2008

"Our Long National Nightmare Of Peace And Prosperity Is Finally Over "

This headline was written 8 (long) years ago in the magazine The Onion (see http://www.theonion.com/content/node/28784). It also contained these words: “Under Bush, we can all look forward to military aggression, deregulation of dangerous, greedy industries, and the defunding of vital domestic social-service programs upon which millions depend.” "Unlike my predecessor, I am fully committed to putting soldiers in battle situations. Otherwise, what is the point of even having a military?"  “We must squander our nation's hard-won budget surplus on tax breaks for the wealthiest 15 percent. And, on the foreign front, we must find an enemy and defeat it.” Although it is hard to believe, The Onion is satirical. We thought. 

Yes, the country (world) is in chaos. Are we going to dwell on that? No! (Are we going to stick snide anti-Bush comments in the letter? – yes!
) So let’s move on to happier thoughts and happier times – the peaceful world of children’s nursery rhymes and fairy tales
. (But not the Disney version – be warned; these ones are more Cheney-like).
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So, let’s begin our quiz. Once upon a time…. 

2007, the recap. Pay attention! 

We were camping out in the condo while the house was being (de)+(re)constructed. Fiona was el preggo. Iain was at the end of the college experience.

Jan 2008:


As always, we visit Santa Cruz on New Year’s Day, in bright sunshine. Rowena and I go to the UK, because my father is ailing. When we get there, he is in hospital, with occasional flashes of his old self, but very weak. I celebrate my xxth birthday in exotic England. 

What nursery rhyme was about Bubonic plague?
 

Feb:

We get many very early phone calls from the UK. We return to England for my father’s funeral, run by the vicar from the house next door. Ironically, my father had been conducting a 10 or 20-year argument with the previous vicar at the same place; the new one didn’t know and we didn’t tell him. Nice service, under the circumstances. Iain paints Tim’s big Chevy truck a brighter blue. Fiona and Tim celebrate their first anniversary (leap year day); for years they’d been planning to go to Vegas and be remarried by Elvis in a limo with a hot tub at a drive-through chapel... but then she got knocked up/got a bun in the oven/is expecting/etc and couldn’t go. So Elvis came to us.  He’s looking good, too, considering how dead he is. Iain’s girlfriend Cheryl looks slightly stunned by all this.  

What nursery rhyme discusses the pawn shop?

Mar:

Elvis gave me a hot tip, so I go to Graceland. Green shag carpet on the ceiling – nice! Iain finishes college and moves to Monterey with Cheryl – a rented house in the fog belt. 

What nursery rhyme features torture and the guillotine?

Apr: 

The plan is to move back into the house on the aptly named April Fool’s Day – a plan which is thwarted by another trip to Vegas to visit Bambi♥ and Candi♥. We help Iain move his stuff from SLO to Monterey. But we do move back home on Apr 21, 9 months after leaving (3 more than I guessed and 6 after the builder guessed). The house is not finished (in fact it’s still not), but it is livable. From here on, every weekend is spent finishing things. We will not bore you with the details. Check the photos on http://roweconstruction.shutterfly.com/ . The planned party is now Apr Fool’s Day, next year. 

What nursery rhyme has cannibalism and bestiality?

May:


We give a baby shower for Fiona, who by now does indeed look knocked up. The plumbing backs up. It may be sympathetic contractions. 

A fairy tale with yet more cannibalism, poisoning, possible polygamy, and things for which there is no fancy word.

Jun:

Here we enter the world of desperation, showing just what people will do to get a mention in this humble letter. Fiona’s neighbour Darci, as you undoubtedly recall from last year, adopted a manatee. It turns out that the manatee, named Floyd, was not baptized (I don’t recall how we knew this). Who better to step in than a friendly local neighbourhood Saint. So we have the ceremony, with Floyd’s stuffed pink cousin, named Pink Floyd,  as a standin. See it all on http://video.google.com/videosearch?q=manatee+darci&emb=0&aq=f# . Cheryl perhaps is inured to all this by now; she has lost that glassy I’m-among-lunatics look. She is wrong, of course. The MG returns home – well, nearly. It moves into Fiona and Tim’s garage, because our garage is full of junk and the Moggie has suffered from various British diseases. Niamh, pronounced “Neve”, arrives early on the morning of Jun18. Fiona calls from hospital at about 7am. For the chemists among you, her full name is Nickel Americium Hydride. There are no known anagrams of Niamh. Microsoft suggests the correct spelling is “Noah” or “Miami”. She shares a birthday with Paul McCartney, MC Escher, Isabelle Rosselini, and our neighbour/builder Rick. She is, of course, the world’s most beautiful baby.  We are the world’s most beautiful grandparents. Tim needs sleep. [If you want to see pics of Junior, check http://niamhmarshall.shutterfly.com/ ]

A nursery rhyme featuring prostitution and gigoloism?

