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THIRTY-NINE DAYS
A Merry Christmas to everybody! 
A Happy New Year to all the world. 
Hallo here! Whoops! Hallo! ” 

†

There are only 39 shopping days
until Christmas. 

Good luck out there.

P.S. Have you reserved 
your seat at EAC-BC’s 
December 10 Christmas 
party? RSVP required.
See page 30 for complete 
details.

Source: Ebenezer Scrooge, overcome 
with a brand-spanking-new sense of 
goodwill toward men, A Christmas 
Carol, Charles Dickens, 1843
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CONTRIBUTORS
  Contributors to WCE’s 5th annual Holiday Gift Guide 
  share memories of their favourite Christmas traditions.

“Each adult in our family—
blessed with good health and 
material needs met—participates 
in a Secret Santa gift exchange 
that happens on Christmas Eve,” 
says Lib Alcock (Christmas-
themed cartoon, page 9). “In 
effect, we significantly reduce 
the stress of holiday shopping. 
That said, each parent, aunt, 
and uncle concentrates on gift 
giving to our children. For us, 
Christmas is all about witnessing 
happy, spontaneous moments 
experienced by the children in 
our family.”

Unlike most people, Jennifer 
S. Getsinger (“Aunt Broccoli’s 
green tips for the eco-crowd: 
how to grow your own sustained 
yield Christmas tree farm on a 
Vancouver city lot,” pages 14–
18) likes fruitcake and plum pudding. One year, she was ill from Christmas Eve until Christmas dinner, 
but miraculously recovered in time to enjoy flaming plum pudding with hard sauce. Now that’s hard 
core. It helps to have English relatives who can bake these marvels from scratch, not to mention higher 
proof alcohol than what you can get in BC. Recipe for hard sauce: butter, confectioner’s sugar, and rum 
or brandy.

“A long-standing Christmas tradition in our family,” says Cheryl Hannah (“O Editor,” page 8, “A gift 
for an author,” page 13, “WCE kids’ lit picks: How to Train your Dragon,” page 29), “is to open our 
Christmas crackers immediately upon sitting down at the table. No holdouts allowed. The idea, says my 
mother, is to provide lighthearted entertainment for all. Snapping them open, sharing the enclosed jokes 
and riddles, showing off the trinkets (and then indulging in a round of horse-trading as some people try to 
trade up for more desirable ones—e.g., ‘I can’t use this sewing kit; would you trade it for your dreidl?’). 
The tinselly wrappings also make excellent dinnertime finery and projectile missiles. I draw the line, 
however, at wearing the tissue-paper crown. Sorry, mum.” 

02 03

01

01 Lib Alcock. Photo by C. Alcock.
02 Jennifer S. Getsinger. Photo courtesy J.S. Getsinger.
03 Cheryl Hannah. Photo by John Hannah.
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Books at Christmas were always a welcome present for Hugh Macdonald (“A very fine cat indeed,” pages 
19–22). “I remember receiving a child’s version of King Arthur and His Knights in 1953 or ’54,” says 
Hugh. “It amused me for a while until I found a book on my mother’s shelves about canal development in 
Sung (or Song) Dynasty, in China. It was much more interesting than the fairy tale. I give my mother’s 
textbook full credit for sparking an undying fascination in me with how the past informs the present.”

“As a kid, then teenager,” 
says Tina Robinson (“My 
mother hates presents,” page 
11) “my favourite Christmas 
tradition was to go with my 
dad to see a matinee. It doesn’t 
sound very traditional, but 
going to see a movie always 
filled that lag on Christmas 
day between morning gift-
opening excitement and turkey 
dinner. It also got us out from 
underfoot as my mum cooked 
up the evening feast. And what 
better time could there be to 
see such cinematic wonders as 
Maid in Manhattan and IQ?”

Eva van Emden (“The gift of 
running,” page 12) says, “My 
favourite Christmas tradition 
has to be our live, reusable 
Christmas tree. When I was 
small, my father dug the same 
tree out of the backyard every 
year, but after a few years of 
being replanted into frozen 
soil in the Ontario January, 
it became a pretty sorry-
looking little tree. Now my 
parents have a much happier 
tree that stays in its own 
pot year-round—in fact, the 
challenge has been to keep it 
from getting too big to move 
inside.”  Ω

05

04

06

04 Eva van Emden.
Photo by Maarten van Emden.
05 Hugh Macdonald.
Photo courtesy Hugh Macdonald.
06 Tina Robinson. 
Photo by Scott Robinson.
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“Maybe Christmas,” he thought, “doesn’t come from a store. 
“Maybe Christmas … perhaps … means a little bit more!”†

                                                                               —The Grinch

QUOTES & CURIOSITIESWCE

Source: How the Grinch Stole Christmas! Dr. Seuss, 1957

CRAFTING
DIY found-object bracelet project
Site: www.michaels.com

Know your way around a lobster 
clasp, a jump ring, and a set of 
pliers? Looking for ideas for 
your next project? Check out this 
vintage chic—well, faux vintage 
chic, to be precise—DIY found-
object bracelet project that we 
discovered while doing the rounds 
of the crafting sites: the “Industrial 
Chic™ Train Bracelet.” 

We found it on the Michaels site in the projects section: category = 
beads; subcategory = bracelets. (The last time we were on the site, the 
written instructions and video were posted. However, the video wasn’t 
working.) One WCE staffer fell so in love with the idea of making the 
bracelet that she even braved the crafting crowds and went to her local 
store. She plans to make the bracelet, incorporating some of her own 
vintage charms. 

Level: intermediate 

Instructions: brief; written with the assumption that users 
understand basic jewellery-making techniques and terminology

Time committment: if you’re not a jewellery-making diehard, 
give yourself a weekend with time set aside to take restorative 
walks, make instructional forays to your local craft and hardware 
stores, and to solicit help from your more craft-minded friends

Instructions: www.michaels.com/Industrial-Chic%E2%84%A2
-Train-Bracelet/e09196,default,pd.html?start=8&cgid=projects
-beads-collections-industrialchic

    †

One of these days, a certain
WCE staffer is going to turn 

these faux vintage charms into 
an actual bracelet—she hopes.
Charms by Industrial Chic™. 

Blue stone heart, silver
curlicues, leather cording: 

private collection.
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Kitchen Scraps: a Humorous Illustrated Cookbook, Pierre A. Lamielle, 2009
Laughter. Lunch. Lunacy.

