The Rrats Report, 1998.

To: Ms Diane Ross, Supremes Court, Reno, DC.

We enclose the report on the activities of the Rowe family for 1998.  As the court knows, we have obtained an advance copy of the so-called “Tenth Rowe Christmas Letter- a Decade of  Incoherence”, apparently written by Mr. Rowe.  Our annotations on this document, indented and in italics, serve as the testimony of the Special Persecutor’s Office. 

Exhibit A.

Jan: Fiona celebrates her 21st birthday, by taking her first (legal) drink (a strawberry margarita). Iain starts thinking about colleges, with Chico, SF, and Humboldt State being the leading candidates. I, on learning that the Jehovah’s Witnesses do not celebrate birthdays, immediately switched, thus avoiding the Big One.

Opinion: the daughter was clearly brought up with criminal tendencies. By coercing the son into a California University, Mr. Rowe demonstrates his irrational behaviour. Consider this: The Wall Street Journal reported on the growing academic discipline of "whiteness studies," whose pioneering professors and students met recently at the Cal State Chico. Among the aspects under study: Spam diets, gun shows, and the white dominance of shopping malls and the Internet. Said a doctoral student, rejecting the suggestion that Whiteness Studies lacks seriousness: "They said that about Madonna Studies too."

Feb: It rains, and rains, and rains, and rains. We manage a ski trip to Yosemite, which was very beautiful, with all the buildings replaced after last year’s flood. 

Opinion: Superficially normal conduct, perhaps. But Mr. Rowe’s constant references to the weather are disturbing. We suspect he might be involved with a new California sin, as described in the L.A. Times:  Los Angeles, February. "Road Rage" gets the attention, but  more rages are coming into prominence. As two men passed in the rain, their umbrellas accidentally touched; one man then aimed his umbrella at the other's face and thrust the tip into  his head, sending him to the hospital.

Mar: El Nino continues. Fiona goes off to the month-long Grand Tour of Europe (Germany, France, Italy, Switzerland, Austria) with Phil, disdaining education for a term. They tour the Luges of Europe, ignoring art, culture, architecture, scenery, and Epicurean delights. In fact, the food they eat in Paris is…Chinese. They are based in Stuttgart, where Phil’s sister lives in an Army base. In an irrelevant coincidence, Stuttgart is the home of Mercedes, which later takes over Chrysler, meaning that Rowena now drives a 1989 Mercedes minivan. This provides infinitely more status,  but she seems unimpressed.

Opinion: subjecting his daughter to Europeans is clearly unfortunate, at best. Consider: New Scientist magazine reported in January that the German government, fearful of immune-system reactions and the spread of "mad cow" disease, has banned the popular sheep-fetus injections that men and women have been receiving to firm up their buttocks. And the references to Stuttgart are particularly disturbing, given the political system there: In October in Stuttgart, Germany, shortly before a televised mayoral debate, candidate Udo Bausch, who had not been invited because he had no realistic chance of winning, walked into the debate auditorium and severed the television cable with an axe. France is equally bad: In Paris in December, just before being convicted of the murders of two counterespionage agents, international terrorist Carlos the Jackal was sentenced to 10 days' solitary confinement for calling a prison guard a "gnu."; and: According to the Times of London in December, the latest group to take offense at the workings of the world is a federation of meat-shop owners in France, who say they're hurt that reporters routinely refer to vicious murderers as "butchers."  Butchers, said the association, are "gentle, peace-loving artisans."

Apr: El Nino continues. The travellers return, to huge credit card and phone bills. Guess who pays? Shortly afterwards, perhaps coincidentally, Phil’s sister and family are told to leave Stuttgart and return home. We take Iain to Humboldt University (350 miles north of here) to check it out, and this requires a weekend trip on a 30-seater prop plane from San Francisco. Humboldt’s reputation is for constant rain (seemingly undeserved, because the sun is out) and the rhododendrons are in full flower. Iain likes it all. Even the banana slugs, which might contemplate migration to rainy San Jose. Our roof leaks when it rains.

Opinion: again, the rain phobia. But worse is subjecting his son to Humboldt, a place of tree lovers and mis-directed science: In a recent science journal article, researchers from Humboldt State University in California reported that the toe jam of black-tailed deer contains chemical compounds that can kill several common types of bacteria (including one that causes acne) and fungi (including one that causes athlete's foot). This is the kind of pernicious pseudo-science that prevents the dominance of useful inventions such as this: Toe floss, a 3 foot long rope invented by Ronald Hannon that attaches to the floor of the shower that is held taut and permits the user to  clean between his toes. 
May: El Nino continues. We celebrate Mother’s day with brunch at Pebble Beach.

