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RON KESBROOK’S TURNING stomach prompted his mind as to the importance of the day. He opened his car door as a rush of dry leaves clicked and crackled across the asphalt driveway. The nauseous anxiety reminded him of the feeling just prior to game time and the first pitch. He loosened the navy-blue tie that seemed cinched too tight around his neck this morning. The car smelled of hazelnut coffee. The center console cup holder held two travel mugs; one full of freshly brewed coffee just placed into position, and the other contained the remnants of yesterday’s liquefied energy. 

Ron, having played sports for thirty years, including two years at the Minor League level of professional baseball, knew the abdominal cramp sensation well. He tried to shift his mind to his day’s professional agenda, thinking it would give his stomach some relief.  

The sun’s glare was breaking above the horizon but soon would be shadowed by the buildings of the Chicago skyline. From stoplight to stoplight, his attention bounced back and forth from thoughts of professional affairs to personal life concerns. Ron loved his job at Linden Marketing, where he is a Special Accounts Manager and a prominent member of the Media Buying Committee. Ron is immensely proud to have achieved this level of success at such a young age. His creativity made him well suited for the Advertising Industry. Baseball is the only activity that has ever surpassed his fervor for this challenging industry. Ron enjoys pushing himself for unique ideas. His sense of humor often wins him social acceptance when his stubbornness creates problematic business meetings. Confrontations initiated by Ron often stem from his competitive nature.  

As the off-ramp traffic crept to a near standstill, his stomach turned. Ron quickly took a sip of coffee to flush down the acid that had drawn up into his throat. While shaking his head and chugging down his coffee, he flashed back to his first professional baseball game when he lost his lunch on the dugout steps as he was taking the field for the first time. Those two years playing Single-A professional baseball for the Fort Wayne Wizards, a San Diego Padres affiliate out of Indiana, were filled with life lessons. Ron often reflects on his professional baseball experience to remind himself to remain patient in crisis situations. As much as he loves coming into work every day, today would be less than joyous because of the impending doctor’s appointment later in the day.

Ron’s health was never an issue to cause concern. He was in excellent physical condition now at thirty-four years old and as far back as he could remember. Standing 6’2” tall and weighing 205 pounds he is athletic and in superb physical form. His chestnut hair with natural almond highlights covered his broad forehead; it was medium length and fell into place with little to no effort. Ron’s facial structure complimented his hazel eyes with a jaw that looked strong enough to split wood. He had only had normal childhood ailments, including bumps, bruises, and the occasional common cold.

“Not Chickenpox, not Mumps, and very rarely even the stomach flu.” Ron muttered out loud as he came to a stop at a red light. But the doctor went over all his medical history. 

“Every outward sign shows that I’m healthy, physically fit,” said Ron tapping his hands on the steering wheel.    

“Physically fit?” Ron thought. “Well, I guess today is the day to find out the validity of this statement.”  

He leaned over and looked into the rear-view mirror. His reflection, stimulated by vanity, somehow comforted him.

“Just this shoulder,” Ron thought. “I hate doctors.” 

When Ron was a junior in college at the University of Florida, he developed pain in his right shoulder. As the starting catcher for the baseball team, Ron put up some amazing statistics. He had thrown out twenty-three attempted base stealers. As the season went on, few opponents dared to challenge his arm. Ron hit for average and power that season. His batting average was .435 with twenty-six home runs. The shoulder pain was present almost all season, but Ron was not about to mention it for fear they would pull him from the starting line-up. During the winter off-season, he saw two doctors. Both doctors conducted a series of tests with x-rays and MRIs. It was determined that he had bone-spires, small floating bone fragments, in his shoulder. Ron was told by the team physical trainer that the surgical procedure was routine. The trainer had estimated that he would only be out for six weeks. The rehabilitation and strengthening therapy could start immediately after surgery.  

When the surgeon went in to remove the bone fragments, he inadvertently severed a tendon. The severed tendon went undetected. Ron’s shoulder incision healed, but the pain and mobility did not improve. The damage was done. Ron lost the snap in his throw that had made him such a threatening defensive catcher. He could not swing the bat freely without pain, and his offense suffered as well. They benched Ron halfway through his senior season. His replacement was a sophomore stud that pounded the ball to every field and held his ground behind the plate. It was not until after Ron’s second year in Fort Wayne that the Wizard’s trainer recommended a specialist who cut Ron open and discovered the terrible permanent effects of the routine bone-spire surgery that had gone bad.  

Ron suddenly felt very selfish. He could feel the warm charge of embarrassment. His concern diverted to his wife Sara and how nervous she must feel at this moment. Both have been enduring the same mental anguish.
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[image: ]


SARA KESBROOK WAS GLAD she was working the six a.m. to two p.m. shift this week. Keeping busy is the best remedy to relieve Sara’s stress. Sara, in her mid-thirties, has been working in daycare for almost fifteen years. Her love for children has been rivalled only by her love for Ron. Sara and Ron have been married for four years and have been trying to have a child of their own from the first day. They have been either discussing or trying to conceive for so long with no success that they had both decided that it was time to get medical advice.

