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“What do you think of that idea, Ms Deakins,” I asked.

“Just between us, it’s crap. If you can come up with a better idea before they go too far
with this nonsense, be sure to call me.”

Now I knew why she had decided to meet with us alone. She didn’t want any
witnesses from her own shop when she skewered this idée fixe.

“We'll give it a lot of very intelligent thought, Ms Deakins,” I offered. “By the way,” I
continued, “you have given us only a general indication of what you want done. It is
important in our company culture to be sure we understand a customer’s goals near to
perfection. That way, we are much more likely to have a pleased customer. So with our
bid we will spell out in as much detail as we can, without going totally overboard, what
we think you want. This is to minimize the chance of any misunderstanding. So we
urge you to carefully review our bid to be sure we are proposing what you want. When
this is all over, we still want to be friends.”

“Well naow, thet’s raht smart of you-all,” she cooed, lapsing into a deep Texan drawl.
“Ah’d wanta do the same iffn I wuz you.”

We chatted a bit longer, and then she told us she had a meeting to attend. She enquired
about our return flight, which didn’t depart until 1830 hours that evening, and
wondered if maybe we wouldn’t like to get back to LAX earlier. We admitted that we’d
like that, and shortly after she left us, a perky young blonde girl, thin as a toothpick,
with her hair in an impossibly tight bun and wearing a sharp blue business suit came in
and collected our tickets. Fewer than thirty minutes later, she came back with new ones
for a flight that left at 1335 hours. I asked the blonde girl if there were any extra
charges, and she said no. I had hoped for upgrades to first class, but no such luck.

On the flight to LAX I sat with Dick Contra and congratulated him on his engagement
to Dr Sam. His first comment, after thanking me, was that the women of SEIC had a
near perfect communication network, masterminded by Clare. She knew every one of
them by name and communicated with them regularly. She collected all of their gossip.
Tell one of them anything at all, and within hours, perhaps minutes, all of them knew
about it. She was even a sort of den mother, especially to the younger ones.

I told him I had noticed that. I asked him if Clare had engineered his getting to know
Dr Sam. She had. They both had been invited to a backyard barbecue at Clare’s house.
I then guessed that any thoughts I may have had of getting close to Dr Sam were
doomed to failure. Clare had already picked Dr Sam’s future husband, and interference
would not be tolerated. I asked Dick if he knew of any other couples at SEIC that Clare
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had brought together. He said that Dr Sam had told him she had somebody in mind for
Amalia Fernandez.

“Did she say who?” I wanted to know.

“Nope,” he answered. “I have no idea. That Amalia girl may be hard for her to place. I
hear she’s a bit of an ice queen.”

“Yeah, I can imagine that she has that reputation.”

I also told Dick that he needed to communicate with Ms Deakin’s people to be sure our
contract with them was properly structured and nothing got left out. I didn’t want any
hiccups over language during negotiations. It might be hard enough just to get the
price we wanted. He promised that he would.
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Chapter 6

Back in Torrance, Dr Sam, proudly showing me her beautiful engagement ring while
Amalia looked on admiringly, also gave me the good news that the overall average kill
probability had crept up from 87% to just over 88%. For the most difficult of the
images, it was 34%. I asked to see that low scoring image.

At first, I couldn’t tell what it was. Dr Sam wasn't sure, but she thought it was a
multicolored quilt draped over two parallel clothes lines spaced about two feet apart.
The quilt was hung a bit skewed, so you could see all of the near side, and a corner of
the far side. The little red triangle was on the part of the far side that was visible. The
reticule was dead center on the near side.

I remembered that Ben Charles, the project manager of Luminous Fog at Lokmart, had
said that his worst case numbers were much higher, 60% as I recalled. Ours was about
half that, yet our overall average was higher, which meant that our search method
worked much, much better with really good images than his did, but much worse with
poor images.

I asked Dr Sam if she remembered that conversation with Ben, and she did not, but
Amalia said she did, and that we ought to confirm it with Ben. Before we did that, I
said, we ought to think whether the Air Force would like a high average better, or a low
variance.

Amalia said that was a dangerous way to look at the problem. We were in a
competition with Lokmart. They were better than us with poor images, but not as good
with good ones. It might turn out to be much easier for them to make improvements
for good images, than for us to make improvements for bad images.

I fancy myself very good at thinking tactically, but she had me on that one. Dr Sam
agreed with Amalia. Somehow our method took advantage of “good” images, but was
poor with “bad” ones. What, I wondered made an image good or bad? Then I
remembered something Amalia had said, something about symmetry. An airplane had
a certain symmetry. So did a missile, a ship, a person, or a car. A quilt draped over a
couple of clotheslines and somewhat skewed had no symmetry. Could that be the
difference between our method and Lokmart’s?

