Patently Absurd - the 2006 Edition
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“This is patently absurd; but whoever wishes to become a philosopher must learn not to be frightened by absurdities” – Bertrand Russell.

“The US is not going to cut [the letter up in little pieces and flush it down the toilet] and run [screaming for the hills when one arrives]” – GWB.

“No course of action [other than to stop reading it now] is guaranteed to stop a slide toward chaos” - Presidential Nanny James Baker.  
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Yes, the 18th edition. If it was a person, it could sign up for the military, drink (in most countries but not the US), smoke, vote, get married (in most states), adopt, buy an assault rifle, serve on a jury, go to an R movie, gamble in casinos, or become a Freemason.  

And we know what you’re thinking from that title – just another opportunity for some digs at our Dear Leader, Emperor George II.  Partially right, of course.  I have to get them in while he’s still in office; two years (or less!) to go. 

· "You know, when I campaigned here in 2000, I said, I want to be a war President. No President wants to be a war President, but I am one."—Des Moines, Iowa, Oct. 26, 2006

· What’s really odd is that he is begging for $500M(!!) from “wealthy heiresses [Paris Hilton?], Arab nations and captains of industry” for his Presidential Library. This from a president who famously hates reading. 

· "I glance at the headlines just to kind of get a flavor for what's moving. I rarely read the stories, and get briefed by people who are [sic] probably read the news themselves."—Washington, D.C., Sept. 21, 2003

· But he is improving. On the Iraq report: “To show you how important this one is, I read it [emphasis mine] and our guest [Blair] read it. The prime minister read a report prepared by a commission. And this is important." – Press conference, Dec 7, 2006. 

But also wrong, because in an unexpectedly related topic [hint: pay attention], this year there is a quiz on your knowledge of the Patent System, first invented for glassblowers in Venice in 1420, used in England in 1449 by Henry VI, and brought to the US in 1790, despite Mr. Jefferson’s objections.   You have to decide whether the quoted patent was granted or not. How difficult can it be? I mean, it doesn’t take an Einstein (who did it in Switzerland before he went on to easier subjects, such as relativity).  Lest you have forgotten, the US (and most other) rules for a patent are that it be new, useful, and non-obvious.  

Jan: We (me, Rowena, Tim, Fiona) visit the UK in part to celebrate my parents’ 60th anniversary; a good time is had by all. We find a Morgan in a barn; sadly, it is not the deal of a lifetime. We do a world record tour of Stonehenge (about 3 minutes), helped by the north wind. I almost wish I’d been wearing socks. Word is leaked that nephew/niece-in-law, David/Zeta, is/are preggo. After 8 years, I leave NetApp (as the perspicacious amongst you could have known if you’d read last year’s hints) and join a startup called Intransa, giving up a lunatic VP (good), a car pool (bad), and a large company (good). 

Patent: A Way to Play Tennis while Wearing a Kneepad.

Feb: nada. zilch. Other than getting used to the new car-pool-less commute. 

Patent: Method of bra size determination by measurement with a flexible tape measure.
Mar:  It snows on the hills. Rowena goes into hospital for the apparently now traditional surgery, to have various internal vaguely naughty female bits glued (stapled, duct-taped, welded, ...)  back into place. As ever, she is not a model patient, nor a patient patient, and is soon expelled.   In a moment of madness, we (ok, I)  invite an architect to help us do a moderate house extension, which soon turns into madness. 


Patent: Methods and Systems for Breakfast Cereal in a quick-serve restaurant setting includes displaying multiple cereal boxes in view of customers.…the method additionally includes… presenting the container to the customer in exchange for payment. 

Apr: We visit SLOtown to see Iain and the Cal Poly gardens, which have been afflicted by the dreaded (and, as it turned out, imaginary) passion vine mealy bug; no doubt further evidence of evil-doers.

Patent: A Scented Doll With the Appearance of an Aged Person 

May:  Rowena (with Fiona) visits her parents, who are not doing too well. Tim and I (and Poocher) are left in peace, and Tim resorts to Chili and Pizza for lunch and dinner (he doesn’t eat breakfast). Poocher probably gets the same diet. We plan a visit to Hooters (a “restaurant” with scantily-clad waitresses), but fail. Iain returns home and gets a new(er) Toyota truck from a surfer dude in Gilroy. No ka oi!. 

Patent: Wearable Bird Feeder For Feeding and Observing Birds and Other Flying Animals
Jun: I dismantle the deck which was constructed in winter 1980, when it was 80° (at the time, we thought that was normal), displacing many now-homeless termites. I fail to sell the hot tub.  Tim buys a 1985 Chevy truck, which makes OPEC rejoice. 

Patent: Method of swinging a kid’s swing sideways. 