She was thankful that her long-time GYOB, Dr. Chapmen, had a close colleague who is a Fertility Specialist. Dr. Chapmen had set up thorough physical examinations for her and Ron. The doctors had agreed to have all test results ready this Friday afternoon.  

Sara spent a lot of time reflecting on her past, her love for children, and the sometimes-overwhelming desire that she and Ron shared for a family. Sara wants a traditional, supportive, and stable family with a husband, a wife, and lots of children. She worries that at this stage in her life, given the difficulty they have had in conceiving a child, that they may be limited in their number of children. Her past dreams included up to a half dozen kids, however, her current reality has her wanting one healthy child.  

Thoughts of the past have always made Sara sad, but the past is what really defines her and her deep desire for a normal family. Both of Sara’s parents were alcoholics. She is the youngest of three children by eight years. There is such a difference in age that she barely knows her brother and sister. When Sara was four years old, her parents separated. A messy divorce drove her parents further apart. They fought over every possession, cars, furniture, and sadly lastly the children. The judge in the divorce proceedings decided that Sara was too young to be separated from her mother. The two older siblings were granted the judicial option to choose the parent with whom they wanted to live. They both chose to go live with their father and his new girlfriend in Los Angeles. At age four, she saw her father for the last time. Sara’s father died from liver failure when she was in high school. She spoke to her brother and sister only briefly with the news of her father’s funeral, but none of the children made an effort to contact each other after that. Sara’s mother raised her respectfully well. She made sure that Sara was always healthy, out of harm’s way, and stayed focused on school. There were very few hugs or signs of affection. The two of them had a relationship based more on friendship and respect than love.

Sara grew into an independent woman and remarkably beautiful. Although she had never participated in organized sports she kept in good shape. Most of the time, she kept her long brown hair pulled back, and with her big glasses, she looked the part of a stereotypical schoolteacher. Sara’s academics were good enough to award her some minor scholarships. She gravitated toward the education field focusing on child development. Sara stayed local in the Chicago suburbs for her schooling. Feeling safe in familiar surroundings was especially important to her. She could visit her mother on weekdays as well as stay with her on the weekends, though not her first choice, but Sara’s mother drank noticeably less when she was around.

Ron had arrived at the office. He told himself it would be, work as usual. He did not draw any false conclusions without the presentation of evidence from the medical specialist. With his tattered brown leather briefcase in one hand and his cup of slightly warm coffee in the other. Ron pushed open the brass framed glass doors to Linden Marketing. Ron gasped as he prepared for a rushed day. He was going to cut out of work early to be home by two p.m.

“Good morning, Mr. Kesbrook,” Susan, Ron’s secretary, snipped as he walked right past her with no greeting.

“I’m sorry, Susan, good morning. Please forgive my rudeness, my mind is elsewhere.” Ron turned toward Susan’s desk but did not stop moving in the direction of his office.

“It could be a long day today, Susan,” he shouted over his shoulder.

Susan doing her job well as usual registered Ron’s morning statements. She thought it was best to give him a few daily reminders. Susan waited momentarily, and then she rang in on Ron’s office telephone. 

“Ron, I just checked your schedule, and you are supposed to play golf this afternoon.” Susan held her sentence out to reflect on a question and hopefully provoke a response.

“Susan, you’re the best.” This is a phrase that Ron had used hundreds of times before, all with sincere and deserving cause. “Please call David Patriot at Marshall and Meyer for me.”

Ron knew David would have fun with him for canceling the golf match, which could well be their last outing of the year. The mid-October cold was more than likely here to stay and would feed into winter. Ron knew he would get grief, but he had been friends with David for a long time, so all would eventually be forgiven. The golf outing was planned two weeks ago. The last three days of being poked and prodded, Ron could think of little else but doctors and Sara. Ron and Sara have chosen to keep their medical situation private. They did not want any uncomfortable sympathy from family or friends. With sympathy usually came suggestive dissertations of personal experiences from a broad reach of medical knowledge. Ron also has a large ego to protect. No, this was personal, and Ron would do everything he could to keep it that way.

Ron and David had met five years ago when David Patriot’s company Marshall and Meyer, a downtown public accounting and consulting firm, had hired Linden Marketing to handle their advertising and public relations. Ron’s team managed Marshall and Meyer’s national advertising program. The two men got along well from their first meeting. They have been hanging out socially ever since. Ron found it a challenge to crack David’s serious shell. His humor, if he is forced, is very dry. They have truly opposite personalities but share a fondness for sports and a true passion for business to bond their friendship.  

Marshall and Meyer and Linden Marketing have developed a strong corporate relationship. This has led to numerous projects which called upon Ron and David’s expertise resulting in very successful outcomes.

Ron was finishing up his e-mails when line four lit up on his telephone terminal. He pushed his keyboard aside so that he could give the telephone call his full attention.

“David, how are you, sir?” Ron addressed the caller respectfully.

“Hello, Ron, very well, thank you”, David responded.

“You are going to hate me buddy, but I have to back out on golf today.” 

“Out of fear, no doubt,” David replied.

“Only on your best day can you hope to compete with me. So, I will answer no, not a fear issue,” Ron joked.

“To be honest, Sara and I are doing a family planning type thing today.” Ron’s voice got tight as he spoke. It was hard for him to purposefully be vague.