Opinion: Mr. Rowe is merely a pathetic voyeur of golf, rather than a contestant, as normal men his age. He is perhaps afraid to play, because he has associates who are domestic terrorists: Technology to Make Golf Less Laborious:  Two Fremont,Calif., men obtained a patent recently for a golf club that will fire a ball up to 250 yards by detonation of an explosive charge in the club head.

Jun: The weather improves long enough to turn the heating off – the latest time ever. This lasts a week, when I am forced to turn it back on again. June, California! Bah. Iain graduates from High School.  Iain starts working at the local flower shop, thus following the tradition of Phil (“flower boy”) and Fiona (“flower girl”, later “balloon girl”). He decides that Humboldt is The Place, and we drive up for a week of orientation - about 7 hours of driving (less if you don’t get lost in Oakland).  The Spice Girls separate, to the consternation of Ol’ Jug Ears (50 this year!).

Opinion: Mr. Rowe is suspected of being a monarchist, and the casual reference to His Royal Highness  and the similarity to  His Royal Highness’s age may lead some to believe that he is, or wants to be, King himself. Mrs Rowe, a confirmed anti-monarchist, would certainly not countenance her husband being crowned (at least as King), nor has she admiration for Royal Letters such as this:  Dear Geri, I wanted to drop you a line to say how sorry I was to discover you had decided to leave the rest of the Spice Girls. I suspect I am not the only one to feel sad either." Referring to the time when Geri pinched Charles'  bottom on camera, Charles said: "The group certainly will not be the same without you and what will I do without your  wonderfully friendly greeting in the future.” As always, culture crosses international boundaries, and when radicals like Mr. Rowe exist, we must be ever vigilant. When we invented Barney, the UK responded with the Teletubbies. But at least the Spice girl threat to our youngsters has been neutralised: According to her attorney, Monica Lewinsky has been asked to join the Spice Girls and has, apparently, said "yes" and they will all be appearing at the Lilith Fair.

Jul: Fiona smashes her finger in the fold-up picnic table. We get a new roof on the house, and a large skylight, all for only slightly more than the price of a new car. Iain and Phil run the now-traditional Wharf-to-Wharf 10k run. The hill behind our house catches fire (it had stopped raining. – but  the grass was very tall after many months of it). Fire trucks by the bucket load (hah!) arrive, with 3 of them in our court, plus helicopters and planes. It burns about 160 acres. The local San Jose TV stations interview our neighbours. Rowena spurns them and holds out for stardom – and, sure enough, gets on Salinas TV the next day. Send $29.95 for your copy (plus P&H). 1-800-ROWENA1.  (Salinas: home to John Steinbeck, lettuce capital of the world. The TV station is KSBW: Salad Bowl to the World. Really.). Oddly, the big network TV contract gets lost somewhere in the mail. Darn.  (The fire has had an interesting effect on the wildlife: the rodent population lost its home, and migrates down towards the houses. The cats, including ours, just have to stick out a paw and fresh dinner runs into it. Perhaps the cats started the fire..?)

Opinion: Mr. Rowe should be watched for latent arsonist tendencies.  Mr;s. Rowe’s attempts to avoid the influences of San Jose, however, are to be commended: Among the exhibits at the Impulse to Collect show at San Jose State University in February were Chris Daubert's "Chromatic extrusions rodenta" (rats' droppings following their ingestion of some of his oil paints), Maryly Snow's collection of 696 toothbrushes (each catalogued on 13 attributes), and Bob Rasmussen's collection of items containing red X's.

Aug: Fiona smashes her toe. Iain turns 18. An adult! Won’t join the Army. Might vote. Scary. We pack Iain and his worldly goods in the pseudo-Mercedes minivan and head north to Tree-Hugging Country; he’s going to college! We learn why HSU is called HSU (Hills and Stairs University).  The dorm room is small, but the freedom is large.  He’s doing art and industrial design, and such staples as English.  The dorm has a TV room/lounge, and a kitchen (desserts!) useful for when dorm food becomes boring (about 2 days after parents leave).