Jul:


We go to Carmel to visit the other beautiful grandparents on July 4. Their other grandchildren are there, and while beautiful enough, they flunk the mullet
 requirement.  We teach Cheryl the joys of the Garlic Festival. Baby sleeps through it all. 

Another fairy tale with even more cannibalism (what’s with these people?), murder, and at least a good attempt at necrophilia?

Aug:

Iain takes us to a Belly Dancer Restaurant in Monterey on his birthday. Baby sleeps through it. Tim and Iain do not, although they do share baby’s ability to drool.  We go to the Historic races at Laguna Seca – good, but not as good as last year. We go to Canada for the funeral of Uncle Doug Sadler – a sad event, but a remarkable man
. 

A fairy tale about a con-man and the lengths he will go to make him and his partner rich.
 

Sep:

After last year’s plea, a certain person admits that she has been saving my Xmas letters for years (oh, not just mine). This person should desire anonymity, so for the sake of discussion, we will just call her “Anne”. Hypothetically, of course. Only one edition is now lost. We go to the wedding in San Diego of Tom and Melanie; Tom adopted us many years ago (rather like Fluffy) when he was a teenager. It looks like the guitar and drum lessons in the garage next door, and which we enjoyed so much, paid off, because he is now a professional musician. Fiona and Tim come too (she was also a teenager, we think, long ago). She misses the ceremony because Somebody Important is hungry. We also visit the zoo and the Mission San Juan Capistrano.

A tale of plain old theft? 

Oct:

I go to Atlanta for a show. The booth babes there are intelligent, unlike Vegas. The hotel supplies earplugs because it is so noisy. (I did not make this up. Steer clear of Renaissance Hotels). We miss Halloween by being, yet again, on Mr Branson’s plane. Five of us: me, Rowena, Fiona, Tim, and junior. This time, it’s for the wedding of nephew Gordon to Lucy. On the LHR->Edinburgh part, BMI loses my luggage as part of A Cunning Master Plan. The possibility then exists that I will attend the wedding in jeans, a 5-day-worn Tshirt, and moccasins (surprised?). 

A fairy tale about taxes being too high.

Nov:

Through total incompetence on their part, and despite their having outsourced baggage-finding in LHR to India, BMI finds the case in time, just before it goes for a winter safari in Finland. Darn. So I dress up. Shoes, even. And a good time is had by one and all. And on the return trip, BMI loses my luggage again (but this time it was retrieved quickly). Baby is introduced to both Great Grannies. She smiles, winsomely. The election is greeted by worldwide satisfaction (at least because of the end of the Bush League – called, by the Telegraph, “incompetent and sleazy”. I have used stronger terms, myself). I update my Facebook photo – yes, I’m a member. Just because I’m over 30 and hence by definition lame, doesn’t mean I can’t attempt to figure out time-sinks like Facebook. Be my friend, puhleeeze. 

A fairy tale about bribery and corruption.

Dec:

Since I missed Halloween, I become a Christmas elf. We start work on the outside of the house: path, flower beds, and replacing the sprinkler system at long last.  We are down to only 31 28 boxes to unpack. The end is in sight. Also of the Xmas letter.
 Whew. At least you survived something this year.

A tale in which all the banks and all the car companies and anyone else who has botched on a monumental scale have the government bail them out with hundreds of billions. Each. 

Have a happy holiday anyway. Spend money – it’s patriotic. If you know how to incorporate yourself as a failed investment bank so you can participate in the beneficence of W, let me know. 

ARI (FTNP have their own letter this year).

� My current favourite: "I thought about what it would be like for me to become president during this period," he [Bush] said. "I believe that good policy is not to dump him a major catastrophe." [He really said this!! ]. Whew! And thank goodness he didn’t leave a catastrophe behind. 


� No, not the huge WMD stash in Iraq – get your mind out of the neo-con gutter.