David picked up on the seriousness of Ron’s tone. He could not resist an attempt to change that quality. “It takes a well-rounded, formal education to teach one to describe an event as a quote, ‘type thing’.”

Ron laughed. “That’s my creative side. It ain’t got nothin’ to do with my education pal.”

“Ron, let me know if you need anything,” David said sincerely.

“I will, thanks.”

“This may evolve for the better. Now I can get some work done today,” David commented.

“I’ll see you later. Sorry again for canceling on short notice,” said Ron.

“Really, it is alright. Good-bye, Ron.” 

––––––––
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RON ARRIVED HOME TEN minutes before Sara. He used every minute of this time to gain his composure. He had feared the worst but wanted to clear his mind so that he could be strong for Sara. Over the past four years of trying to conceive, Ron developed a great desire to have a son. He wanted a son with all his heart. Ron often thought it must be even harder on Sara. She worked with children every day, yet she could never tuck one into bed at night, kiss him or her on the head before turning out the light and have that special loving bond. Sara had often described seeing this unconditional love when the parents picked their children up as ‘the end of the day glow’. Both the children and the parents had it. The parents usually had a smile as big as the sun. And the children seemed to float on air as they ran toward open arms.

When Sara walked into the house and entered the kitchen their eyes met, and their hearts touched.

“Are you ready for this?” Ron said as he extended his hand.

Sara thought the gesture was very compassionate. She took hold of Ron’s hand and moved closer for a hug. Ron rubbed her back gently.

Sara’s tone was lighter than her words. “I’m really scared. Feel how hard my heart is beating.” She was almost laughing as she spoke.

They were expecting the call but could in no way be prepared mentally for the ensuing discussion. The call came at exactly 2:30 p.m. On the third ring, they answered and then both settled into their chairs at the scuffed butcher’s block table in their tiny kitchen.

Dr. Chapmen greeted both Ron and Sara personally and politely. He then changed to a more professional manner.

“Why don’t you both come to the office this afternoon? I’m only five minutes away, and we can discuss this matter in person. Let me just say that there are many options to every situation.” Dr. Chapmen’s voice was soothing, almost uplifting.  

His message sounded too clinical to be good. Ron disliked the situation, and the thought of his fate being placed in another doctor’s hands made him feel sick.

Ron and Sara took a collective deep breath, neither so much as blinked. They walked to the car hand-in-hand. Ron drove Sara’s Volvo S80 Sedan. Subconsciously they expected the Volvo to be the family vehicle. Sara leaned back to enjoy the ride. She was glad Ron had volunteered to drive. Halfway to the Physicians Center, Ron reached across the seat and took hold of Sara’s hand. He held it softly. Sara smiled and closed her eyes. She was not a religious person, but it felt comforting to pray.

––––––––
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THE DOCTOR HAD ASSESSED the laboratory exams. The test results were conclusive. Ron was sterile. The news hit both Ron and Sara as a lightning strike. The emotional conversation seemed to continue at an incomprehensible speed. The technical jargon flew by with only a few words making sense. Dr. Chapmen’s voice bounced from the bare conference room walls. Ron noticed two large cracks in the ceiling and focused on them. They both started from the same center point and branched out like spider webs. 

“Infertility affects one in twenty-five American men. Unfortunately, even when male infertility is diagnosed, in most cases, its cause cannot be established. The general problems are low sperm count and poor sperm quality. The term oligospermia means less than ten million sperm per cubic centimeter of fluid. Dysspermia means low quality of sperm. Sperm count may vary widely over time. A single test that reports a low count may not be a representative result,” said Dr. Chapmen.

The words seemed to have picked up a humming sound in Ron’s ears, his mouth had become dry, and beads of cold sweat were on his lower back.

“Temporary low counts can be caused by many conditions including high fever, stress, environmental toxins, and even lack of sleep.”

The information was spinning in Ron’s head. The room felt like a sauna. The doctor’s voice went up in volume. Ron’s eyes met with Dr. Chapmen’s when he heard.

“However, you have a low count, dysspermia, and poor motility and morphology to your sperm. I’ll give you these pamphlets which describe the detailed complexity of your status.”

The world stopped. No sound could be heard for what seemed a twenty-second pause in life for Ron and Sara. Sara looked at Ron, but he was focused solely on Dr. Chapmen.

“Read them. Patients find them very informative and please contact me with any questions.” Dr. Chapmen paused. 

He observed the couple to make sure they were handling the news appropriately.

“I have said all that I can say to educate you on the physical aspect of the situation. I’m going to introduce you now to a doctor who specializes in family services,” Dr. Chapmen concluded. He asked them to wait briefly in the private lobby as he discussed their case with his colleague. 

Twenty minutes or so passed when Dr. Chapmen and another doctor approached the Kesbrooks. He then introduced Ron and Sara to Dr. Weir. Dr. Weir was overly perky as she discussed the options of donor insemination and adoption. The next hour and a half were dedicated to the procedure of artificial insemination and how meticulous the paperwork process was for adoption criteria.  

