Will was born. But we will talk about that later. The important thing to note is that we
had this new bouncing baby boy of remarkably large size with a tendency to want to eat every
thirty seconds or so. The effect on our natural resting cycle, which tends towards ten hours of
uninterrupted sleep, left us a little on edge.

"It was hard enough when Brie was born," Kate was saying as we crawled toward bed
after the 2:30 a.m. feeding, "but at least we didn't have another child who, feeling insecure,
* decided to wake up a few times a night to explain how unhappy she is over the amount of
attention the new addition to the family is getting.”

"What makes you think Brie is feeling insecure about Will?" | replied.

"l don't know... perhaps it was during that family photo shoot we were trying to do with
the four of us. You know, the one where Brie, realizing that Will was the center of attention for
the photo, threw herself to the ground and beat her face into the floor until she split her lip and
bled all over herself and you?"

"Oh yes. Well, we did get the blood stains out.” | said half heartedly.

"That's not the point. The point is that Brie, still slightly ignorant of human physiology,
wants to put Will back where he came from.”

She'll get over it" | said wearily, "and if she doesn't, there's always sending her to college
to look forward too. Besides, things could be worse."

~ "Really? | can't imagine how” replied Kate.
Which is a fine lead in to

TRANSITIONS 1

or "how things could be much worse. Much, much worse."

An alternate lead in:

Dave: "Bud, | really can't do that for you. I'm sorry, but it's my last week at work and Ive got
a billion things to do in order to check out.”

Bud: "Dave, JPL is still paying you to do a job. | need this sixty page document rewritten by
tomorrow."

Dave:  "Look, Bud, there are four things that top the list of extremely stressful things to do.
Orne is selling a home. One is moving cross-country. One is having a new child. And one
is starting a new job. Kate and | are doing ALL FOUR AT ONCE. So cut me a little

slack, all right?”

Bud: [after a thoughtful pause] "Well, really, getting divorced is probably more stressful
than any of those."

Dave:  "BUD! YOURE MISSING THE POINT! THE POINT 1S | DON'T GIVE A [hoot] ABOUT
YOUR [darn] REPORT!"

Another conversation shortly thereafter:
Scott:  "Dave, | really need you to help me with this memo."



Dave:  "Look, Scott, there are five things that top the list of extremely stressful things to do.

One is getting divorced. One is selling a home. One is moving cross-country. One is
having a new child. And one is starting a new job. Kate and | are doing FOUR OF THEM
AT ONCE. 5o cut me a little slack, all right?"

Scott:  [after a thoughtful pause] "You know Dave, death of a spouse is probably more
stressful than any of those."

The point is not that the people | work with have brains the size of a throat lozenge, only
softer and more wrinkled. The point is that we were indeed selling a house, moving cross-
country, starting new jobs, and trying to get adjusted to having a newborn and a toddler, which
is roughly a gigamegazillion times harder than having a single child. So why were we doing it you
ask? ls it because the birth of our second child in the flickering light of the still-smoldering ruins
of L.A. made us realize that we needed a better environment to raise our children? Was it the
money we were going to make at our new jobs along with the lower cost of living in
Massachusetts? Was it an attempt to make it into the Guinness Book of World Records as
"most stressed couple in history?" Or was it because we were just plain idiots?

Probably all of the above.

We actually did decide to get serious about moving out of L.A. after the riots, but
"serious" was still a relatively low-level effort, mostly writing to chambers of commerce in various
cities to find out about cost of living, housing, etc. | was sending a few resumes out in a hap-
hazard fashion, mostly to the Seattle / Portland area. New England was another area of
interest, with the advantage of family close by (my Mother, Brother and family, and many of
Kate's Aunts, Uncles, and Cousins). But the real kicker was when Kate came across an add for
the MITRE Corporation in Bedford Mass., and decided to apply. They flew her out for an
interview (over Halloween... my Mother was rather surprised to have Brianna show up at her door
as a tricker-treater when she thought we were on the West Coast).

MITRE was an odd combination of strangely elaborate perks (normal for a high-level
engineering research and development firm) and dismal, ignorant military bureaucracy (normal
for people use to eating K-rations). Kate was driven from the beautiful new structure that
houses MITRE's secretarial staff to the dank, bunker like buildings they stick the engineers in at
Hanscom Air Force Base. She was meeting her potential future boss at bunker... make that
building 1502. As they approached rank after rank of featureless cinder block buildings, Kate
and the driver cried out "there it is" at the same time... while pointing at different buildings. The
first had a large, grim M302 A" painted on it. The second had an equally grim "302 B". As they
continued on in shock, they passed 1302 C, D, E, F and G.

"l don't suppose..." started Kate. The driver just shook his head. They finally pulled over
at 1502 F. Kate called her interviewers and asked in an embarrassed tone "l am sorry, but which
1502 are you in?" ™M302 F". "Oh. | knew that" she said quickly. The interviews went well, until
they "treated" her to the local cafeteria. K-rations would have been better.

A few days later, she had a job offer, with one minor additional hurdle. Kate made too
much money, and had to "interview" with a Vice President. Fortunately, they did the interview by
phone. It was getting a bit too close to Will's birth, however, and MITRE agreed to wait for a few
months for Kate to start.

This caused me to jump into high gear. Well, to be more precise, it caused Kate to cause
me to jump into high gear ("Sweetie, time to write some cover letters for your resume.” "Oh, I'm
kind of beat; maybe Il just take a break this evening.” "Hmmm... sounds like it's time for a little
visit by mister cattle prodlll ZZOOORCHAARRRGGGGGIW"™). | sent out over a hundred and