I suggested it, and both women jumped on it immediately. “Yes!” said Dr Sam. “That
must be it. If an object in the image has mirror image symmetry, or certain other forms
of symmetry, our method quickly detects that and takes advantage of it. It speeds up
convergence of the algorithm. If the object has no symmetry, our method crawls along
slowly and may wind up with an inaccurate solution.”
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“Yeah,” piped up Amalia, “they must have an algorithm that does not use symmetry,
but somehow runs faster than ours when there is no symmetry.”

“I'll bet it's the jump parameter,” said Dr Sam. “I'll bet we’ve got it set too low.”

“Maybe,” said Amalia, “but instead of fooling around trying to find an optimum value
for it, why not just run parallel solutions using, say, ten different values for it? We use
the best solution. We have plenty of computing power.”

“Yeah!” said Dr Sam, “let’s try that right now.”

Dr Sam swung around, grabbed me, and planted a big wet kiss on my cheek. Amalia
grabbed her and pulled her away, yelling, “Hey, you, you're engaged.”

“I just wanted to thank him, ninny,” yelled normally diffident Dr Sam. “He may have
saved our bacon.”

“I'll thank him for both of us,” yelled Amalia, grabbing me and planting a big wet kiss
squarely on my lips. She gave me a silly grin which I interpreted as saying “Now I'm
one up on you.” My immediate thought was, where did the idea come from that
Amalia was an ice queen? Thermodynamically, she was more like a volcano with a thin
coating of ice. A very thin coating, prone to sudden localized melting.

No sooner had I gotten my official thanks, than I was hustled from the room. They said
they needed to work on their algorithms. I walked away wondering if I could possibly
think up any more magical solutions for slow running algorithms. The rewards were
spectacular.

I dropped in on Dr Carl Mossman, and discussed with him what had happened in D.C.
He agreed that we should suggest a solution to the back room theft problem. Not only
that, I offered, we should integrate it if we could with the solution we already had
worked out for the carousel theft problem. Could we, for example, design the SEIC/ID
that went on a piece of luggage to have a thin metal strap that encircled the luggage
such that you could not open the luggage without cutting the strap? And if you cut the
strap, it would be detected by a sensor located in the back room that would trigger an
alarm.

I left Dr Mossman to struggle with that idea and other potential designs, but suggested
it would be to our great benefit to propose a solution in less than two weeks. I wanted
to get our approach into the hopper before the airlines could do much by way of
implementing their Insured Check solution. I promised to check back with him in a
couple of days to see what he could come up with.
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Curious about how Billy and Chuck Waverly were doing, I walked back to that shop. I
spotted Dr Sam and Amalia in the 7-11 next door drinking Slurpees or some such
concoction. They waved at me and came charging out to intercept me.

“Guess what?” Amalia asked. “Your idea worked. The overall average KP is up to 92%
and the quilt on the clotheslines is at 74%. Do we declare victory and put the rest of the
$200K in our pocket? Or do we keep pushing it?”

“What do you recommend, Miss Project Manager?” It was as good a time as any to get
Amalia used to thinking like a project manager.

“We’ve only used up about $5K. We have another $195K to play with. I say we keep
pushing it. We may build up an advantage that our competition could never beat.”

“OK,” I said. “Now compare that logic to this logic. Almost certainly we are ahead of
the competition on KP right now and also we are considerably better than the colonel’s
goal. So we give the colonel the good news, and ask to be immediately given the follow
on contract we talked about. Remember, he thinks it best to get us involved ASAP.
He’s going to have to scrape the bottom of his barrel to find the money, so we offer to
apply the rest of the $200K to the follow on to make things easier for him. That lets us
get started right away, even without a new contract.

“One other thing,” I added, “our average engineering burdened labor rate is probably
at least ten percent lower than our competition. There are several benefits to the colonel
in going with us right now. “

“Wow!” said Amalia. “I'm going to have to work on my project management skills.
Anything else?”

“Yep. The colonel probably has downstream work that has not yet been contracted out.
The sooner we get a full project briefing, the sooner we can identify that work and start
positioning ourselves to get it. The longer we wait, the more likely the colonel will give
it to somebody else. So why don’t you two ladies start writing your final report this
afternoon?”

The day had pretty well wound down, so I skipped looking in on Billy and Chuck and
headed for my boat. On the way, my cell phone started buzzing. It was Dr Carl
Mossman.

“Mark!” he said. There was excitement in his voice. I asked him what was going on.

“1 think I have the back room theft solution.”
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“ And what is that,” I asked.

“It’s kind of like you said. Right now ticket agents print baggage tags with bar codes on
them. To replace that, we provide ticket agents with our SEIC/ID device. It has a blank
paper tag on it, and a length of insulated copper wire hanging from it. The ticket agent
also has a battery operated multipurpose device which we design. She, or he, passes
the wire around the bag, and inserts the end into a hole in the SEIC/ID device. The
whole SEIC device is placed inside the multipurpose device, and a trigger is pulled.