The drive home was incredibly quiet. Sara knew she should not break the silence. She could see Ron deep in thought. Sara had seen this look in Ron’s eyes before. His distant stare, but ever so deep thought, was present when Ron zoned into an advertising idea forced by deadlines to be brilliant. Sara waited until they pulled into the driveway before she spoke.

“What is your thought?” Sara whispered.

Ron maintained his isolated stare.

“What is your thought?” Sara had to repeat herself.

Ron turned his head to acknowledge having heard her. He said nothing.

“Ron, do you want to discuss the two options that Dr. Weir mentioned?”

He finally replied. “No, I think we should go inside and discuss my option. Our option number three.”

TWO

––––––––
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STILL FRIDAY AFTERNOON, David Patriot makes good use of his newly acquired time. David has opened two of his new client files and is processing balance sheet data. Both files have similar company merger proposals. Neither should be overly complicated, but David will analyze them carefully. 

Marshall and Meyer Corporation operates as a full-service accounting and consulting firm with aspirations of growing into the largest, most dominant financial service giant in the industry. The partners of the firm push their employees to be the highest respected professionals in the financial industry. The corporate aspirations include having Marshall and Meyer involved in accounting, consulting, law and litigation, and advertising. Being cash rich will help with their plans of growth through acquisitions. Many business deals are currently in the works; from the early stages of reviewing prospective companies to the late stages of organizing cash, capital, and stock options. One adventurous acquisition is well into the final integration stage.  The new venture marks the first of its kind in the advertising market.

David Patriot is a senior team member in the Mergers and Acquisitions Consulting Branch of the corporation. He graduated from Northwestern University in Evanston, Illinois, with a degree in finance. He is also a Certified Public Accountant. David’s athletic abilities create a good balance for his typically unemotional, very analytical demeanor. He stays active playing basketball at the park district recreation center and jogs a few times a week. Eating healthy is his true key to maintaining his weight; he stands six feet one inch tall with a consistent weight at one hundred and ninety-five pounds. David gives a lot of credit to his genetics for his athletic, muscular build. At thirty-three years of age, it has been nearly a decade since his arms felt the weight of a dumbbell. David’s primary focus is business. His dedication and attention to detail often overwhelm the scope of his personality. Ron Kesbrook is one of the very few people who have connected with David in such a way as to truly respect his brilliance and also enjoy his humor and compassion. Even at his relatively young age, he puts enormous pressure on himself as the provider for his family. David enjoys his work digging into the depths of financial statements, balance sheets, and asset valuations to see the true structure that makes up some of our country’s Fortune 500 Companies. 

Hue Bradford, the vice president of Mergers and Acquisitions at Marshall and Meyer, noticed that David was still in his office as he was preparing to leave for the weekend. It was 5:30 p.m., the offices and hallways’ vast spaces now fell to the hush of inactivity. The glow of David’s crystal and brass desk lamp illuminated the otherwise dark space. Hue knew that David had planned to leave soon and take the afternoon off, so he decided to stop for a minute and see why plans changed. He had a bundle of file folders in his hand, five to be exact, all with current client proposals in various stages of review. 

“What are you still doing here? I thought you were going to relax and play golf this afternoon.” Hue comments were served with an aura of disappointment in his voice.  

Hue thinks the world of David. He has great admiration for David’s instinct and ability. Hue knows he has a rare combination of business intellect and down-to-earth common sense. Hue also feels a strong need to play the fatherly role. He reminds David often that in this high-pressure line of work it is remarkably easy to get caught up in the workload to the point of getting burnt out. Life must be a balance of work, family, and self.  

David explained that his plans were canceled at the last minute and his new free time would be well spent analyzing some files. David sounded delighted to be able to commit more time to his work.

“I’m going to attempt to settle everything today so I will be commitment free until Monday. I think my family would like to see me this weekend. At least I hope they will,” David commented.

“Good, you’ve earned a few weekends off, according to me,” Hue said encouragingly.

“I don’t want to take up too much of your time now, David, because we will have a meeting on this next week. But I have gone over the file on the Park Systems proposal for acquisition of Trimark Electronics.” Hue could sense that David was still in work mode, so he continued.

“Would you give me five minutes off the record to ask a few questions?”

David responded quickly saying, “Certainly, but please take as much time as you need.” He moved his keyboard to the left. In the next motion David respectfully turned and closed the file folder in front of him. David finally noticed the office silence. The telephones had stopped ringing, and the usual hallway stamped of activity had ended.

Hue entered David’s office and leaned against the solid red oak bookcase. Hue decided to remain standing, a subtle strategy which he has found effective. Standing implies he will not stay long, prompting shorter answers more to the point.

“Of the four people I assigned to analyze this acquisition proposal, you were the only one who did not give it a recommendation to proceed.” Hue paused briefly, tapping his finger on his chin.

David remained silent, allowing Hue to gather his next thought. He waited patiently for a direct question or leading comment.

“I have read the independent briefs word for word. I have started to review the calculations which you had formatted. I will not analyze the balance sheets until Tuesday. What I am looking for now is a quick overview.” Hue proposed his level of review to allow David to comment appropriately without overextending an explanation to include a detailed monetary evaluation.

