
Willwas born. But wewilltalk about that later. Theimportant thingto note is that w,e
had this newbouncingbaby boyof remarkablylarge size with a tendency to want to eat every
thirty seconds or so. Theeffect on our natural resting cycle,whichtends towards ten hours of
uninterrupted sleep, left us a little on edge.

"It was hard enoughwhenBriewas born,"Kate was saying as wecrawled toward bed
after the 2:30 a.m. feeding,"but at least wedidn't have another childwho,feelinginsecure,

. decidedto wakeupa fewtimes a nightto explainhowunhappyshe is overthe amount of
attention the newaddition to the familyis getting."

"What makes you think Brieis feelinginsecure about Will'?"I replied.

"Idon't know...perhaps it was duringthat familyphoto shoot wewere trying to do with
the four of us. Youknow,the one where Brie,realizingthat Willwas the center of attention for
the photo, threw herself to the ground and beat her face into the floor until she split her lipand
bledall over herself and you'?"

"Ohyes. Well,wedid get the bloodstains out." Isaid half heartedly.

"That's not the point. Thepoint is that Brie,still slightly ignorant of human physiology,
wants to put Willback wherehe came from."

She'llget over it" I said wearily,"and ifshe doesn't, there's always sending her to college
to lookforward too. Besides, things could be worse."

"Really'?Ican't imaginehow"repliedKate.
Whichis a fine lead into

TRANSITIONS 1

or IIhowthings could be much worse. Much. much worse.1I

An alternate lead in:

Dave: "Bud, I reallycan't do that for you. I'msorry, but it's mylast weekat workand I'vegot
a billionthings to do inorder to checkout."

Bud: "Dave,JPL is still payingyou to do a job. Ineed this sixty page document rewritten by
tomorrow."

-

Dave: "Look.Bud,there are four things that top the list of extremely stressful things to do.
One is sellinga home. Oneis movingcross-country. One is havinga newchild. And one
is starting a newjob. Kate and Iare doingALLFOURATONCE.So cut me a little
slack, all right'?"

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

Dave: "BUD! YOU'RE MISSING THE POINT! THE POINT IS I DON'T GIVEA [hoot] ABOUT
YOUR [darn] REPORTI"

Another conversation shortly thereafter:

Scott: "Dave.I reallyneed you to helpme withthis memo."
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Dave: "Look,Scott, there are fivethingsthat top the list of extremelystressful things to do.
One is getting divorced. One is sellinga home. Oneis movingcross-country. One is
havinga newchild. And one is starting a newjob. Kate and Iare doing FOUROFTHEM
ATONCE.So cut me a little slack, all right?"

Scott: [after a thoughtful pause] "YouknowDave,death of a spouse is probablymore
stressful than any of those."

The'point is not that the peopleIworkwith have brains the size of a throat lozenge,only
softer and more wrinkled.Thepoint is that wewereindeed sellinga house, movingcross-
country, starting newjobs, and trying to get adjusted to havinga newbornand a toddler, which
is roughlya gigamegazilliontimes harder than havinga single child. So whywere wedoing it you
ask? Is it because the birth of our second childinthe flickeringlight of the still-smoldering ruins
of L.A.made us realize that we needed a better environmentto raise our children? Was it the
moneywewere goingto make at our newjobs alongwith the lowercost of livingin
Massachusetts? Was it an attempt to make it into the Guinness Bookof WorldRecords as
"most stressed couple in history?" Orwas it because wewerejust plain idiots?

Probablyall of the above.

Weactually did decide to get serious about movingout of L.A.after the riots, but
"serious" was still a relativelylow-leveleffort, mostly writingto chambers of commerce invarious
cities to find out about cost of living,housing,etc. Iwas sending a few resumes out in a hap-
hazard fashion, mostly to the Seattle / Portland area. NewEnglandwas another area of
interest, with the advantage of familyclose by(my Mother, Brother and family,and many of
Kate's Aunts, Uncles,and Cousins). But the real kickerwas whenKate came across an add for
the MITRECorporation in Bedford Mass., and decided to apply. Theyflewher out for an
interview(over Halloween...myMother was rather surprised to have Brianna show up at her door
as a tricker-treater whenshe thought wewereon the West Coast).

MITREwas an odd combinationof strangely elaborate perks (normal for a high-level
engineeringresearch and developmentfirm) and dismal, ignorant military bureaucracy (normal
for people use to eating K-rations). Kate was drivenfrom the beautiful newstructure that
houses MITRE'ssecretarial staff to the dank, bunker likebuildingsthey stick the engineers in at
Hanscom Air Force Base. She was meeting her potential future boss at bunker...make that
building1302. As they approached rank after rank of featureless cinder blockbuildings,Kate
and the driver cried out "there it is" at the same time... whilepointingat different buildings. The
first had a large, grim "1302 A"painted on it. Thesecond had an equallygrim "1302 B". As they
continued on in shock, they passed 1302 C,D,E, F and G.

"Idon't suppose..." started Kate. Thedriverjust shook his head. Theyfinallypulledover
at 1302 F. Kate called her interviewersand asked inan embarrassed tone "Iam sorry, but which
1302 are you in?" "1302 F". "Oh. Iknewthat" she said quickly.The interviewswent well,until
they "treated" her to the localcafeteria. K-rations wouldhave been better.

A fewdays later, she had a job offer, with one minoradditional hurdle. Kate made too
muchmoney,and had to "interview"witha VicePresident. Fortunately,they didthe interviewby
phone. It was getting a bit too close to Will'sbirth, however,and MITREagreed to wait for a few
months for Kate to start.

This caused me to jump into highgear. Well,to be more precise, it caused Kate to cause
me to jump into highgear ("Sweetie,time to write some cover letters for your resume." "Oh,I'm
kindof beat; maybe I'lljust take a break this evening.""Hmmm...sounds likeit's time for a little
visit by mister cattle prod!!!ZlOOORCHAARRRGGGGG!!!!!").I sent out over a hundred and