� Ring-around-the Roses. Well known to be about the Plague of London which killed 70,000 of the 460,000 residents. "Ring-a-ring o' roses" refers to the rosy colored rash one would get - an early symptom of the plague."Pocket full of posies" refers to the medicine and herbs people carried in their pockets to prevent the plague."Achoo! Achoo! We all fall down" are the last sneezes of the person and collapse of one who had died. Ah, such a nice story. But – sadly, false. It is just a silly song about roses. Must be another of those failures of the “Intelligence Community”.


� Pop Goes the Weasel: These words are derived from Cockney Rhyming slang; to "Pop" is the slang word for "Pawn". Weasel is derived from "weasel and stoat" meaning coat. It was traditional for even poor people to own a suit, which they wore as their 'Sunday Best'. When times were hard they would pawn their suit, or coat, on a Monday and claim it back before Sunday. Hence the term " Pop goes the Weasel". Stay tuned – this may be Paulsen’s next plan to save the economy. 





� Mary, Mary, quite Contrary. The Mary is Mary Tudor, aka Bloody Mary, the daughter of King Henry VIII. The silver bells (thumbscrews) and cockle shells  (don’t ask) were instruments of torture. The 'maids' was an early Guillotine.  Good thing nobody read this one to Cheney, or Guantanamo would be even more fun than it is today. 


� Little Red Riding Hood. Oh, the real one is just a little more X-rated than Uncle Walt would like: cannibalism (eating Grannie) and a little bestial hanky-panky with “something hairy” on the wolf in the bed; but at least video hadn’t been invented yet or Paris Hilton would have done a re-enactment.


� SnowWhite. The wicked stepmother thinks she eats the haggisy parts of the stepdaughter, making her an attempted cannibal.  SW goes off to live with 7 short singing men, which you have to suspect is polygamous and illegal unless the dwarves were Mormon, or in a cult in Texas. Why, it makes Smurfette and the Smurfs look tame. (For those of an enquiring nature, given that there were only Smurfs and Smurfette, how exactly did Grannie Smurf come to be?)Then wickedSM strangles her and poisons her. The prince thinks the dead body is cool and keeps it around (how exactly? A Sub-Zero?). So much for Family Values. 


� Georgie Porgie Pudding and Pie. Georgie Porgie was George Villiers, the 1st Duke of Buckingham. He was rumored to be a lover to Anne of Austria, the Queen Consort of France who (in the Parliamo) had a face like the back of a Corporation Bus. After having a fling with Anne, Villiers next chose King Charles I. And he didn’t even live in San Francisco.  Villiers was knighted as Gentleman of the Bedchamber. If I can’t be plain Sir Alan, I want this title. Surely it can’t be used any more.


� � HYPERLINK "http://www.mulletjunky.com/" ��http://www.mulletjunky.com/� 


� Sleeping Beauty. (Me in my chair after 8pm). Oh, I know, who can distinguish between SB and SW. Well, SB was sleeping for 100 years in some king of cryogenic experiment until Bush had left office and been forgotton (with a little bit for safety, just in case). Old Prince C came along. Forget the kiss-and–live-happily part – he gets SB preggo in her sleep and she produces twins and then wakes up. Surprise! But his mother the Ogre (watched Shrek lately?) wanted to eat them (there goes that cannibalism thing again),  and only the timely return of (then) King C saved them. Whew. And then he tossed mother into a vat of snakes in Cuba. No, I made that Cuba part up.


� � HYPERLINK "http://www.peterboroughexaminer.com/PrintArticle.aspx?e=1162575" ��http://www.peterboroughexaminer.com/PrintArticle.aspx?e=1162575� 


� No, no. Not an investment banker. Puss-in-Boots. 


� Jack climbs his Beanstalk and steals stuff. A common criminal! What sort of lesson is that for the youth of today? Training for Wall Street, I suppose.


� Baa Baa Black Sheep, complaining about the King (the master), the Nobility (the Dame), and the poor downtrodden little boy, who preferred lower taxes and probably wanted a smaller national debt too. 


� Little Jack Horner. He stole a manor from his boss, and then arranged the hang/draw/quartering of said boss. 


� "I have made this letter longer than usual,because I lack the time to make it short" – Pascal.  


� Don’t be silly. Even fairy tales have their limits. Oh, wait. 
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