“I’ve crunched the numbers, broken it down, and formulated the results to be incontestable. I examine every detail of the business environment. I did not let any one aspect, good or bad, sway my decision. My process is to determine current trends and project them into a perceived course.” David could read Hue very well, and his expression was begging for more, so David continued.

“I strongly oppose this acquisition. Trimark Electronics may have state-of-the-art production equipment with outwardly strong financials but over the past four years, they have sacrificed their R&D budget.” David cleared his throat. “They have new equipment manufacturing the same old product. Trimark is heavy in asset and equipment debt. From 1999 to the present, they have developed nothing to advance technology to the cellular telephone sector, which they claim is their target market. The competition will, and I stress will, catch them and crush them within two years.”

“Interesting..., can you expand upon that statement?” Hue was thoroughly intrigued. 

“For the last four years, their R&D department has been severely understaffed. The Trimark engineers have been restricted to fixing existing problems. With no funds and no focus, their engineers have been working out bugs in old products without developing anything new. What is being produced with the state-of-the-art equipment is the best cell phone that your father will ever see.” David leaned forward in his chair confidently. 

“Trimark has perfected 1980’s technology. However, in four years, your grandkids will want to send and receive streaming digital videos in stereo sound. They will want voice to text messaging. These advanced technologies won’t be available on a Park Systems or Trimark phone.”

Hue was motionless. He still had that intrigued look etched on his face, so David caught his wind and continued.

“Park Systems is a great company with good capital reserve, but they won’t be able to get new technology to the marketplace fast enough to keep the consumer’s attention no matter how much money they throw in that direction in this stage of the game. And the most devastating fact is how the debt is structured. The new equipment loans will come due when the sales run flat. I give it two, maybe three years, and the bottom will fall out. Consumers will move on, decimating sales, and at the same time the enormous debt is unavoidable. As a consultant of Marshall and Meyer hired by Park Systems, I must advise my client to look elsewhere for opportunities of acquisition.”  

“Did you make this assessment from the same set of records to which the others had access?” Hue asked the question not as much as doubt in David’s assessment but in disappointment in the rest of his team for their poor effort.

“Yes, and data from a little field trip I took to Boston.” David took great pride in his job. Some elements of finance cannot be found on a spreadsheet or balance sheet. He knew his hard work provided solid results. David’s hand found a pencil on the top of the desk. He whirled it between his fingers as if it were a drumstick and tapped it on the edge of the solid oak.

Hue was gleaming at his prodigy. 

“I’ve been to the Trimark Electronics plant. I’ve seen the facility firsthand. When I talked to the employees, the lack of vision was apparent. You could eat off the manufacturing facility floor, but you couldn’t stand in the middle of the plant, throw a rock, and hit a new idea. Trimark’s sales are up. However, the profits are false because of the creative debt alignment. As far as the industries per unit sales figures are concerned, they are bleeding and losing market share. Customer satisfaction surveys indicate that Trimark has the industry’s highest scores, and they are still losing market share. The Vice President of Marketing contributes it to the lack of total product brands available. I must agree with that assessment. Trimark makes only two standard model phones.”

Hue, with a grin, requires no further comment on the issue. He nodded his head, stood up straight, and walked for the door of David’s office. With his back to David, Hue said, “Have a good weekend, enjoy the time with your family, and tell Teresa I say hello.”

“Thank you, I will and have a good weekend also.” David responded pleasantly and respectfully although he could feel his heart rate was elevated due to his excitement for the job.

Hue paused halfway out the door and as he turned. He muttered, “How many hours have you put in this week, sixty, maybe seventy?”

“Hue, I really do enjoy my work. I respect the trust of our clients, and I would feel no honor in defaulting on our commitment to provide them with the most accurate and reliable data possible.”

“Albeit an eloquent statement, that did not answer my question.” Hue shook his silver-haired head in slight disapproval as he peered over the top of his classic, black-rimmed glasses. 

“Yes, including today’s work, sixty hours would be accurate,” David said humbly. 

“I could set you up with a complete home workstation, laptop, external hard drive, fax machine, cell phone, and document scanner. Then you would be able to spend more time around Teresa and Danny. I know that you are in here almost every Saturday. Saving the transit time alone would buy you hours more quality family time,” Hue said seriously, but not too forcefully, as he stood just outside David’s office.

“Your offer is greatly appreciated. When I am not in the field on assignment, I prefer to be within these walls. My office is my element; I have case studies, demographics, and access to files. No thank you to the working remote offer, I enjoy the people and commotion and the ringing telephones even on Saturday. This is where I perform my best. I would not want any distractions to reduce my quality of work,” said David. 

Hue shook his head and laughed. “Oh, if Teresa ever found out that she was just categorized as a distraction you’d have hell to pay.”

“I guess that did come out rather cold and analytical.” David chuckled.  

“Please keep the offer in mind. And David, you did good work on this one.” Hue slapped the Trimark/Park Systems file folder on the palm of his hand.

“Thank you, sir.”  