The Chicago Manual of Style, 16th ed., 2010
Encyclopedic. Esoteric. Essential.

Daddy-Long-Legs, Jean Webster, 1912 
Longing. Letters. Learning.

Remarkable Creatures, 
Tracy Chevalier, 2010
Fossils. Friendship. Fortitude. 

Not Quite Dead, 
John MacLachlan Gray, 2007
Fantasies. Fables. Fabrications. 
Fraud.

Wolf Hall, Hilary Mantel, 2009
Reformation. Rogues. Royals. 
Retribution.

Ratking, Michael Dibdin, 1988
Italy. Influence. Intrigue.

WCE
STAFF
PICKS

The Bookshelf
 A man is known by the company his mind keeps.†

    † Source: Thomas B. Aldrich, 
Leaves from a Notebook, 1903, 
The International Thesaurus of 
Quotations, 2nd ed., compiled 
by Eugene Ehrlich and Marshall 
DeBruhl, 1996
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   1       O            Ed -     i -     tor,       O                Ed -    i -    tor,     How          cra -  zy      are      your            Ho -    urs.

    

       O                 Ed -    i -     tor,      O               Ed -     i -     tor,    How           cra -  zy     are      your             Ho -    urs.

    Your            Brow is Furrowed; Your         Back is     Sore;   You             Labour     Long—Always  want to Learn More.
  

       O                Ed -  i  -     tor,        O              Ed -    i -    tor,     How            cra -  zy      are      your              Ho -   urs.

WCE
CHRISTMAS

CAROL
O Editor!

 The WCE version of “O Tannenbaum”
(sing to the traditional tune for full impact)

O Edi-tor, O Edi-tor,
How crazy are your Hours.

O Edi-tor, O Edi-tor,
How crazy are your Hours.

Your Brow is Furrowed; Your Back is Sore;
You Labour Long—Always want to Learn More.

O Edi-tor, O Edi-tor,
How crazy are your Hours.

O Edi-tor, O Edi-tor,
How you do need your Coffee.

O Edi-tor, O Edi-tor,
How you do need your Coffee.

To make it through long Midnight Hours,
You must draw on all its Hidden Powers.

O Edi-tor, O Edi-tor,
How you do need your Coffee.

1

2

O Edi-tor, O Edi-tor,
How Thankless are your Toils.

O Edi-tor, O Edi-tor,
How Thankless are your Toils.

You Toil to produce great Works of Art,
Only to have them hit the Remainders Cart.

O Edi-tor, O Edi-tor,
How Thankless are your Toils.

O Edi-tor, O Edi-tor,
How Great and Good your Efforts.

O Edi-tor, O Edi-tor,
How Great and Good your Efforts.

The Written Word is under Attack,
Only your Mighty Red Pen can bring it back.

O Edi-tor, O Edi-tor,
How Great and Good your Efforts.

3

4

LYRICS BY CHERYL HANNAH & D. HANNAH
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THE WCE FUNNIESWCE
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[ WHY WE GIVE ]

THE PLEASURE 
OF GIFT GIVING

—BY CAREY DITMARS

The pleasure of Christmas gift giving comes 
partly from its repetitive aspect. We acknowledge 
something outside of time when we give to the 
same person we have given to for many years. 

Pleasure also lies in the tasks of seeking, 
selecting, wrapping, and delivering the gift. 
(It helps, of course, if you’ve not left it to 
three days before Christmas, and it’s raining.) 
We experience a delicious anticipation of the 
recipient’s reaction as we wrap in secret. Making 
a gift, such as candy or baked goods, a song 
or poem, or something sewn, compounds the 
pleasure.

Of course, giving a gift that is unexpected, and 
not marking an occasion or special day, takes the 
pressure off. It gets there when it gets there! 

The response to a gift is an aspect beyond our 
control. A simple “thank you!” will satisfy us, but 
depending on the situation, we may hear other 
expressions in response to an unexpected gift: 
for example, the all-purpose “I’m embarrassed,” 
or at yuletide, “This is unexpected … I don’t 
have anything prepared for you!” At the end of 
a university course I once took, our class gave a 
book to the professor with all our names written 
on the flyleaf. She burst into tears and cried, 
“You shouldn’t have! You shouldn’t have!”

It is more blessed to give than to receive, but my 
favourite boyhood Christmas memory is still of 
my father each Christmas delightedly opening 
a gift he had bought for himself (a new power 
drill is one I can recall) labelled “to Daddy from 
Santa.” He got it both ways!  Ω

Carey Ditmars. 
Photo courtesy of 
Carey Ditmars.
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I can think of only two semi-successful presents 
from me to my mother. The first: an engraved 
picture frame with photos of me and my brother 
that I gave her when I was 13. It still sits on 
my parents’ dresser. The second: a purse from 
Mountain Equipment Co-op that I gave her more 
than a decade ago. She continues to use it to this 
day. But neither gift elicited the surprise and 
delight I so desired. 

But two years ago, I finally got the reaction. 
Building on the spirit of the bus-pass present, on 
Christmas Eve I bought and wrapped a still-warm 
Chinese-style BBQ duck. Keeping it carefully 
upright so that the juices wouldn’t spill, I placed 
it in my mother’s hands. I watched the play 
of emotions on her face this time—confusion 
and surprise, followed by laughter and delight. 
Chinese-style BBQ duck is one of her favourite 
foods. It wasn’t a waste since we both knew 
she would eat it; it didn’t cost much; and it was 
unexpected and funny. 

That was my greatest gift-giving success with my 
mother. I will make no further attempts.  Ω

I have watched many people try to give presents 
to my mother. I have watched many times 
the play of emotions on her face as she feigns 
excitement, then pleasure. As her daughter 
and one of her confidantes, I get to hear her 
honest judgments of those presents. I know 
what she really thinks of those flowers (waste 
of money), that box of chocolates (useless), that 
hand-cranked washing machine for camping 
(speechless).

If I attempt to give her a gift, she looks 
disappointed—in me—before she even opens it. 
Most of the family gave up long ago, out of fear, 
on giving her anything. She claims that there is 
nothing she wants or needs enough that would 
make it acceptable for someone to spend money 
on her. 

Or so she says.

