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This year’s big projects included a
lengthy report on Enterpr ise Portal
In tegrat ion S trategy, which I com-
pleted for Cu tt er Consor t iu m.
Qu ite massive, and their r eaders
apparent ly li ked it—so I’ll be doing
another r eport for them, th is one
on Open S ou rce versus Microsoft .
Shou ld b e in terest ing. I have con-
figu red a Linux server in the li ving
room, conn ected to the t r io of net-
work ed compu ters in my office.
This will be used  to conduct  tests
and research.

I finall y had to walk away from the
book p roject on Aviat ion S ecu rity
for Private Pil ots. The t ime window
to do it disappeared after the famil y
emergency, and I cou ld also see
that t he level of in terest in th is
su bject was simply u n lik ely to
reach expected levels.

Other r ou t ine projects tu rned up
throughou t t he year, with lots of

wr i t ing for the local compu ter
press—pr incipall y NZ Compu ter
Resell ers’ News—plus new reports
and updates for Fau lkner Techn i-
cal Reports. I did a lengthy series of
pieces on compu ter hack ing for an
Au strali an Magazine, via a PR com-
pany. Learned a lot of th ings that I
wou ld p robably be bett er off not
knowing!
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I was in the US for fou r m onths, on
a rapidly arr anged t r ip foll owing
the acciden t . Time was spen t
main ly in Vero Beach, FL. I also
travell ed up north with Dad to visit
sister Michell e, her husband Chris
and their young son, Theodore, in
Ph il adelph ia. We then visi ted
brother Brendan and h is wi fe,
Barb, in Cambridge, where they
were preparing to head b ack to
Germ any. Next , we visited Dad�s
brother, Br ian, and h is wife, Kay,
in Red Hook, NY. These were famil y
t ravels, and I didn�t reall y get a
chance to catch up with fr iends in
the region.

After Vero, I visited Bren and Barb
in Bremen for two weeks before
retu rn ing home. They have a large
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Not a lot happening at Leith field
Beach. At t he beginn ing of the
year, the Hu tch isons sold the Tea
Bahn at t he end of King�s Road,
and Alan and Mercia moved to
Melbou rne.  The Bahn was com-
pletely refashioned and upscaled
by its new owners, and is now the
Pukekoe Cafe.  It is att ract ing sig-
n ificant local business and ap-
pears to be runn ing ou t of park ing
space!

The t iny Post Office was closed
down, and operat ions moved to the
Dairy store.  Then, the Dairy closed
down. The Kirwans decided that i t
wasn �t reall y profi table, so i t is
replaced with an office for the Mo-
bil e Park .

The plan to pu t an “aggregate”
(sand) quarr y in ou r t iny comm u-
nity has apparent ly been quashed,
at least for the moment.  Now,
there is talk of establi sh ing a waste
facili ty for the ent ire region some-
what t o the nor th of u s. Local
feeli ng is ru nn ing 90 percen t
against establi sh ing such a facil -
i t y, wh ich wou ld main ly serve
Christchu rch. Bu t t he fate of the
proposal i s as yet uncertain .
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Mom died as  a result of injuries  sustained  in an
au tomobil e acciden t n ear Or land o, on Fr iday
morning, September 20th. We  all  miss her very
much, and her sudden death has had an immea-
surable impact upon the family. It came as a great
shock, and  will  take everyone  some  time  to  recover.
An obituary  can  be found  on  my  personal  Web site

(http://www.crosswinds.net/~bjdooley).  She  was  a friend to
everyone in  her  community of  Vero  Beach, Florida,  and  her
memorial service filled the church  to  overflowing, despite only

Roland Statue in Central Bremen

Me in my Office

rented house there, and it was
interest ing to see the city. Photos
are, of cou rse, posted on my per-
sonal Web site.

(Continued on page 2)

This Christmas I thought I’d experiment with the newsletter format. So much has happened. There have been ups and downs for the whole family, all marred by the
tragedy of Mom’s death. But there were a few interesting developments, and many  things for which to be thankful.
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Yup, f inall y got a poem in pr in t .
The Tortoise and the Hare for a
New Age was selected for inclu -
sion in the Arr ow Publi sh ing an-
thology, Voices of the Sil ver Fern.
Of cou rse, nearly everyth ing sent
to them was most li kely included,
and they did want me to buy the
book  (I didn�t ). Bu t , i t �s bett er
than n ot gett ing publi shed, and I
reall y did want t o share th is one
since it t u rned ou t so well and I,
at least , found it h igh ly amusing.

This, of cou rse, provides me with
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by Brian J. Dooley

Now, my children, listen well,
To this true story of what befell

The tortoise and the hare when they
Began upon a race one day.

The hare was fast, the tortoise slow,
Yet there was a long way to go.

The tortoise knew he'd need to find
Some way to come out from behind.

He saw the hare pull far ahead,
So, yogic bouncing tried instead.

This brought him well into the lead
As he bounced by the hare at speed.

The hare was getting quite annoyed,
So teleportation he employed.

In smallish flashes he nearly flew
To where the tortoise went bouncing through.

And then a stretch of ice they found,
Tortoise sped; hare went around.

The tortoise thought, with any luck,
He'd skim across it like a puck.

He packed into the other end,
And stuck there; hare went round the bend.

Then tortoise chanted for a bit,
And levitated over it.

Meanwhile, the hare, who must not fail,
Engaged bionic cottontail.
It flung him up into the sky,

Yet still the tortoise passed him by.

So he put on his rocket pack,
And soon was leading down the track.
The tortoise meanwhile cast a spell
That toward the front did him impel.

The hare, with road rage, I suppose,
Cold cocked the tortoise on the nose.

A fight broke out between the two;
Shell and pelt and whiskers flew.

We do not know unto this day
Who would have won, but this can say:

"Fast and slow are much the same,
What counts is how you play the game.

Use art or science, or cast a spell,
If you're going to cheat, you had best cheat well!"

Copyright 2001, Brian J. Dooley
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I have just been li sted in two Who�s
Who books. Natu rall y, they wanted
me to buy the books. Of cou rse I
refused, bu t being li sted is st ill
bett er than a poke in the eye with
a sharp st ick , to use the local
expression.

In February, I got li sted in li sted in
Who's Who of Professionals, a pub-
li cat ion of Who's Who Hi stor ical
Society. Th is is supposed  to be
"the defin it ive work on the world's
leaders in comm erce, economics,
poli cy, and t rade."  (Yeah, r ight !)

In November, I got li sted in New
Zealand Who's Who in the Literary
Arts, a publi cat ion of New Zealand
Who's Who.  Th is one is meant t o

Later th is year I visited fr iends in
Nelson for a bit of R& R. Then, I
wen t down to Qu eenstown to
cover AsiaCrypt .

AsiaCrypt is a cryptography con-
ference, and it att racts some of the
best mathemat ical brains on the

(Continued from page 1)

With Bren and Barb in Germany

Dad

Michelle, Theo and Uncle Brian

Queenstown Venue for AsiaCrypt 2002