Opinion: Mr Rowe is obsessed with television, and all the neo-liberal tendencies of that scurrilous medium. Consider this: John Malone, of TeleCommunications Inc., today, ordered that cable service to the Mir space  station be cut off due to non-payment of its cable bill.  According to Boris Yeltsin, the Russian President, rather than have his cosmonauts miss the upcoming World  Championship Wrestling Pay-Per-View, "The Mauling In   Maui" on August 15th, he'll have them return to earth next week, and abandon the 500 billion dollar space station to become drifting space junk [Reuters].

Sept:  Phil and Fiona go to Las Vegas (home of the biggest roller coaster in the world, which Phil thinks important), and where Fiona wins $200 (in quarters). Cousins Maureen and Brian drop in on us while visiting their son Adam (see last year’s episode) and we have yuppie dinner at Pebble Beach. 

Opinion: The man is shameless. Gambling is a SIN. Gambling gives rise to CRIME: In September, a man robbed the Capital Bank of North County in Las Vegas, Nevada., and escaped in a pickup truck.  According to a teller, the man never claimed to have a gun, but demonstrated his impatience at the teller's dawdling by showing her a photograph of another man holding a gun. And the Sporting Event mentality gives rise to horrifying moments: Las Vegas, NV - (June 30) - Ted Turner has apparently bitten off Rupert Murdoch's ear.  A tracking poll taken by the Gallup Organization indicated, almost  immediately, world-wide  approval.
Oct: Wedding month. We (me, Rowena, and Fiona) go to the Great White North for the wedding of cousin Heather to now-cousin-in-law Garth, eh. Heather is a Town Planner, planning such things as jails in rural Ontario. I am stand-in minister at the rehearsal. I embarrass everyone at the wedding by being Master of Ceremonies, Rituals, Rites, and Silly Jokes.  From there, Fiona returns home (sans luggage, thus requiring the old “United Airlines Ate My Homework” excuse when she gets back to college), and we go on to meet my parents in Boston. For 3 days, it’s nice, and then it rains. And rains. (etc). Occasionally, we can see glimpses of the fall through the fog. But the Big Day was the stay at Elsie’s Motel in Springfield MA. Picture the scene: it’s Columbus Day. We lock the keys in the car in VT and wait for the AAA man to break in. He fails. He sends for a locksmith, of the hobbit race, who succeeds in 15 secs. We drive off to find a hotel in VT: none. All the way across MA: none. It’s pouring the whole time. Eventually, we find Elsie’s. A place where if you took a shower (we didn’t), you’d be dirtier afterwards. An alien place. A place where you sleep in your clothes (some did).  A place you don’t photograph, but you should, just for  the lawsuit. A place which is better (but only marginally) than sleeping in the car.  A place at which they’d pay you to stay, except at 7pm in MA on a wet Columbus Day night, when the laws of supply&demand change. Remember it well: Elsie’s Motel. In happier news, later in the month, another wedding: friend Barry and wife Madeline, a doctor, who likes brains. (No, not to eat. This isn’t France). Wisely, they forbid me from officiating, or even speaking, at the ceremony, in my new capacity as Reverend Rowe. 

Opinion: As is well-known, religious cults are a constant risk in California, and people who call themselves ‘Reverend’ are to be distrusted. Mr. Rowe’s travels outside the country should be followed closely. His somewhat facetious reference to jails, and his apparent disdain for law and order in that Province, are highly suspicious. Jails in Ontario are vital organs of public safely, as shown by the following: A public employees' union in Ontario, among whose members are prison guards who staged a walkout in 1989, agreed in February to pay 11 hospitalized criminals $45,000 for their having been "inconvenienced" during the labor dispute. The leader of the 11, psychotic murderer Michael Krueger, got $2,250. [Ottawa Citizen]. As for the Elsie’s incident, this is unconscionable, intolerable, and outrageous cruelty to parents, of which even Mr. Rowe should be ashamed. Springfield is no place for any civilised people to be. Consider these: Rick Quessenberry of Springfield was named as one of the six people on America's World Championship of Hairstyling team scheduled to compete next summer in Washington, D. C.  (In all, 200,000 hairstylists will attend the Hair World convention.)  The teams compete in categories such as "business hair," "nighttime social hair," "progressive hair," and a technical hairstyling event.  The hairdressers march in an Olympics-style opening ceremony, and after each event, the winner's flag is raised and its national anthem played. [Springfield News-Leader]; and this: Dr. John Carpenter, who operates a psychiatric practice in Springfield came to the conference to speak about his research. He has counseled more than 120 people who claim to have been abducted by aliens. Still, at least the newly-married doctor referred to is a US citizen, and not one from the Northland: The Globe and Mail (Toronto, Ontario) reported  that local physician Ron Charach, who is the author of a volume of poems by Canadian doctors, recently had one of his works selected to be published in the prestigious British medical journal, The Lancet. The title of the poem is the same as the last two words in this passage: "In silence after heavy rain / you can hear prostates growing."