Until two years ago, I had only once seen my 
mother genuinely excited about a present: 
someone gave her a January bus-pass for 
Christmas. It was thoughtful, useful, cost-
effective, and surprising. And it was something 
my mother was going to buy anyway. I, the errant 
daughter, had no gift to give. No accolades were 
bestowed upon me.

[ WHY WE GIVE ]

MY MOTHER 
HATES PRESENTS

—BY TINA ROBINSON
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“Your dad is hard to buy for,” said a friend 
of the family, “because he has few perceived 
needs, and when he does have a need, he fills 
it immediately.” All true. And what’s more, 
he was born on New Year’s Eve, which, I’ve 
learned after years of being ambushed by this 
inconvenient birthday, means that I have to 
shop for both occasions at once. What, then, is a 
daughter to do?

When faced with a hard-to-buy-for person, I hit 
him in the hobbies. And although my father isn’t 
a stamp collector or a golfer, he does run. “So,” 
I said, peeking into the shoe storage under the 
stairs during a recent trip home, “are you doing 
much running these days?” My dad admitted 
that he was finding the pavement pretty hard on 
his legs these days. “How old are your shoes?” 
I asked. Aiyaa! Several years old, when they’re 
supposed to be replaced after 300–500 kilometres 
of running or 6 months of use, whichever comes 
first. I spotted the shoes. They had an odd colour 
scheme: black and blue. Unusual, unless … “Are 

[ GIFT IDEA ]

these trail runners?” Trail runners are designed to 
provide support on uneven ground and protection 
from sharp rocks, not for optimal cushioning of 
68-year-old legs on concrete. My dad admitted 
that they might be. “But all the other ones were 
so ugly.”

Did I mention that my father, although not a bad 
runner in his day—in his early 40s he ran his 
age (time in minutes = age) in a 10 km race, an 
example that I could never hope to emulate—
tends to ignore established running wisdom? 
Well, not me. With the fervour of the new runner 
who has not only attended lectures on injury 
prevention for runners, but has also read the Lore 
of Running (by Dr. Tim Noakes) cover-to-cover, 
my mission this Christmas-birthday will be to 
get my dad’s feet into brand-new designed-for-
pavement shoes. Even if they’re hideous. Ω

Where to buy: Eva’s pick: www.forerunners.ca; 
located at 3502 West 4th Avenue in Vancouver 
and at 980 Marine Drive in North Vancouver

THE 
GIFT 
OF
RUNNING
—BY EVA VAN EMDEN

01 Good.
02 Bad.
03 Appalling.

Photo 01 by Eva 
van Emden. 
Photos 02 and 03 by 
Maarten van Emden. 

0201

03
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them. All she need do, I told her, was select the 
images that she wanted in the photobook—maybe 
even take photos of some of the rare documents 
and memorabilia collected during his years of 
research—and then decide if she wanted to 
design it herself or have someone else do it for 
her. She went with the latter option and decided 
to use Black’s, since it offers a design service, 
and she wasn’t comfortable using the companies’ 
DIY design software. 

I can’t wait to see the finished result. Actually, 
I have little say in the matter—I’ve been invited 
back for tea. Ω

Where to buy: Black’s PhotoBooks; Black’s 
offers DIY desktop and online software as well 
as photobook-design service; cover options: 
hard cover only; page count: 26–154; printed on 
“archive-quality” paper; book dimensions: up to 
12"x12"; www.blacks.ca/blacks/photobooks
Overview.jsp

London Drugs Coffee Table Books; London 
Drugs offers DIY desktop software only; cover 
options: hardcover (20–100 pages), softcover 
(8–20 pages), spiral bound “Proof Books” (8–48 
pages); printed on “archival bond” paper; book 
dimensions: hardcover (up to 12"x12"), softcover 
(up to 8.5"x11"), spiral bound “Proof Books” (up to 
10"x15"); www.londondrugs.com/photolab/catalog
.aspx?category=photobook

A GIFT FOR 
AN AUTHOR
—BY CHERYL HANNAH

I received a call last month from the wife of a 
favourite author, asking for help with a Christmas 
gift. After 40 years of marriage, she said, she had 
run out of gift ideas, but now that I was working 
with him on his manuscript, maybe I had some. 

“Hmmm,” I responded, “I’m not sure if I’m the 
best person …” 

“You’re the perfect person,” she continued, 
“since I was thinking something author-y and 
germane to his current project might be just the 
thing. Maybe something to do with the masses 
of photos and documents he has no room for in 
his book? They’re piled all over the floor and 
littering up his computer. But he refuses to throw 
them away. Why don’t you pop by the house? 
We’ll ransack his office, have tea, and come up 
with something grand.”

One week later, I found myself sitting in her 
living room. 

Several cups of tea and a discreet ransacking 
later, we had decided on the perfect gift: a 
perfect-bound, hardcover photobook, that new 
take on an old idea—the good old-fashioned 
photo album. She loved the idea, even more so 
when I mentioned that I knew of at least two 
Canadian companies—Black’s and London 
Drugs—that are in the business of producing 

[ GIFT IDEA ]
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HOW TO GROW YOUR 
OWN SUSTAINED YIELD 
CHRISTMAS TREE FARM 

ON A VANCOUVER 
CITY LOT

BY JENNIFER S. GETSINGER

Yet another holiday season rolls around, and the same old question 
looms: what to give those “green” folks who don’t believe in 

spending money (theirs or yours)? Here’s an idea: what comes 
in a small package, doesn’t require much work or any attic 

storage space, comes with its own built-in carbon offset points, is 
completely local, biodegradable and recyclable, is naturally local 

in origin, and saves money in the long run?

ALL PHOTOS BY JENNIFER S. GETSINGER

AUNT BROCCOLI’S GREEN TIPS 
FOR THE ECO-CROWD



14   WEST COAST EDITOR WINTER 2011    WINTER 2011 WEST COAST EDITOR     15  

Voila! Behold the infant in the crèche: the Douglas fir seedling. It’s 
your best choice—free, local, easy, and fast-growing. All you have 
to do is plant one tiny Douglas fir seedling, and your sustained yield 
Christmas tree farm is on its way.

The Douglas fir (Pseudotsuga menziesii) is the most common 
Christmas tree in North America, which comes from right here on 
the wet coast. Before Vancouver became the biggest clear-cut in the 
world, it was an impressive rainforest full of Douglas fir trees that 
were logged for building cheap floors and walls in now-overpriced 
heritage character-cottages.