Hue Bradford has outstanding managerial skills as well as compassion for everyone which gives him a calming influence on others. He isn’t always the most knowledgeable person in the room; however, he could sit in a conference with complete strangers from varying backgrounds and get them all to work together for the common good, achieving more as a group than possible as individuals. Hue has a tremendous gift of negotiating powers. After serving in the U.S. Marine Corps., he had originally gone to school to become an attorney. He dropped out of college to pursue sales. He worked his way through the corporate ranks with common sense and a desire to succeed.  His ability to read people and capitalize during intense negotiations is legendary. David holds Hue in admiration at the same level as his father. At sixty-two years old, Hue has made a career out of getting people to understand the simple concept of compromise. Everyone walks away from the negotiating table satisfied with the outcome when he is involved. In fact, he has most people believing they have received the best deal possible. Hue knows when the cause dictates a fight and when it is worth more to pass on an offer. He gets the call when issues stagnate. He will push Marshall and Meyer personnel until a resolution is captured. His input is valued and respected at the highest level by the partners and the president of Marshall and Meyer.

THREE

––––––––
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ON THE FIRST SATURDAY in nearly four months that David did not go into the office, and he was still wide awake at five a.m. It felt wonderful for him to have coffee and read the morning newspaper sitting in the comfort of his own home. As he retrieved the newspaper, he noticed that the lawn looked like it could use another mowing and some fertilizer. The front yard had too many brown patches for David’s liking. He actually missed the good old days when he pushed the mower himself, but all the neighbors have lawn services, so they must have one as well according to his wife’s rules.

“What a surprise to see you home.” Teresa Patriot broke the morning silence as she entered the kitchen at 7:30 a.m. Teresa wore a red silk robe that was tied at the waist with a velvet belt. David was certain that he had not seen this garment before. This is definitely one he would not have forgotten.

“Wow, you look glamorous,” David commented pleasantly. David explained his Friday’s turn of events and the benefit of working late last night. 

“You get me all weekend!” he said.

A little blond head with spiky hair on one side and matted hair on the other peeking around the corner from the family room interrupted the brief grown-up conversation.  Danny, who will turn three years old next month on November eighteenth, was the Patriot’s only child, so far. There have been brief but meaningful conversations about attempting to add to the family. The discussions often ended on a positive note. However, David got busy at work, and Teresa enjoyed her social activities, neither pushed the issue. Danny was dragging a nylon bag filled with colorful wooden building blocks. He was ready to start his day of construction or destruction in the family room.

At 8:15a.m. the telephone rang. Teresa quickly picked up as if she were expecting a call to start her day. The conversation was momentary. The topic was the upcoming week’s social plans.

“That must be new,” David stated as he stared at Teresa.

“Yes, the robe is new,” Teresa said with a hint of defensiveness.  

David and Teresa finished breakfast while Danny played by himself in the family room. The tallest tower that he had constructed was almost four feet in height, consisting of as many as thirty blocks. He enjoyed the building and did not need parental verification to know it was great.

As David moved into the family room to play with Danny the telephone rang again. Now 8:45 a.m.

David overheard Teresa greet the caller as Mandy. Not a name that he could recall ever being mentioned by Teresa, but she did have an extensive social association.

“David has a lot of vacation time, which he can option for cash instead of actually taking days off work. We have made plans to cash it in and buy me the new Lexus that I want.” Teresa walked to the opposite side of the kitchen. 

David strained to hear more of the conversation to no avail. The combination of Teresa’s proximity in the kitchen and Danny’s chatter made it impossible to hear. David could only shake his head. He was never part of any discussion to take advantage of the vacation payment plan at work. He was definitely not involved in the discussion about buying a new car.

Teresa Patriot graduated from Northwestern University with a pre-law degree. She had previously worked as a paralegal at a well-established law firm in Chicago until the birth of Danny. David and Teresa met during their junior year of college. Although David found Teresa incredibly attractive from a distance, she was clearly the aggressor in the relationship. David assumed that the blond-haired, blue-eyed beautiful princess of a wealthy Gold Coast attorney was out of his league. Besides, he was focused on his studies. She set her sights on David because he was tall, handsome and had great financial potential, not necessarily in that order. She pursued the lifestyle that she knew David could provide for her more so than pursuing David the loving, caring, intelligent, handsome man. For David love came easy. The first time Teresa asked him out on a formal date, he was swept away. David admired Teresa as a gorgeous girl with a swimsuit model figure who could carry on an intelligent conversation. She was a pre-law graduate and could talk-the-talk. Law terms and situational elements of cases that she had studied rolled off her tongue like poetry when she wanted to be the center of attention. She does envision her family as picture perfect.  

David has some concerns over the conversation that he had heard. The pressure to better his family’s quality of life caused occasional insomnia. Every time they accumulate money in the savings account, some upgrade is necessary or desired by Teresa to keep up with the Jones. They moved three years ago in 2006, before Danny was born, so they could be in a better school district, a move that has put them in a tight financial situation with a high mortgage payment. The taxes are also extremely high for the Patriot’s income level. They now live in Barrington in a $635K four bedroom, three and a half bath 2400 square foot house with a full two car garage. It is the smallest house on the block. Teresa constantly reminds David of this fact. She does not let an opportunity pass without making a comment that they are running out of space. Teresa wanted the $750K five-bedroom semi-mansion two blocks away in their same subdivision. David won the financial negotiation for the smaller of the two homes. Somehow when David reflects on the entire new home buying experience, it does not feel like a victory. Teresa spends money faster than he can make it.  

