we buy a new Barbeque, made in Oz, with more BTUs than our house heating system. I like the model name, “Flamethrower”. Fiona buys a new (the first really new) car (Bob3): a green Honda CRV. The Sales Manager talks in some strange ethnic dialect, and I narrow down the reason: he comes either from Airdrie or the Maryhill Road. We form an alien bond, and negotiations become easier. The reason for the lack of engagement ring back in March becomes obvious: Phil moves out. (Question 2 was: will you be invited? No.)

If  J. Edgar Hoover was a woman, he could have saved a lot of money on clothes.

Jun: Bob2 is sold and leaves our house. He served valiantly. 

If Judge Roy Bean was a dog, he would have been known as The Fixing Judge.

Jul: Rowena and I go to Ontario to visit the Peterborough relatives (Auntie Joan and Uncle Doug’s 60th anniversary – imagine: married more years than Rowena is old), and drive around in a nice convertible. (Ok, not really nice: a Chrysler and not an XK8, but nor did it cost $800 per day). We also visit Algonquin (no mooses), the Williams’ cottage on the lake (canoes and loons – how Canajun), and do the tourist thing in Ottawa. We drive past our first house, which is sadly neglected. I later visit certain three-letter branches of the US Government, in Tampa (then; now currently in Qatar) and DC. The DC one is interesting. Our Sales guy has a Mercedes with every known gadget (and a 18000 square foot house, but that’s a different story) including a GPS that talks to you (politely. “Please turn right. Please drive 4 miles”. For a German car, I was rather expecting “you vill drive four miles and zen you vill vait for more instructions”). We drive up in this Mercedes to this huge building – ten thousand people, a parking lot as big as several fields. When we leave, Mike asks the Mercedes for directions to the next place. The Mercedes doesn’t know. The location where we currently are is completely unknown. Now ask: which three-letter Government agency runs the GPS satellites… (Although, the secret building has a gift shop where you can buy coffee cups and T-shirts). I also visit the museums in DC: Spy (good), Air&Space (excellent), Natural History (good), and American History (surprisingly poor). 

If Wayne Newton had been German, he would have had a hit song called, "Thank You." 

Aug:  The enginectomy is completed, about almost but not quite nearly, Iain leaves home (sans Buick) to live in San Luis Obispo to go to Cuesta college.  He returns at weekends to finish the Buick.

If Frank Sinatra was a dog, he would have been known as "Old Blue." And he’d howl on such songs as “Fly me to the Moon”.

Sep:  Fiona and new friend, Tim (also works at Shutterfly) visit Ontario too (no convertible, though). Niagara, Toronto, Algonquin (moose – darn), Ottawa. The Buick runs again. Tuned, adjusted, it runs with a nice burbly sound. We are all in awe of Iain’s mechanical abilities. He takes it back to SLO, leaving the trusty (who would have though it?) 1989 minivan here. Rowena goes for a weekend to the women’s only don’t-ask-what-they-do retreat in Tahoe. 

If Beatrix Potter had been a man, her book would've started: Once upon a time there were four little rabbits and their names were Flopsy, Fatso, Kenny Boy and Dude.  
Oct: Nephew Gordon, with girlfriend Lucy, arrives for his annual trip (he’s collecting stuffed animals from Santa Cruz Boardwalk, which he strangely always forgets to take when he leaves).  Rowena, who seems either better at wearing me down than before, or perhaps I am mellowing, persuades me that we need new windows all round. What a pane. The window man cometh, and measureth, and ordereth. Yet more: while looking at what others have done with the same model house, we agree that a small extension of the spare room is in order.  I am in NY again, over Halloween, and meet David and Zete-baby again. We do the tourist thing. They refuse pig-intestines and fish heads in the Singaporean restaurant in Chinatown. Such  lack of Cosmopolitanaity.

If Bill Clinton had been French, Monica would simply have been The First Mistress, and President Gore would have had to lock Joe Lieberman away in an undisclosed secret location.

Nov: Iain returns for Thanksgiving, driving the Buick back from SLO in a storm, and doing 70 on 101, when the axle shears and the rear wheel comes off He is uninjured. The 1965 Buick does not do well on only three wheels, and is injured. It is towed home.   We drive down next day and collect the wheel from the middle of the freeway.  The Buick is repaired. Mechanically, it is better. Bodily, it has about the same amount of Bondo that we didn’t know it had before. I start refinishing my Grandparents’ furniture, which has been in storage for 10 years, for Fiona: a table, sideboard, and bookcase. 

If Kevin Costner and Nicholas Cage were Japanese, hara-kiri would have spared us further grief.

Dec: Fiona’s friend Tim is bitten by a spider (perhaps a black widow). He is henceforth known as Spiderman. A tiny amount of room reconstruction is supposed to start this month, but most of it is planned for Jan. After all, when would you pick to be the best time to replace windows but in the cold and the wet?  

As always, Christmas sneaks up just when you’re not expecting it. No cards written (my wife has unclassily had names printed on them this year), no presents bought (but, the Xmas lights are up). Still, we hope Santa brings you all something nice, wrapped in dot-bomb IPO certificates, wrapped with hand-made ribbons from Martha Stewart’s jail collection. 

Merry Christmas. Happy New Year. May the Mormon Tabernacle choir tape the greeting on your answering machine. May your spouse assign you achievable New Year resolutions.

If Paul McCartney was a dog, he’d have written “when I’m 9”.

AlanTheReverend (), RowenaTheLibrarian (), ShutterflyGirl (), BuickBoy (), Spiderman (), FluffyTheCat (she’s still given up email. Luddite cat).

� with ideas stolen liberally from the Washington Post. The Style Invitational section is really quite good..





� Who else, but Dubya. 
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