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"WHAT THE H . . L DO YOU MEAN THEY ACCEPTED OUR OFFER" Kate and | screamed at
Shiela simultaneously.

Uncharacteristic of us (well, Kate at least) you might think. But, if you remember back to
TRANSITIONS TWO, we had an offer on a house in Acton which we had been told was going to
be rejected. This resulted in our looking for another place, and finding one that we liked better.
As a result, hearing that the first offer had been accepted was an unpleasant surprise.

"But you said they wouldn't pay for all the structural problems, that they were going to tell us to
take a walk" we moaned.

"Yes, but then | told them that you seemed to like the house you were looking at and probably
weren't interested in their property any more regardless of whether they met the terms or not.”

"But what about our thousand dollar good-will deposit?”
"Well, they might insist on keeping that."

"Yeah, because you practically advertised that we were going to blow them off and they could
make a fast thousand dollars by accepting!”

"True, but then you must remember... | don't work for you. | work for them."

No, only kidding. Even Shiela wouldn't say that. Think it maybe... but in actually, she did help us
get our deposit back (which amazed me... | would have given it up, feeling like we had backed out
of the deal, but the owners turned it over without a qualm).

The only negative to the entire thing (besides the stress) was that we would have to wait nine
weeks to move in. And the orange carpeting and other "decorating” features of the previous
owners, who had taken lessons in aesthetics by Cyndi Lauper.

But other things were conspiring to keep that nine weeks flying by. | had already been working
several weeks at State Street, and still hadn't recovered from the culture shock. | remember my
first day, walking into the lab.

"Hello, everyone" | said cheerfully, then laughingly added "and for God's sake, you didn't have to
get all dressed up just because you're getting a new supervisor.”

The programmers looked down in confusion at their two or three piece suites and silk Giorgio
ties. "What do you mean, get all dressed up?"

"The suite, you didn't have to wear suits" | replied, the smile freezing on my lips.
"We always wear suites. This is a bank” came the deadpan reply.
“Oh.“

But, as time went on, | realized that other than the suits there wasn't much difference between
the Bank and JPL, unless you counted my beeper and cellular telephone and twelve hour
workdays and much, much larger salary and dealing with numbers like $64,000,000,000
dollars (Dave: "Hal You have a comma where a decimal should bel" Programmer: "No | don't.
Look, there are three zeros after it, not two." Dave: "But that says sixty four BILLION dollars.”
Programmer: "Yep." Dave: "Oh."). Actually, as it turns out, State Street is the custodian for
$1,400,000,000,000 worth of funds. If you strung that much money in one dollar bills end to
end, you could circle the globe one hundred and sixty times, except that you would die of old age
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or massive boredom first. This is a frightening concept to me. | would prefer to think of
thousand dollar bills in a pile a hundred feet wide and sixty feet deep with a high dive you could
Jump off of and go swishing down into... but never mind. The point here is culture shock.

There was the stringent, careful control exercised over the software itself to get use to. | mean,
when a minor computer error can result in the loss of more money than the federal reserve can
print in a year, you've got to expect a certain amount of overhead in verifying everything will work
properly.

"All right” | said to the programmers, "how about showing me the paperwork from your last
design review."

"Paperwork? Design Review?" they replied in confusion.

"You do design reviews before you write the code and check it into the Configuration
Management System, don't you?" | asked, dumbfounded.

"Configuration Management? You mean, like, keeping track of the software? We don't do that
here. We hack it out.”

"You hack it out? At a bank? You must spend a heck of a lot of time testing, then!"

"Testing? Testing is boring. If we make a mistake, one of those accounting dweebs will come
whine about it. Then we call it a feature and they go away.”

Which just goes to show you can dress a programmer up in a suit, but you can't stop them
from using phrases like "dweeb.” '

Kate, in the meantime, started work for MITRE on a "black” project. Black projects are projects
that are so secret that you aren't allowed to know about them even if you happen to be working
on one. ("l would like you to write a mathematical model to simulate a ballistic projectile and a
sub orbital laser with heat sensors trying to scorch it." "Why?" "For a new Nintendo game we
are designing.” "Oh." "Here, use these top secret specs on the Russian 55-10 'Boogersnookem'
ICBM to model the ballistic projectile, and if you could add some neat map graphics of Moscow
when it takes off, that would be great.")

When she first started working there, and her clearance wasn't in yet, she had to be escorted to
the bathroom ("I'm sorry, Ma'am, but this toilet paper is classified top ultra mega super secret.
Since you've seen it, I'll have to shoot you).

But MITRE is, after all, a government funded institution, like Los Alamos Labs, which recently
admitted (according to the Wall Street Journal) that they have been sending memos to dead
people, unaware that these people had terminated life, and one would have assumed employment
as well, several years before. Dead people, according to a multi-million dollar government study
by another government funded research lab, "demonstrate a marked drop in productivity,
scoring worse than every other category of worker except those employed by the
Massachusetts Registry of Motor Vehicles." So paying a guard to monitor people going to the
bathroom is just standard modus operandi (Latin for "enable high government officials to go to
the opera") for these types of places.

But we digress. The nine weeks slipped by quickly, days a blur of trying to get accustomed to the
new jobs, nights a blur of trying to keep Brianna happy in our little rat-hole of an apartment. We
had Rob Hendrie, an old RFI friend, over for dinner once. Kate and | had dinner in Cambridge at a
French restaurant that was billed by the Zagat survey as "one of the last places left to have a
quiet meal” and which turned out to be crowded, noisy, and sans parking lot (but the food was
very good). Other than that, the nine weeks consisted mostly of the basic necessities of life.
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