David and Danny moved outside to play in the backyard. Teresa continued her telephone conversation as she made Danny breakfast. She moved past the kitchen window. David overheard more of the conversation.

“Oh, don’t forget I want to take you, Janet, and Cathy to the Club for lunch while the kids are at Arts and Crafts Class on Tuesday.” Teresa’s voice was barely audible. 

David tried to calculate the subtotal of Teresa’s morning spend. Vast purchases and leisure spending dominated her conversation. David estimated the amount somewhere around $65,000, and that is being conservative on the new car purchase price. The list he had enumerated could be summarized as; a new car, lunch with the girls at the Club, Arts and Crafts Class for Danny, and several times mentioned the Women’s Republican League. The financial significance of the Women’s League, a political/social organization that Teresa participates in as a Board of Directors Member, is that it has a membership requirement of nearly ten percent of the annual family income. The total sum is substantial, even by Teresa’s standards. 

David took a deep breath and closed his eyes to clear his mind. The telephone rang, yet again. Teresa was off to the races talking about shopping with her sister this week. David laughed a painful laugh, but it was all he could do to keep from screaming. At this point, David evaluated the option of confronting Teresa about her excessive spending and battle all weekend or keeping silent to enjoy a calm couple of days at home with the family.

“Ahhh, the quiet calm of being home on a Saturday,” David said sarcastically. “This is more stressful than being at the office.” He was looking out into space as his mind continued to dwell on their finances.

“DADDY, DADDY!” a piercing scream came from only ten feet away. 

Danny had run right into the corner of the steps. He had cut his knee. The wound would clearly require stitches. As Danny ran screaming toward his father, David started to assess the situation. David analyzed Danny’s knee, now trickling with blood, must have met the edge of the paver brick stairs with considerable force.

“Sit down and let me look at your knee, Buddy.” Danny’s pain and shock changed to intrigue as he took a deep mouthful of air. Danny bent over to examine his own knee, temporarily putting an end to the crying.

“Let me touch your leg. I need to get a good look at your knee,” David insisted serenely. “Good job Buddy. Sitting still and being brave will help Daddy a lot,” David said with encouragement. 

Danny’s lip quivered, but he did not shed another tear.

Teresa managed to separate herself from the ever-present telephone in her hand. She ran outside to investigate the cause of the commotion. She saw the blood on the steps and the little trail of dark red drops across the paver-brick patio to where David and Danny were now sitting.

David reassessed the need for stitches. He confirmed his first instinct after reviewing the depth of the cut. 

Teresa panicked. Her head was shaking back and forth in disapproval. She needed to know who to blame. A look of anger rolled across her brow.

David took command of the situation. 

“It will need stitches; the cut is deep and straight,” David said quietly to Teresa.

“Oh, Danny, it will be okay!” Teresa said as she wrapped her arms around him.

“Let me carry him into the kitchen.” 

As they were walking through the door, David told Teresa to get the first-aid kit out of the laundry room. 

“Ok, it’s on the shelf above the washing machine, isn’t it?” Teresa was shaking. Her voice quivered. She was notorious for quickly becoming unraveled when she was not in control. 

“Yes, or at least that is where it is supposed to be,” David shouted from the kitchen.

“It’s here!” Teresa called out.

“Open the first aid kit, set out the antibacterial cream and a bandage,” David ordered.

“I think it needs more than a bandage, David!” Teresa exclaimed.

“Yes, listen to me. When the bleeding stops, I will put a bandage on it, and we will take him to the emergency room.”  David continued to hold a washcloth on Danny’s knee. “In the first aid kit I put a doctor’s list. There should be directions to the hospital in the kit as well, if you ever need them.”

“Oh my God, it is still bleeding!” Teresa squirmed. “Look at all the blood!” The floor had drops of blood on the ivory ceramic tile. The blood that had streamed down Danny’s leg was already dry. The washcloth over the wound had absorbed some blood that made it appear to be saturated. It looked much worse than it really was. The direct pressure which David had applied was working just fine.

“Teresa, calm down. It will be fine. It’s really not that bad,” David said in a placid tone.

Teresa’s concern shifted to her social schedule. “This is terrible! I had so many plans this week that I will have to cancel. I just made plans with the ladies for lunch at The Club. I’m sure they won’t let me leave Danny at the daycare center with stitches. I am going to miss at least two committee meetings if I must stay home with him. This is not good; I need to be at those meetings. I have worked too hard to get a position of importance to miss two meetings in the same week. Damn it! This shouldn’t have happened!”  

“It’s not that bad, is it, Danny?” David shook his son’s leg playfully. He made sure he got Danny’s focus off Teresa’s outburst. David leaned his head within a few inches of Danny’s forehead. “I don’t know why girls are afraid of a little blood?”

Danny had thought about crying again. He assumed his mother’s anger was being directed toward him. David managed to successfully talk him out of tears.

“Okay, this looks good now. The bleeding has stopped. Let me put a bandage on the cut. I promise to be very careful. We can take a little ride to the Emergency Room. This is going to be cool.” David smiled at Danny as he spoke.

