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Like many turners I was spending a lot of time in the 
workshop, making an array of items for customers 
and for the various competitions around New Zealand. 
And although I was quite content out in my workshop 
until all hours of the night, my wife had an opposing 
opinion. I quickly realised that I needed to spend some 
time with my other half or I was going to get into some 
serious trouble. What’s a man to do? Well of course he 
goes looking for woodworking related jobs that he can 
do from the comfort of the house. 

Not wanting to get in trouble for making a mess, or 
enhancing the aroma of the house with the smell of 
Danish Oil and other such finishes, I turned to YouTube. 
A video of a gentleman whittling small wooden men 
caught my attention, and something in my brain 
thought “I love this, I want to give it a go”. With 
zero carving knowledge, and the wife away visiting 
family in Wellington, I embarked on my mission to 
spend more time with my wife, and started to follow 
his instructional video using an old pocket knife that 
wasn’t as sharp as it needed to be. I had never felt so 
relaxed. I was sitting in front of the fire, listening to 
the TV, and creating something neat. I soon realised 
that 4 hours had passed (it felt more like 1 hour). Since 
Helen was out of town, and I knew that she had just 
the carving chisel needed to apply the finishing touch, I 
went hunting and borrowed the one that I needed. Just 
like that my first little man was complete, and I had 
successfully discovered a new hobby. 

The next night I made another little man and everything 
was going swimmingly, until Helen arrived back 
from her trip and wasn’t so thrilled about all the little 
woodchips on my chair and all over the floor (this was 
after my attempt to hide the evidence). What can I say, 

I tried. I thought woodcarving produced less shavings 
than woodturning. Turns out it produces lots of little 
shavings that go everywhere. Needless to say I am 
now better at tidying up after myself – who knew I 
would learn to use a vacuum cleaner for more than 
vacuum chucking! 

The next step was obviously to invest some money 
in the bank of Carbatec, so I flew on up to the 
Woodturning New Zealand International Symposium in 
Auckland where I had pre-arranged to purchase a basic 
whittler’s set. Since picking up my new knives, I have 
made quite a few little men, all slightly different in size 
and style. They are popping up all around our house 
and I have no intention of stopping any time soon. 
The only problem is that my wife is no longer only a 
woodturner’s widow but also a woodcarver’s widow. I 
would like to say, however, that my strategy to spend 
more time with my wife has worked, as Helen now 
spends several hours a week sharpening my carving 
knives. I use the excuse that she’s had more practice 
than me (and take the time she’s sharpening to sit 
beside her blunting the next one ready for her to 
sharpen). 
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