Jul: We celebrate the 4th with the Marshall clan, minus Tim’s brother and sister-in-law, who have the excuse that they are too busy after propagating; Tim&Fiona are Auntie&Uncle (in the other order). We visit the UK again; 3rd time for Rowena, second for me.  While there, we, the class of 196-whatever-it-was, celebrate the Bus-Pass Day (60th) of Murdoch, who is (by far() the oldest. Pitlochry, home of culture (a play), Atholl Castle, pipers, Blair Atholl, Bonnie Prince Charming, and a hope that the country’s leadership would someday be returned to the Blairs. No, wait; that sentence seems to have gone somewhat astray.  Murdoch expresses the desire for a shorter Xmas letter (not uncommon), and for it to arrive in June (a rare request). Perhaps he has been corrupted by his constant antipodeal visits. The others of the class get their bus passes over the next few years, except me, for whom turning 60 is but a distant thought. Then we visit Marjorie in Welsh Wales, where it is 80° in Llandudno, and David and Zeta’s new house in London.  We return in time for the SJ “Grand Prix” (it isn’t really), where  I and Tim and Iain (on separate days) watch, listen, and smell fast cars. Zeta sprogs little Evie MacDonald, making Tim&Fiona Auntie&Uncle again. No pressure, though. 

Patent: your DNA. 

Aug: Our hillside catches fire (as it does every 10 years or so – kids). Fire engines, water bombers, helicopters, and TV personalities in the house interviewing Rowena (she ended up, as so often occurs, on the cutting room floor. Must be the accent). Iain (“Bondo Boy”) gets a paint gun, because he is planning to (surprise!) paint the Buick: Bondo, doors and panels off, Bondo, windows out, Bondo,  the whole bit. Iain and I visit the Laguna Seca historic races, to see really old cars driven round the tracks (including Jackie Stewart’s McLaren F1 car). Best was a 1933 Lagonda, which I’ll take if there’s no 1933 Bentley to be had. A few days later, we visit Don and Sandi (provider of GP and Laguna tickets) to count the number of Maseratis at their house (17?) and see the 1972 Led Zeppelin CanAm car, which we sit in but do not drive (800HP). Quite loud, too.  Just not as classy as the MG, although perhaps a tad faster, even stuck in first gear. 

Patent: A Jump [skipping]  Rope without requiring an actual Jump Rope. 

Sep: We celebrate Labor Day at Carmel with the Marshall crowd, including a sighting of new arrival Levi.

Patent: Design for a Cucumber Sandwich. 

Oct: We over-engineer a pergola at Chez Marshall. I visit New Orleans for the first time, at an Oil&Gas convention (looking for customers). In the tourist part, there is little sign of the Katrina disaster. The Evil Halliburton pay for an evening soiree at the House of Blues, and who should turn up but Aretha. Aretha! (Almost enough to forgive them). 


Patent: Device to allow Spiders to Escape from the Bath.

Nov: Painter Boy, after months of preparation, paints. Our house plans are done, just in time for the rains. Since the roof will have to be removed, we cunningly decide to wait. 


Patent: Method for Growing Unicorns. 

Dec. I visit Florida. No Aretha (no crocodiles, no wildlife, no mosquitoes,..). Still, my first trip to Hooters. Fiona pays a fleeting visit to the UK, sans Tim and Poocher, and is still there as this epistle is epistled. 

Patent: Method to Exercise Cats by Making them Follow a Laser Pointer. 

Happy Xmas to you all.

Quiz answers
: All were granted (!!) except the cereal one, which was applied for and seems to have been rejected.  And for those paying attention: how are W and patents related? -  the first patented glassblowers in Murano had a couple of common words: bottiglia for a successfully made bottle, and fiasco for a complete failure. Say no more. 

Alan (), Rowena, Fiona, Iain, Tim, and grand-dog Poocher. One day, perhaps before next year (but don’t bet on it), as many Xmas letter back-issues as exist will be available on www.revalan.com.  Be still, my aching heart. 

� Foxtrot, Bill Amend. 


� Accepted ones: Tennis kneepad:  US5,993,336; bra measurement: US� HYPERLINK "http://patft.uspto.gov/netacgi/nph-Parser?Sect1=PTO1&Sect2=HITOFF&d=PALL&p=1&u=%2Fnetahtml%2FPTO%2Fsrchnum.htm&r=1&f=G&l=50&s1=5965809.PN.&OS=PN/5965809&RS=PN/" \l "h0" ��� HYPERLINK "http://patft.uspto.gov/netacgi/nph-Parser?Sect1=PTO1&Sect2=HITOFF&d=PALL&p=1&u=%2Fnetahtml%2FPTO%2Fsrchnum.htm&r=1&f=G&l=50&s1=5965809.PN.&OS=PN/5965809&RS=PN/" \l "h2" ��5,965,809; scented doll US6805607; wearable bird feeder  US5996127;� HYPERLINK "javascript:null(void);" \t "_top" ��  swing US6,368,227 (the inventor is 5 years old); DNA – many; jump rope US7,037,243; cucumber sandwich D527,165; spiders GB 2272154;  unicorns US4429685;  cats US5,443,036. 








PAGE  
5

_1227209787.doc
[image: image1.png][NoBODY EVER READS THESE
GRISTMAS LETTERS, JUST
PUT A COHERENT SENTENCE
AT THE BN A0 THEN
TYPE GIBBERSH FOR TWo

PAGES.

THAT'S HoW I WROTE 0%
CHRISTMAS LETTER WHEN
TOD 7. T Took FIVE

Lermve w1 You.
READ ME YR MANY,
FRST SENTENCE.  MANY

i

APOLOGIES
FOR 0UR LAST

CHRSTIAS
LETTER.