––––––––
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TWO HOURS, TWENTY MINUTES after they left the house for the ER, six cell phone call interruptions, which had to be taken, along with two more outbursts, and Teresa survived the tribulation. Despite his mother’s need for attention, Danny remained the ideal patient. Not a single tear or even a whimper during the car ride, exam, or while the young medical intern stitched up his wound.  

Danny fell asleep in the car on the way home from the hospital. The trauma was over. With six stitches in his little knee, Danny would be restricted from much activity for two weeks. 

Children’s wounds heal quickly. It is the parent’s memory of the event that requires considerable time to fade. 

“I can’t believe you were so unemotional. It was as if you had rehearsed the entire process.” Teresa whispered so as not to wake up Danny in the back seat. “Weren’t you worried about your son?” Teresa asked.

“You have to analyze the situation, assess the problem and the actual circumstances, instead of overreacting to what doesn’t exist,” David explained.

“Not everyone is as logical as you. Some of us humans are emotional,” Teresa commented snidely. 

“Oh, I know how worried you were that this would cause a deviation to your social plans.” David knew it was a cheap shot, and that Teresa was upset when she made the earlier comment, but he could not let it go unnoted.  

“You know that came out wrong when I said it! I was very worried about Danny. I was upset when I said that!” Teresa defended herself.

“There is no need to get that upset. You should not allow yourself to be so overwhelmed with emotion; Children are going to get hurt; doctors are trained to heal wounds; the simple process is obvious. We needed to introduce them to one another,” David preached. 

“Let me record all of this just in case I want to write a textbook one day. We are not at the office. You can speak like someone our age.” Teresa thought for sure her smart ass remark would anger David, but she got no response. 

“Are you for real?” Teresa laughed and shook her head in disbelief. “You have no sensitivity, I swear it, NONE!”

“Danny is fine. I knew he would be.” David said almost talking down to Teresa.

“Sometimes, I wonder what it would take to break through that emotional shell of yours.” Teresa continued to ask David questions about his childhood. Questions were asked to attempt to find out if any emotional events had a significant, enduring impact.  

After twenty minutes, David could see where this was heading. “Please don’t turn this into another psycho-analysis equivalent to the one which you subjected me to after my mother’s funeral.” David just wanted the conversation to end, however, he knew it would stretch into a weeklong inquiry.

“But everyone cries at their mother’s funeral. It’s natural.” Teresa could so vividly remember David’s demeanor the day of the funeral. She could remember it because it was the same as the other 365 days that year. No change. “It’s not healthy to hold back your feelings. It’s just not healthy.”

David usually runs a mental analysis of cause and effect before reacting to a particular situation. A rationality trait from his father combined with a nurtured instinct that he developed based on the need for stability and control in business decisions that involve other people’s money.

David tried to change the subject. “How is Danny doing at daycare?”

“I think Brenda, one of the teacher’s aides, said he recited the alphabet. I’m not sure, at least, I think that is what she said.” Teresa was unsure and a little embarrassed. She did not take too much of an interest in Danny outside of his health or how the need to care for him forced adjustments in her schedule.

David’s disbelief at Teresa’s comment made him extremely disappointed. To him, having his three-year-old son recite the alphabet was a noteworthy event.

Teresa started to make some lunch while David situated Danny on the soft, tan leather couch. David made Danny comfortable by stacking pillows all around him. He then started Danny’s favorite movie, Cars.  

David explained the doctor’s instructions to Danny, “No running, jumping, or even taking a bath for the next seven to ten days.” 

Danny nodded his head with reluctant approval of the plan. 

David could tell he would much rather run and jump than sit around for days. “We’ll get some lunch in a minute. You can eat out here while watching your movie.” David patted Danny on the head.

Teresa finished preparing the sandwiches for lunch. She set up a serving tray to take into the family room. Grilled cheese sandwiches accompanied by potato chips and carrot sticks would make a sufficient feel-good meal for Danny.  

As David passed by the front window the glare of sun from the postal truck struck his eye. He slipped his shoes on and walked outside to the mailbox to retrieve the day’s mail. The sun was bright but high in the autumn sky, so the rays delivered little warmth. It was definitely jacket-weather. David returned, sat at the kitchen table, and went through the few envelopes they received. David opened the envelope from the mortgage company first as it looked to require special remittance. It was a late-notice indicating a mortgage payment was not made for the previous month. Before falsely accusing Teresa of neglecting her duties of paying the monthly bills David chose to investigate the situation further. He went into the den so that he could review the check book and payment statements. The checkbook register had no mortgage payment entry for the prior month. It did, however, have a five-thousand-dollar entry to The Bess Heartly Foundation.  

With all the evidence at hand, David confronted Teresa. Now at 1:30 p.m., everyone was exhausted from the morning. Neither Teresa nor David had eaten anything yet. Danny was into his second sandwich. David knew better than to have a confrontation while both parties were nutrient deprived, but he did anyway.

“Teresa, in today’s mail, there is a late notice with interest due on last month’s mortgage payment.” David watched for any telling expression from Teresa. None came. The only appearance was a blank stare. 
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