There’s no reason to buy a half-dead tree that was cut down on 
Halloween in Washington State by Ikea (except for that $20 
coupon), when you can easily 
grow one in your own front yard. 
Or backyard, boulevard, local 
vacant lot, or community garden. 

The last time I bought a 
Christmas tree from Ikea it was 
so dry that I had to toss it out 
three days before Christmas and 
replace it with a potted hybrid 
cypress. (But no worries. That 
little “indoor/outdoor” hybrid 
cypress became part of my urban 
mini-forest.)

Some justifications (such as 
allergies and convenience) can 
be made for buying a plastic 
green or silvery-white artificial 
chemical product made in Asia 
by child labour (who knows how 
much lead, cadmium, PVCs, 
carcinogenic whatever is still in 
them?), but there’s nothing like 
that wonderful fir fragrance in 
one’s home at holiday time.

[ GIFT IDEA ]

01 These Douglas fir seedlings, year 1, should be Christmas-tree 
     worthy by 2016 or 2017. 
02 This “teenage” Douglas fir tree is about 30–60 years old.
03 This previously potted, now planted, hybrid cypress is about 
     five years old. All photos by Jennifer S. Getsinger.

01

02 03
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Where can you get Douglas fir seedlings for your home silviculture 
experiment? If you’re a professional tree-planter or you live in a 
forest, no problem. If you live near a nursery and can afford the 
inflated prices, great. But if you live in the city, you can get them 
for almost free, and it’s easy, too: my favourite source of Douglas fir 
seedlings is a certain north shore 
“university” that’s surrounded by 
second-growth stands of tall fir. 
The mulched areas around the 
parking lots host the spiky green 
shoots that show up during fall 
term. They are considered weeds 
by the groundskeepers—you are 
welcome to them. They fit neatly 
into used paper coffee cups 
(found strewn about the same 
parking lots), so can be carried 
home incognito on transit. Other 
sources for Douglas fir seedlings 
are vacant lots and alleyways, 
park perimeters, and sometimes 
even yard sales.

Just pot the seedlings and leave 
them outside in the rain for a year or two until they’re large enough 
to plant in your designated grove (which can be disguised as a 
shrubbery). To maintain a sustained yield Christmas tree farm, just 
start some new seedlings every year, or find an available sapling of 
the right height to insert into your sequence.

This brings up an important caveat: do not under any circumstances 
allow your Douglas fir trees to grow for more than 10 years or you 
will be sorry (unless, of course, you live in a replanted cut-block 
on a tree-farm lease)! City bylaws prohibit cutting down trees with 
diameters greater than about 20 cm (8 inches) even on private 
property. Not only that, huge Douglas fir trees, such as the one 
pictured on page 15 in photo 02, shed massive amounts of cones 
(another free source of seeds and hence seedlings) and pose a threat 
in windstorms (falling branches, if not entire trees). So don’t feel 
sad about harvesting your crop when it’s ready to do its decorative 
duty.

[ GIFT IDEA ]
01 This shrubbery is hiding potential 
Christmas trees for years 2011–
2017 (marked with white labels). 
02 A future giant (if not cut for 
Christmas 2015 or so) western red 
cedar hides in bamboo along with a 
big leaf maple, Acer macrophyllum.

01

02



16   WEST COAST EDITOR WINTER 2011    WINTER 2011 WEST COAST EDITOR     17  

The best part of raising your own Christmas tree is involving the 
whole neighbourhood in the project. Have a tree-cutting party, say 
around the second Saturday in December, and let everyone have 
a turn. It takes about seven years to grow a Christmas tree and 
only about the same number of minutes to fall it with a bowsaw 
(chainsaws are completely inappropriate in this context).

Serve hot mulled apple cider and homemade goodies, and invite 
your family, friends, and neighbours to a decorating party the 
following week. (Warning: you might also want to arm your guests 
with dusters. As your organic Christmas tree warms up in your 
living room, you might get a special treat of zillions of hatching 
baby spiders. Autumn orb spiders really like fir trees, but don’t 
worry. They’re harmless and easily defenestrated with said duster.) 

[ GIFT IDEA ]

01 The author, family, and friends 
make the eco-efficient expedition 
down her front steps to choose 
her 2010 Christmas tree, a 
Douglas fir.  02 Everyone gets 
a turn on the bowsaw.  03 Ten 
minutes later, the tree is installed 
in the house, and it’s time to 
party.  04 Mr. Boots, (also known 
as Raccoon Slasher) misses his 
Douglas fir hideout but makes 
up for it in the house. (There he 
is—curled up, sleeping under the 
same tree in photo 05.) 05 Mr. 
Boots and the author’s daughter, 
Chilko Tivy, celebrate around the 
eco-friendly Christmas tree.

01

02

03

05

04
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[ GIFT IDEA ]

Seedling starts also make great gifts. Such social equity is priceless, 
and you don’t have to drive anywhere—no added pollution 
except unlimited alcoholic drinks because you’re at home. (Note: 
unfortunately you can’t invite friends who don’t approve of tree-
hugging pagan rituals and don’t celebrate Christmas at all. Now 
that’s frugal.)

If you can’t find the right seedlings this year, start with a book on 
identifying local plants, and work up from there. At first, you might 
have to rely on store-bought trees or feel it’s important to support 
your local secondary school fund-raising tree lot. After all, there’s 
nothing like that wonderful fir fragrance wafting through the house 
at holiday time. Ω

Other eco-tree options
So what if you’re not a fan of 
the Douglas fir (Pseudotsuga 

menziesii )? You have 
options. True firs of genus 

Abies (balsam and relatives) 
are delightfully aromatic and 
will last a long while before 
losing their needles. Also 
in the eco-tree line-up are 
varietals such as western 
red cedar (Thuja plicata) 

and arborvitae, as well as a 
hybrid Chamaecyparis, which 

is advertised as “indoor/
outdoor” cedar. Warning: 

don’t cut hemlock (Tsuga) or 
spruce (Picea) for Christmas 

trees or wreath greens 
because they drop their 

needles immediately, and 
spruce needles are sharp!