Nov: Fiona gets a (temporary) job at Macy’s, and is now known as “shoe girl”. When I point out to her that she has to touch other people’s feet, I am corrected: “Eeeew. No, I won’t”. Silly me. I have now figured out how the world economy works: this Macy’s employment, intended as a source of income, actually costs us money. The stuff goes on sale at 40% off, Fiona gets another 20%, it’s irresistible, we buy it. Net outflow of money! We visit Iain for a weekend.  Iain visits us  for Thanksgiving.  Election Day: Newt got the Boot. 

Opinion: Mr. Rowe’s disdain for the political system is well-known, and the community and state he lives in is hardly conducive to proper respect either: In San Jose, Calif., George Shirakawa was re-elected to the city council in June, a month after he died. [San Francisco Examiner]. And: In April, the California Senate president revealed that Republican Sen. Don  Rogers, facing bankruptcy four years ago, filed a declaration denying that he owed the $150,000 in federal taxes that the government claimed. The reason, he wrote,  was that he was not a "citizen" under the 14th amendment to the U. S. Constitution because that provision applies only to former slaves; rather, Rogers said he possessed a "white man's citizenship." This year, Rogers renounced the declaration, claiming he had received bad tax advice. [AP]

Dec: Fiona’s finger finally recovers (it says here. Wonder what happened to the toe?) Fiona, after these many months of studying Business, turns into a Capitalist. She has procured 5 of this year’s hottest Christmas toy/fad/gimmicks, the Furby, at $29. (If you have to ask,…). Similar ones are for sale at $200, $300,… She’s auctioning them on the internet (check Yahoo).  I suppose the classes have been a success.  

To all: a merry Christmas, a happy new year, and don’t look for next year’s episode. We’ll have stormed the bank, converted our money to gold, bought a cabin in Montana, stocked it with canned food, and be waiting for the World To End as all the computers in the universe trip over the Y2K problem and destroy civilisation. Also, we avoid further Slick Willie or Monica stories, pontification about the Perils of Imprunement, or concerns about cloning. .. 

…..Alan(), Rowena, Fiona(), Iain (), Phil (we keep him for his luge knowledge), Fluffy-the-cat(fluffy_rowe@hotmail.com). And any other wildlife that drops by: this year a bobcat and turkeys. (Fiona also claims a Mountain Lion!).

Opinion: Mr. Rowe’s paranoia is evident here. This Y2K problem, which he knows little about, is entirely under control: According to estimates by the Gartner Group, the cost of fixing the Y2K bug will be ready in 2002, at which point it would be possible to more accurately estimate the final cost of estimating the final cost of fixing the Y2K bug. And our government has cloning research entirely under control: Wash, DC  - According to unnamed Capitol sources, the Senate will  weigh the ethical implications of human cloning. Cher testified that if there was cloning, then somebody might go all wacko and clone Sonny Bono. We admit that Mr. Rowe is right about Willie, his Willy, and the Bimbo Parade.

Although we have obtained no conclusive evidence, we believe that the circumstantial evidence, as shown by Mr. Rowe’s ramblings, the resulting events he surely causes, and the criminal and irresponsible behaviour he displays and induces in others, all  provide a compelling case. Christmas letters are supposed to chronicle the events of the year to their friends and relatives, and not make them shake their heads in pity, horror, or scorn. Mr. Rowe acknowledges the  fact that nobody ever infected can avoid this letter, this virus, this  abomination. Mr. Rowe shows no signs of comprehending any of  this. These people are weird, wacky, and nutty. It is the opinion of this Persecutor that you take urgent action to protect society from their excesses.

However, the Office of Special Persecutor joins the Rowe family in its greeting to you, the reader. 

[Ed: the truth of quotations: Jan: false, it was Berkeley. Feb: true. Mar: true. Apr: true.  May: true. Jun: true; false (phew). Jul: true. Aug: false; Sep: false, it was in San Diego; and false (pity); Oct: true, but Springfield MO; Nov: true (1994). Dec: false; false.] 
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