2001

This year’s letter, as always, has a theme. Unusually, this year the theme is divulged before the end, avoiding the need for a stressful aura of excitement and suspense. You are required to find the best movie title for each topic. Most of my answers are well-known (and some are not(). You may award yourself prizes for answers better than mine. Now, do the title.
 For extra fun, cover up the answers while you work on it. Christmas Day is suggested, after preparing the Turkey accoutrements.
 

Jan: The Bush dynasty continues with George II
. Princess Fiona moves into the new house. But Princess Fiona is behaving strangely
. She seems to have some kind of finger deformity: The third finger of the left hand seems to stick out oddly. Wait, can it be? Yes! A big old chunk of carbon!
 In the words of Phil, they ‘got themselves hitched’. Last December, just after Christmas, at a Xmas light display (ever the romantic, Phil curbed his initial idea of proposing at a Shark’s game)
. And after 9 years of dating. No wedding date is set. No paternal Reverend-ship request is made.
 Meanwhile, the .bomb implosion continues, and the previously rich get poorer.
  NetApp suffers too, and the only stable profession seems to be school librarian.

Feb: As part of the payoff for buying the condominium last year, we are given a couple of nights at a Victorian B&B in Pacific Grove, which is near Pebble Beach but snootier.
 Very nice, except somewhat wet.  Iain stays home. 

Mar:  Despite the implosion, we go to Yosemite to stay (for the first time) in the ultra-snooty (and expensive) Ahwanhee Hotel
. I agree to this based on the Ahwanhee’s decision (in the winter only) to relax the dress restrictions, so I don’t have to wear a tie.  Snow on the ground in the valley, but no skiing this trip. (Or this entire year, in fact, after last year’s Donner Epic). We go to the SF Flower Show and finally buy the long-desired gazebo.
 This one is wrought iron, and rustic craftsmen are immediately assigned to build one for us. Nephew doctor-in-training-in-Glasgow
 Neil, turns 21. It’s still inadvisable to get ill in Glasgow, just in case. 

Apr: As we do occasionally during the year, we venture out to check out wedding sites, and return in {despair, disgust, horror, …}.  I offer money to elope, but no takers.
 (The Chapel-o’-Love in Vegas, www.chapelsoflove.com, has the whole thing down to 2:40 seconds, and who needs more.. but it is vetoed too
) I offer a nice site with a nice gazebo, but no takers. 

May: The start of the wedding season. Fiona and Phil go to Mississippi to attend the wedding of Fiona’s friend Andrea, who lived down the street many years ago. 
 We go to Joan’s wedding; Joan and I worked at Tandem and now NetApp for more years than you would think, considering our youthful  appearances. Iain still has the 1965 Buick
, but it makes a remarkable clunking noise and dies
. He replaces the broken flywheel, which requires separating the engine from the transmission – a non-trivial task. It runs again.

Jun: The gazebo goblins have done their construction, and we hire Phil and his crew to lay a nice sandstone patio at the end of the garden. Electronic evidence of this can be found in Fiona’s Shutterfly collection (http://www.shutterfly.com/my/os.jsp?i=67b0de21b314f832a499). [Fiona still works part-time at Shutterfly.
 She encourages you to stave off its bankruptcy by storing all your digital pictures there]. We all go to Maui for 12 days, to attend the wedding of Katy, who we have known since she was a 2-year old in Munster, and now in SJ, to David, who is English and has known her intermittently and at very long distance for years.
  We have a rather nice condo above a bay in Napili Point, where, for morning exercise, we can watch the turtles swim.
 Phil nearly throws up in a helicopter as it zooms in and out of the valleys by Hana.
 The wedding is fun; Fiona and the rest of the bridesmaids wear grass skirts during the reception, and I wear a muumuu.
 { http://www.shutterfly.com/my/os.jsp?i=67b0de21b31af56425fa ,    

http://www.shutterfly.com/my/os.jsp?i=67b0de21b31a276ca4ab,  

http://www.shutterfly.com/my/os.jsp?i=67b0de21b3155c110594 ,  

http://www.shutterfly.com/my/os.jsp?i=67b0de21b3155c2e849b}.

Jul: We celebrate Jul 4 by watching fireworks in Lahaina harbour. 
 When we return, cousin Heather and a collection of Canadians (husband Garth, daughters Natasha and Mariah) visit. 

Aug: Iain turns 21. Legal alcohol, at last.  Not to be left out, Phil’s sister Lynne
 gets married too; we attend, but I am sans muumuu. (http://www.shutterfly.com/my/os.jsp?i=67b0de21b31af56025fe )

Sep: The weekend after Sep 11, Rowena has a reunion with friends and ex-neighbours in the Sierras. I attend the 50th birthday of Alex (the other half of the 101
 car pool), which is held in a county park at the top of a hill in Saratoga. The MG ever-so-nearly makes it. If there hadn’t have been a line to pay to get in, we would have.
  Luckily, home was downhill. Nephew Gordon visits, to make sure he gets full value for his year-long pass to Universal, which he bought 364 days previously. 
 School starts again. Fiona, who has about 800 college units towards the required 200, signs up for another one (yes, one entire unit) by enrolling in College Hockey (http://www.shutterfly.com/my/os.jsp?i=67b0de21b31950180598). When asked why, she responds “because I’m Canadian”, and that explanation is immediately accepted.  Iain gets a job at Sears, in the tool department 
 (Tools! Discounts! Insert Tim Allen noises here). He hopes to find a Heidi The ToolGirl. 