01 Trees of Vancouver, (Gerald Bane Straley, 1992) 
and Plants of Coastal British Columbia (Andy MacKin-
non and Jim Pojar, 2004) can help you with tree identi-
fication. Both lean against the author’s 2014 Christmas 
tree candidate, a Douglas fir (Pseudotsuga menziesii ).  
02 This Abies fir was purchased at Granville Island 
5 years ago for $35. It will become the author’s 2011 
Christmas tree.

01 02
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A very fine cat indeed
BY HUGH MACDONALD

The story thus far: technical editor Harry Long arrives home after his annual 
Christmas shopping trip. He and his artist wife, Gretchen, have two adult children, 
twins Avia and Steven, and a cat named Smog. Avia is an ornithologist, Steven is a 

writer, and Smog is a tom of whitish-grey colour and billowy proportions. Harry loves 
cats, but is permitted, by Gretchen, to have only one. Smog approves. 

The story picks up the evening of December 11 as Harry arrives back home. He has 
fallen for the charms of a stray kitten that he found while waiting for the bus. “It’ll die 

if I leave it here,” he agonizes. “I wonder if Smog would like a roommate …”

Harry came home the way he’d left—via the kitchen door. He headed for Gretchen’s studio to 
perform the ritual “honey-I’m-home-kiss-on-the-cheek”.† Gretchen replied in kind and said, “It’s nice 
you’re happy to be home, but this is the fi rst time ever I’ve heard your chest purr.”

Harry said, “Well,” and paused.

“I thought we agreed to only one cat at a time.”

“Well, I didn’t mean to.”

“But you saw a box of free kittens and couldn’t resist? I hope it’s only one.”

Harry did a mental somersault. Gretchen had accepted the wee beastie before even seeing it. He 
reached into the breast pocket of his jacket and extracted the tiny bundle of black fur. He held out his 
hand with the kitten sitting on it, blinking in the sudden light. 

[ A HARRY-TALE ]

Small gestures, such as the hello and goodbye kiss between long-married couples may be routine, but if one partner 
forgets this little gesture, the other takes very keen note of the lapse.

    †
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“Actually, I was at the bus stop, and it climbed up my leg and tried to suckle my earlobe. It’s 
probably hungry.”

Gretchen asked, “How’s Smog going to deal with this?”

On cue, Smog ambled into the studio, sat down, and looked up at Harry’s hand. Cautiously, Harry 
knelt down and extended the kitten toward Smog, tensing himself to pull back if the reaction was hostile. 
Smog stretched his neck forward to sniff. The kitten fluffed up its fur and hissed. Smog looked puzzled, 
but calmly turned and ambled off in the direction of the kitchen. The kitten sat for a moment on Harry’s 
palm and then hopped to the floor and followed Smog. Harry and Gretchen quickly followed them both. 

Once in the kitchen, Smog stopped at his food dish where the remains of the morning’s offering had 
dried up into a crust of crumbs. The kitten attacked the residue, managing to ingest about half of it before 
turning its back on the dish and trying to scratch a hole in the middle of the floor. Smog picked up the 
kitten in his mouth, trotted off to the utility room, and deposited junior in the litter box.

“Well,” said Gretchen, as the kitten fi nished its business and clambered out of the box, “That’s 
solved the house-training issue. Smog’s not a bad mother, for a boy.”

The kitten spent the next two weeks familiarizing itself with the house and garden. No need to worry 
about the kitten getting lost because Smog would follow it around and, when necessary, pick it up and 
bring it back to the house.† The process involved the occasional loud crash from an unoccupied area of 
the house, which would result in a human rushing to the source of the sound. Inevitably, after cleaning up 
the mess, the human would discover the kitten sleeping strenuously†† in another part of the house—far 
away from the scene of the crime.

But the kitten had yet to be named. Harry and Gretchen’s son, Steven, had suggested Widdle or Puke 
after two of Gerald Durrell’s childhood dogs.††† Their daughter, Avia, voted for Smudge on the grounds 
that the kitten looked like a smudge, and it went well with Smog. (She then began the indoctrination 
process concerning the inviolability of birds.) And Gretchen had already opted for Furrypest—not 
surprising, since she spent more time than anyone else keeping the kitten from leaving paw prints on her 
artwork. Harry couldn’t think of a good name, but decided that if it came to a vote he’d support Gretchen. 
And so the kitten remained energetic, pesky, naughty, and nameless.

Christmas morning soon arrived. After breakfast, everyone settled in the living room, and Avia took 
on her traditional role of distributing the gifts from under the tree. Steven was pleased with his three 

[ A HARRY-TALE ]

While it is true that cats cannot be herded, they can herd humans, especially in the direction of an empty food dish.
So far as I know, this oxymoron applies only to cats who are guilty. Cats who are temporarily not guilty sleep 
peacefully.
Gerald Durrell was a writer, a conservationist, and an avid collector of animals for his personal zoo. 

          †
        ††
   
      †††
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volumes of the History of the Book in Canada. Avia cried and hugged Harry when she unwrapped The 
Burgess Bird Book for Children and gave Gretchen a delighted hug and kiss when she discovered that her 
mum had given her a replica of Sir Hiram Maxim’s Artifi cial and Natural Flight, fi rst published in 1908.†

Since Gretchen and Harry had essentially given themselves their Christmas present earlier on—a 
European art gallery tour—their loot was confi ned to a box of dark ginger chocolate (Gretchen to Harry) 
and a box of truffle chocolate (Harry to Gretchen).

Steven received a book of Salvador Dali prints from Avia, and a winter coat from Harry and 
Gretchen. Joy, his signifi cant other, was visiting her parents on the other side of the world, but she had 
entrusted Gretchen with a copy of Filippo Tommaso Marinetti’s Selected Poems and Related Prose. 
Steven tore off the wrapping, gazed at the cover, smiled beatifi cally, and clutched it to his chest.

Avia took the third to last gift from under the tree—Steven’s gift to her. It was obviously a framed 
picture. She peeled off the wrapping and found herself staring at a print of the Loates’ Long Billed 
Curlew. Before she could speak, Steven said, “Don’t worry. I can afford it. I can’t pretend to understand 
what you see in birds, but then nobody here understands what I see in the surreal. It doesn’t mean I don’t 
love you all.”

Harry broke the silence. “I hope you know it’s the same with us.”

“Yeah, I sort of fi gured that out awhile back. By the way, Avia and I have something for you two. 
Give us a moment.” Avia and he got up and went outside to get a large wrapped box from his car. Once 
the wrapping had been removed, Harry and Gretchen discovered a state-of-the-art luggage set. 

