It is always much easier to deal with sudden, catastrophic blows from life when you find you have
someone else to blame. Kate and | can only wish we were that fortunate. But we did it to ourselves,
voluntarily taking the steps that lead directly too...

TRANSITIONS TWO

Or "who's idea was this, anyway?"

We watched out the window, the ocean glinting in the setting sun as we flew lower and lower to the
ground, Logan Airport beginning to take shape in the distance in front of us. Arrival in Boston. The
reality of the entire situation was hitting home. We had really done it, moved out of the state | had
called home for eight years, and Kate had called home since her birth.

My brother met us at the airport, our luggage too large to fit in a single car, or a Mac Truck, for
that matter. We were going to stay with my mother for one evening, then move into a temporary,
furnished apartment while Kate went house hunting. What we brought on the plane with us was going to
have to do for a while. During the drive to my mother's, we tried unsuccessfully to escape the haunting
feeling that this was just a visit.

We moved into the apartment the next day. Kate looked at it and immediately hated it. Brie
wandered around in it for a half hour, then decided she hated it. Will burbled happily, which he tends to
do even when Brie is trying to get him to eat Daddy's credit cards, so it really didn't count. "What's so
bad about it?" | asked, looking around. -

"Its small, dirty, poorly furnished, has pillows that feel like crushed styrofoam, and smells like
sweaty gym clothes that have been put in a plastic bag and left in the sun for a week” replied Kate,
disgust deep in her voice.

"Yeah, OK, but other than that what's so bad about it?" | asked innocently. Kate's answer was
interesting, but not printable.

Truthfully, the apartment wasn't bad, but moving to an apartment from a house is a difficult
transition, all the more so because Brie really did feel confined and, combined with her unhappiness over
the other sudden changes in her life, made the place a living hell for Kate and .

The apartment was not the only change in our lives. There was a certain amount of refamiliarization
with the New England area required. One thing | had forgotten about New England was the roadways.
When | first arrived in Los Angeles, | remember my irritation that so many of the major freeways were
only marked with the places they went rather than "North", "South”, "East”, or "West". Even though LA
has neat, ruler-straight roads, it can get confusing when picking an on-ramp. Arriving in New England, |
had the opportunity to be reintroduced to the New England way of doing business. That is, the fact
that the roads here frequently meander to all points of the compass, usually aren't marked, and more
often than not have potholes that could swallow a M1 tank. We've hit potholes on major highways that
have sent us airborne. Roads that are marked on the map as significant access routes turn out to be
tiny, country roads that (if you are lucky) are sometimes paved. Freeways are often rerouted by
painting over or bending roadside signs to point down alternate routes. Its fifty-fifty as to whether
this was done by state paid workers or malicious teenagers. And when you get into Boston, it gets
WORSE. And there is always the "ocean factor,” where, by some prehistoric instinct, you always know
which direction the ocean is, a prehistoric instinct that invariably makes you pick the wrong direction
every single time when you move cross country. The whole thing was a bit of a change from LA.

Another thing | had forgotten about in New England was Boston drivers. | was talking with one of
my programmers at State Street, grousing about a car that had cut me off without using a turning
signal, or even looking to see the if lane was occupied, when the programmer looked at me strangely.
"Use a turning signal? Are you out of your mind? If you let the other drivers know what you are trying
to do they'll move to stop you. You've GOT to take them by surprise." Curious, | tried an experiment on
the way home, signaling for a move to the left lane. The turn signal had time to click once, maybe twice,
when the car that had been about twenty feet behind me in the left lane screamed parallel to me with