Oct:  Bridesmaid Fiona and Phil went to yet another wedding, which turns out to be so much work that she gives up the whole wedding idea, and even the elopement idea, and decides to become a hermit lesbian in Idaho.
 Poor Phil. In retrospect, for us, nothing much happened on the Left Coast. 
 In retrospect, we like it that way. 
Nov:  While we vacuum the spider webs on the ceiling, Rowena makes a tenuous biological connection between the fine 70’s cottage-cheese-and-asbestos ceiling material and the existence of spiders
. I again volunteer to paint the ceiling, because having paint drip on your head is one of life’s greater pleasures. She rebels. In a moment of complete insanity, I agree to have it retextured (the ceiling, not my head). And while we’re about it, maybe put some spotlights in and have the entire thing painted. This entails moving about everything we possess into a handy local Tardis (ie, the spare room, the garage, and the outdoors until the rains came), and later moving it all back. All the fun of moving house, but without a new house. The Bosnian electricians (who wire things while leaving the electricity live) survive. Josẻ put nice new texture on. 
And the painters…. Italians. The capo tells me [do this bit with accent and shoulder shrugging..] that he “make-a the house so beautiful you want to die-a and-a come back to it.” Now Italians – they’re good painters, right? Think Leonardo. Michelangelo. Botticelli.  Not quite. If they had put the paint on the walls in any quantity, that would have been good. If it had in fact been true that you can make a nice neat line between walls and ceiling with an air-compressor-drive sprayer, that would have been good too. Maybe if they’d covered the carpets or the furniture or the floors or the baseboards before spraying, that would have helped. Spraying in the dark was definitely a bad plan (which they rectified next day by taking a lamp from the Tardis, and then spraying it too). They painted the floor tiles. They painted the outside of the front door (with interior paint). They painted the door knobs. They painted the driveway.
 We’re still recovering from this; it will take a while.
The only good news is that I can no longer be accused of being sloppy or slow at painting…. Murdoch and Hillary, his keeper, visit SF and we have dinner together.
 (See the Hockey link). 

Dec: Iain tackles the second hardest job on the beast: replacing the rusted out heater core.
 I give a talk at the LISA conference of Usenix in San Diego. Many thousands of Nerds. Geeks. Pony tails. Body piercing. What would they all do if computers hadn’t made them useful(?) members of society? A flying visit, in and out. Safest that way.  I visit customers in LA, and discover that my armpit sets off the airport detectors
. Really. The day approaches we’ve been waiting for, for many a long year. Since Reagan, I think. Fiona is going to graduate. With a real genuine degree. Marketing. SJ State. Dec 20th. 
 Can it finally be true?  Stay tuned for the next exciting edition…  Will the wedding be next year?
 Will you be invited?  
We in America wish you all a Merry Christmas
. 

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

� 2001. See, it’s not difficult. 


� The Right Stuff.


� The Madness of King George or The Second Mr. Bush (1940)


� Shrek


� The Rock


� Rules of Engagement. 


� Father of the Bride


� The Incredible Shrinking Man


� Operation Pacific, Marion Wayne, 1951.


� Home Alone 


� Maverick, Start Trek V, or The Eiger Sanction - all filmed in Yosemite.


� The Gazebo (Debbie Reynolds, 1959).  


� Deduct points for mentioning any of the 60’s Doctor In… movies. 


� Runaway Bride


� Fear And Loathing in Las Vegas


� My Best Friend’s Wedding


� The Beast


� The Beast Must Die.


� She's Working Her Way Through College. Ronnie Raygun, 1952. Didn’t know that one, did you?


� The English Patient


� The Voice of the Turtle,  Teenage Mutant Ronnie Raygun, 1947. Didn’t know that one either, did you?


� How Green was my Valley


� Tootsie. (Lose 5 points for suggesting any Elvis-in-Hawaii movie).


� On the Waterfront. Or maybe Independence Day.


� The Great White North, by the brothers McKenzie. Half a point for Wayne’s World.


� Sister Act


� Highway to Hell


� The Hill (early Seen A Canary)


� Rollercoaster


� Absolute Power. Clint. 


� Barb Wire, possibly the worst movie ever made.  Yes, Pamela was the first ToolGirl.


� Cattle Queen of Montana (close enough!). Ronald Raygun, 1954. 


� All Quiet on the Western Front


� Arachnophobia


� The Mexican


� The Italian Job 


� Unforgiven.


� Guess who’s coming to dinner.


� Rotten to the Core


� I defy you to come up with a movie title on this topic. 


� The Graduate. The Graduate. The Graduate. The Graduate. The Graduate. 


� The Wedding Planner


� Bush Christmas


� Lose your entire score for saying The Reverend Pimp Daddy, which opens 2002.  


� Fluffy. Starring Lassie. No, I made that up. The rest is all true.