Avia said, “Those old cases and bags you have are disgraceful. We couldn’t let you go to Europe 
like that. Think of what it would do to the country’s image!”

Harry and Gretchen just laughed and said, “Thank you.” Gretchen added, “You’re awfully sweet. 
But I do think we’re not old enough for you to become parental just yet.” 

Suddenly, Harry heard scratching at the kitchen door and went to open it. Smog ambled in†† and 
headed for his food—without the kitten. “Hey! Has anyone seen the kitten lately?” Harry called. His 
voice was loud enough to bring everyone into the kitchen.

[ A HARRY-TALE ]

One of the items on Avia’s very long to-do list was “Build a glider and learn to fly it.”
The alert reader will have noticed that this is the third time Smog’s locomotion is referred to as “ambling” and may 
be wondering if Smog ever mobilizes his mass in any other way. To the knowledge of the family, just twice. The 
fi rst time was when a large, uninvited dog entered the garden via an undetected hole in the fence. Smog’s attack 
was ferocious and frighteningly quick. The dog fled, and Harry boarded up the hole to spare the poor thing further 
embarrassment. The second was when he trotted to the litter box with the newly arrived kitten in his mouth.

         †
       ††
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“He must be lost,” said Gretchen, and she rushed out the kitchen door into the garden and started 
calling, “Kitty kitty kitty.” Harry followed Gretchen, and Steven followed Harry. 

Avia followed no one. She waited and then started a calm, methodical search from room to room. 
It didn’t take her long to fi nd the kitten sleeping peacefully on a book in Harry’s offi ce. She went to 
the kitchen door and watched the people she loved marching around the garden, peering under bushes, 
calling frantically for the kitten. She put two fi ngers in her mouth and blew an exceedingly piercing 
whistle; everyone stopped.†

“Come inside!” she called, “He’s asleep in Dad’s offi ce!”

Everyone came back in and went to see the miscreant who woke up briefly, yawned, looked at all the 
large creatures looking at him, lay down, curled up, and went back to sleep.

Harry whispered, “His name is Hodge.”

“Why?” asked Gretchen.

“Look at what he’s sleeping on,” Harry replied.

“Oh, of course!” Steven said.

It took Gretchen and Avia a few moments longer before they realized that the kitten was curled up 
on Penguin Books’ edited reprint of Samuel Johnson’s A Dictionary of the English Language. The kitten 
had found his name. Ω

Bibliography: Artifi cial and Natural Flight, Hiram S. Maxim, 1908; The Burgess Bird Book for 
Children, Thornton W. Burgess, 1919; A Dictionary of the English Language, Samuel Johnson, 1755 
(Penguin Book’s edited reprint, 2006); History of the Book in Canada, Volume One: Beginnings to 
1840, Patricia Lockhart Fleming, Gilles Gallichan, and Yvan Lamonde, eds., 2004; History of the Book in 
Canada, Volume Two: 1840–1918, Yvan Lamonde, Patricia Lockhart Fleming, and Fiona A. Black, eds., 
2005; History of the Book in Canada, Volume Three: 1918–1980, Carole Gerson and Jacques Michon, 
eds., 2007; Selected Poems and Related Prose, Filippo Tommaso Marinetti, 2002

[ A HARRY-TALE ]

Avia had taught herself the two-fi nger whistle when she was seven. Gretchen had long since given up admonishing 
her for being unladylike. Harry was delighted that his daughter could emit a blast most men would pay a great deal to 
be able to do. Steven was still trying not to be jealous—it was hard work.

    †
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What’s that 
you’re reading?

You there. In the library. 
We want to know:

EAC-BCers are avid 
readers. We want to know 
what you’re reading so we 
can read it too.

Sign up now to become a 
guest columnist for West 
Coast Editor’s recurring 
column  e Bshelf.  
Have your three favourite 
books (or magazines, or 
mangas, or catalogues, or 
whatever most strikes your 
reading fancy) featured in 
a future issue. 

To reserve space, email 
channah@editors.ca.
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Urban Girl 
and  the 

hostess gift
Urban Girl is in a rush. She’s 

heading out the door to a yuletide 
party when she realizes that she’s 

forgotten to buy a hostess gift. 
What to do? She grabs a handful of 
semi-precious stones, and beads, 
and stringing materials that she 

found at her local beading shop and 
rushes down the hall to look for a 

pretty jar and bow. Perfect.

Sources: page 28

Photo by Cheryl Hannah
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Sources: page 28
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Urban Bookworm 
and the hostess gif t

Urban Bookworm has reluctantly agreed to leave the comforts of 
his den to attend a yuletide party. His hostess gift? That Urban 

Bookworm classic: cognac—which he read in The Globe and Mail 
Report on Business is once again in fashion—and a book. Now, 

if only he can bring himself to actually part with the book.
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Urban Girl 
gets 

ready

Sources: page 28

Photo by Cheryl Hannah

Urban Girl took part in the Great British Columbia ShakeOut and is now on a 
mission to convince family and friends to stock up their emergency stores. To 
help those still dragging their heels, she’s giving them pre-packaged food kits 
and general supply kits from St. John Ambulance. Nicely wrapped, of course.
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Urban Girl is exhausted. She’s had it with the Christmas 
rush and dreams of lying in front of the fi re, cocooned in 

blankets, reading her way through a stack of books. To 
convince friends to do the same, she’s giving each one a 
cozy blanket and signed pledge not to go near Facebook, 
Twitter, or email for the rest of the holidays. Pinkie swear.

Urban Girl
gets comfortable

Sources: page 28
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The items photographed in these pages are the 
personal property of WCE staffers: WCE does not 
endorse these items and does not endorse these 
retailers. Sourcing is provided only as a courtesy.

PAGE 24: URBAN GIRL (HOSTESS GIFT)
Beads and stones: http://moodybeads.ca
Cushion: www.loftylivinghome.com
Evening skirt: vintage 
Evening slippers: www.peterfox.com

PAGE 25: URBAN BOOKWORM (HOSTESS GIFT) 
St. Remy Authentic Brandy VSOP: 
www.bcliquorstores.com (VSOP is an acronym for 
“very superior old pale”; high-quality brandy is also 
called cognac)
Defiant Sisters, Varpu Lindström, 3rd ed., 2003
John A.: The Man Who Made Us, Volume One: 
1815–1867, Richard Gwyn, 2007
The McLoughlin Correspondents, Betty 
Donaldson, 2006 
Machiavelli, Miles J. Unger, 2011
Nation Maker: Sir John A. Macdonald: His Life, 
Our Times, Volume Two: 1867–1891, Richard 
Gwyn, 2011
Venice, Peter Ackroyd, 2010 

What Urban Bookworm read about cognac 
once again being in fashion: “These days, 
cognac is sporting a decidedly more chuggable 
public image. Where it was once a vehicle for 
Bond, James Bond, to flaunt his refinement and 
education … now, Busta Rhymes just wants us to 
‘Pass the Courvoisier.’”

Source: “XO, XO”, Christine Sismondo, The Globe 
and Mail Report on Business, November 2011 

PAGE 26: URBAN GIRL GETS READY 
Can opener: www.canadiantire.ca
Coleman stove: www.canadiantire.ca
Flashlight: www.armyandnavy.ca 
Hand-crank radio: www.canadiantire.ca

LED lantern: www.canadiantire.ca
Propane: www.canadiantire.ca
St. John Ambulance Emergency Ready Kit: 
www.pharmasave.ca; www.londondrugs.ca; St. 
John Ambulance BC Offices. (The kit contains 
the basic supplies that a person might need for 
the first 72 hours following a major emergency: 
backpack; batteries; biohazard waste bags; 
2 oz. bleach container; first-aid kit; gloves; 
hand-crank flashlight/radio; lightstick; pocket 
tissues; 2 gal. water bag.)
St. John Ambulance Ready Meals Plus Kit: 
www.pharmasave.ca; www.londondrugs.ca; St. 
John Ambulance BC Offices. (The kit contains 
enough food and water to sustain a person for 72 
hours. Also included in the kit is a thermal blanket, 
rain poncho, whistle, and mask.) 
Utensils: www.canadiantire.ca
Waterproof matches: www.canadiantire.ca

Urban Girl also stocks her emergency kit with: 
batteries; candles; cash; cat food; cat kennel; 
cat litter; cigarette lighter; change of clothing and 
footwear; cooking pot; garbage bags; germicidal 
tablets; plastic plates and bowls; selection of basic 
tools (including hammer, pliers, wrench, several 
sizes and types of screwdrivers, twist ties, and 
work gloves); sleeping bag and liner; toilet paper 
and personal-care supplies; utility knife; water for 
cooking and cleaning; whistle.

For more information about preparing for 
a natural disaster: www.shakeoutbc.ca; 
www.sja.ca/Canada/CommunityServices
/Programs/Pages/EmergencyPreparedness
Program.aspx

PAGE 27: URBAN GIRL GETS COMFORTABLE
Acrylic-nylon brushed blanket: 
www.chapters.indigo.ca
Bouclé blanket: vintage
Cotton cable-knit blankets: www.fabricland.com

SOURCES: PAGES 24–27 
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                               [ GIFT IDEA ]

Welcome to times of yore when Vikings 
roamed the earth. This is the story of Hiccup 

Horrendous Haddock III, son of a Viking chief. 

Our story begins with Hiccup and 9 other 13-year-old boys of the 
Hairy Holligan tribe standing on a desolate, windswept little beach. 
The boys have just begun initiation proceedings. Initiation is a 
critical time in the life of every Viking boy: pass and be accepted 
for full membership into the tribe; fail and be exiled forever. It’s a 
fraught time. Tensions are running high. Tempers are frayed.

Alas, things are not looking good for Hiccup. 

To start with, Hiccup has no discernable heroic qualities. Vikings 
are vast. Vikings are hairy. Vikings are heroic. But not Hiccup. 
Son of the chief he may be, but a less likely looking candidate for 
chief-in-waiting would be diffi cult to fi nd. He is “on the small side 
and [has] the kind of face that [is] almost entirely unmemorable.”†

And then there’s his hunting dragon, Toothless. A Viking’s status 
is reflected in the ferocity, cunning, and size of his dragon. So what 
kind of dragon does Hiccup capture during the baby-hunting-dragon 
initiation raids? A Toothless Daydream, no bigger than a West 
Highland terrier, with a tendency to pout. 

Finally, there’s Snotlout, Hiccup’s archrival. Snotlout is “good 
at everything and a natural leader,”†† and his hunting dragon is a 
magnifi cently ferocious Monstrous Nightmare named Fireworm, 
“with a six-foot wing-span and the extra-extendable claws.”††† 

And Snotlout is determined that he, not Hiccup, will one day 
be chief. 

Then one day, a deadly Sea Dragon arrives in the harbour ... Ω

First in a series:
This is the fi rst in a series 

of dragon-themed books by 
Cressida Cowell. 

Further titles: How to be a Pirate, 
2004; How to Speak Dragonese, 
2005; How to Cheat a Dragon’s 

Curse, 2006; How to Twist a 
Dragon’s Tale, 2007; A Hero’s 

Guide to Deadly Dragons, 2008; 
How to Ride a Dragon’s Storm, 
2008; How to Break a Dragon’s 

Heart, 2009; How to Steal a 
Dragon’s Sword, 2011

How to Train your Dragon, 
Cressida Cowell, 2003. 

Book review by Cheryl Hannah.

WCE
KIDS’ LIT

PICKS

How to Train your Dragon, Cressida Cowell, 2003
How to Train your Dragon, Cressida Cowell, 2003
How to Train your Dragon, Cressida Cowell, 2003

        †
      ††
    †††
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UPCOMING EVENTS
EAC-BC NEW MEMBERS 
WELCOME SESSION 
November 16, 2011

Host: Carey Ditmars, EAC-BC 
member services chair

New to EAC-BC? Then plan to 
attend the November 16 New 
Members Welcome session. 

It’s a great opportunity to learn 
about the association and all it has 
to offer. Interested? RSVP to Carey 
Ditmars at bcmemberservices
@editors.ca.

Time: 7:00–7:30 pm

Cost: free

Place: YWCA
535 Hornby Street 
Welch Room, 4th floor
Vancouver

The YWCA is located on the west 
side of Hornby Street, between 
Dunsmuir and Pender, one block 
northeast of the Burrard SkyTrain 
Station. Parking is available across 
the street for $8.00 after 6:00 pm. 
Street parking is also available.

Information: www.editors.ca/node
/904

EAC-BC SPEAKER SESSION: 
DOING BUSINESS WITH THE 
GOVERNMENT
November 16, 2011

Guest speaker: Walker Pautz

Did you know there’s a market for 
selling writing and editing services 
to the federal government?  Would 
you like to find out more?

Walker Pautz, from the Office of 
Small and Medium Enterprises 
with Public Works and Government 
Services Canada (PWGSC), will 
describe how you can register to sell 
your services to the government, 
how you can navigate government 
websites to conduct market 
research, how you can find key 
marketing contacts, and how you 
can bid on opportunities. 

Time: 7:30–9:00 pm

Cost: free for members; $10 for 
non-members; $5 for students with 
valid ID

Place: YWCA 
535 Hornby Street 
Welch Room, 4th floor
Vancouver

The YWCA is located on the west 
side of Hornby Street, between 

etcetera

Dunsmuir and Pender, one block 
northeast of the Burrard SkyTrain 
Station. Parking is available across 
the street for $8.00 after 6:00 pm. 
Street parking is also available.

Information: www.editors.ca/node
/904

EAC-BC CHRISTMAS PARTY
December 10, 2011

EAC-BC’s Christmas party makes a 
triumphant—yet low-key—return! 
Join your fellow editors for an 
informal evening of word games 
(don’t forget to bring your favourite 
ones), gossip, and shoptalk. Guests 
are welcome. 

We’ll be holding a Secret Santa gift 
exchange. If you wish to participate, 
please bring a wrapped gift (value: 
<$15). 

Contact Eve Rickert at 
everickert@pobox.com if you have 
ideas for more activities.

Time: 6:00 pm–12:00 am

Cost: individual tabs (drinks start 
at <$5; nothing on menu >$12)

Where: The Railway Club
579 Dunsmuir Street
Vancouver

The Railway Club is located on 
the north side of Dunsmuir Street, 
between Seymour and Richards, 
one block southwest of the 
Granville SkyTrain Station, 
above the 7-Eleven.

RSVP: http://new.evite.com/#view
_invite:eid=0120AAPMT7NZ5QB5
CEPA7NXVE7QJ5Q
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EAC-BC SPEAKER SESSION: 
TWEETING YOUR WAY TO 
JOB LEADS
January 18, 2012

Speaker: Pamela Findling

At EAC-BC’s September meeting, 
we were inspired by some of our 
more experienced members— 
including freelance editor Pamela 
Findling—as they showed off some 
of their portfolio work. 

Pamela is back again to give an 
informal talk about how to increase 
the number of job leads you receive 
through social media. She will also 
share stories about how posting and 
following tweets on Twitter has 
resulted in some interesting leads 
for her.

Pamela spent two years as the 
communications coordinator at 
Science World, where she wrote 
and edited all marketing and media-
relations materials. Her efforts 
earned her the TELUS Innovator 
of the Year award in 2009. Since 
leaving Science World to become 
a freelancer, Pamela has done 
work for up! magazine, FortisBC, 
TodaysParent.ca, and OpenFile.ca. 
She has also worked as editor for 
VancouverMom.ca.

We will draw for a door prize at the 
end of the evening. The winner will 
receive free admission to one EAC-
BC seminar.

Time: 7:30–9:00 pm

Cost: free for members; $10 for 
non-members; $5 for students with 
valid ID

Place: YWCA 
535 Hornby Street 
Welch Room, 4th floor
Vancouver

YWCA is located on the west 
side of Hornby Street, between 
Dunsmuir and Pender, one block 
northeast of the Burrard SkyTrain 
Station. Parking is available across 
the street for $8.00 after 6:00 pm. 
Street parking is also available.

Information: www.editors.ca/node
/904

EAC-BC SEMINAR: EIGHT-
STEP EDITING
January 21, 2012 

Instructor: Jim Taylor

Whether you’re a novice or  
seasoned editor, a would-be writer, 
or a supervisor of others’ writing, 
this seminar will help you make 
your words work better. Using his 
step-by-step process, Jim will help 
you identify the most common 
factors that become obstacles for 
readers and then show you simple 
techniques to fix them.

If you’re an experienced editor 
and tend to make these corrections 
intuitively, this seminar will help 
ensure that you haven’t overlooked 
crucial readability factors in your 
zeal to track down spelling or 
punctuation inconsistencies. 

If you’re a novice editor, this 
seminar will give you a starting 
point that doesn’t depend on 
subjective assessments of a 
manuscript’s worth. 

If you’re a freelance writer, this 
seminar will help you improve 
your own materials before 
submission, enhancing their 
chances of acceptance.

Jim developed this seminar for 
EAC in 1985, and he has led Eight-
Step seminars in Toronto, Ottawa, 
Vancouver, Halifax, Montreal, 
Edmonton, Calgary, and Victoria. 

A graduate of UBC, Jim has more 
than 50-years experience in writing 
and editing. For 13 years, he was 
managing editor of a national 
magazine with a circulation of 
300,000. He has also been editor 
of two other magazines and seven 
newsletters. 

In 1981, he co-founded a publishing 
house, Wood Lake Books, which 
has since published more than 200 
titles. He has also written 17 books 
and more than 800 articles and has 
produced programs in both private 
and public radio.

Time: 10:00 am–4:00 pm

Cost: $105 for EAC members 
who register by December 30, 
2011 (after: $125); $165 for non-
members who register by December 
30, 2011 (after: $185)

Prices include course materials.

Place: SFU Vancouver
515 West Hastings Street
Vancouver

Registration: http://www.gifttool
.com/registrar/ShowEventDetails
?ID=1262&EID=11015
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Drive. Walk. Stroll. Take transit. Whatever. 
Hie yourself to EAC-BC’s Christmas party, 
on December 10 at 6:00 pm, where you’ll 
join EAC-BC colleagues for an evening of 
games, gossip, and shoptalk. Location: 
The Railway Club, 579 Dunsmuir Street, 
Vancouver. Cost: individual tabs. RSVP: 
http://new.evite.com/#view_invite:eid
=0120AAPMT7NZ5QB5CEPA7NXVE7QJ5Q

Get your 
parlour game on

at EAC-BC’s December  10 Christmas party.