The bar code and passenger name are printed on the tag; the wire is trimmed and an
electrical connection made, and there you have it. The bag cannot be opened without
cutting the wire. If the wire is cut in the back room, an alarm rings.”

“Carl, I vaguely get it, but not entirely. Can we make a demo model, without the RFID
electronics and test the concept?”

“Yes. I've sort of sketched it, but we really ought to have a mechanical engineer look at
it, preferably one with printer design experience.”

“Do you know one?”

“No.”

“I'll scrounge one up and have him or her report to you.”
“OK.”

Once I reached my boat, I sent Dr Phillips and Raymond an e-mail telling them the
good news on the Luminous Fog project. Then I e-mailed Billy and Leon and asked
them to poll all of the engineers and all of the physicists in the company right away and
ask them if any of them had experience in designing printers.

A half hour later Billy called. One of the guys in the EOS shop had done some printer
work a couple of years back at a major printer house. I had him on his way to see Carl
Mossman immediately. Iresolved that SEIC would have a skills inventory ASAP.

I was just about to make myself a tuna salad when my phone rang. Amalia and Dr Sam
and Dick Contra wanted me to go out to dinner with them to celebrate. Sounds like
fun, I thought, as I put the salad fixings back in my tiny refrigerator. Safety in numbers.

Somebody saw us and reported us to Clare the next day. Isaid it wasn’t a date; we

were just celebrating our success with the Luminous Fog project. She just smiled at me
and said “Uh huh.”
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Next day we electronically transmitted our final report on the Luminous Fog project.
After getting permission from Dr Phillips, I called Colonel Rankin and gave him the
good news, and suggested an early full briefing on the project so that we could get
started soon. He wanted to see a live demonstration in our shop, and if it was as good
as we said, we would get our briefing.

I immediately called Amalia and asked her to set up the demo for the following week,
on Tuesday, in the main conference room. I didn’t want the colonel to see our shabby
strip mall operation. It could detract from his mental image of us.

Also, having it in the main conference room would make it convenient to introduce the
colonel to Dr Phillips, whose office was next door. Dr Phillips, to my mind, was a real
asset to SEIC. Aside from being highly intelligent and well educated, he was the
archetypal Georgia southern gentleman, courteous and well spoken, and even
handsome in an old fashioned kind of way. Meeting him would surely give the colonel
the impression that SEIC was solid and well managed, even though they had a loose
cannon like me on staff.

Two days from now was Saturday, so I asked Amalia if she was available to do some
work on the boat. She was. Since I had been travelling part of the week, my
accomplishments on my assigned tasks were practically nil, so I resolved to spend
Friday trying to catch up, lest Amalia get ahead of me and make me look incompetent.

Going over the list we had made the previous weekend, I selected items numbered 3, 5,
and 12 to work on:

3. Integrate the cost analysis function more closely with the BDT for faster cost analysis
support of new projects.

5. Create a project accounting system that daily feeds back to the project manager
status of all positive and negative goals.

12. Establish a process for project cost discipline.

I figured that on the first one I needed some time with Nick Parama, and on the second
one with Raymond, so I made Friday appointments with them both. On the last one, I
tigured I could handle that myself. The “Bid to Win!” book had a pretty good story on
that one.

In my early morning meeting with Nick, our lead cost guy, I first reviewed what the
BDT was supposed to do. Then I explained that I was hoping to tighten up
coordination between the BDT and his cost shop, without adding another traveler to the
BDT list. I asked him what he thought was the best way to do that. He suggested that
he prepare a form for the BDT to take with them. In the evening after they met with a
prospective customer, the BDT would complete the form and e-mail it to him. As new
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information developed, the form could be updated. Then, when the BDT returned from
the trip, they could meet with him, and a pricing strategy could be agreed on. That
seemed like a simple, straightforward arrangement to me, so I asked him to build the
form and send it to me.

It didn’t go quite as smoothly with Raymond. As I think I mentioned elsewhere,
Raymond has an MBA degree and is a CPA. He really knows his accounting.
Raymond also thinks very traditionally, and I'm more freewheeling. That’s why I like
the book “Bid to Win!” It’s kind of freewheeling too. To understand why it didn’t go
smoothly with Raymond, let’s recall the task I had set myself, which I got out of the
book (paraphrased): Create a project accounting system that daily feeds back to the project
manager status of all positive and negative goals.

See that word “accounting”? Raymond already had in place his vision of a cost
accounting system for all ongoing projects in SEIC. It was typical of systems invented
by accountants. It involved distinct “charge numbers” for each task. It required each
employee (and each consultant, too) to fill out and submit by e-mail twice a month a
time sheet detailing hours logged against each charge number. About three days after
the time sheets were submitted, Raymond would publish a report showing the period
charges and the cumulative charges against each charge number.

In effect, every two weeks, approximately, each manager got a report from Raymond
showing what happened over a two week period three days past the end of it. That was
deemed good enough for most of our projects because we didn’t have any big
complicated ones, where what happened in one day needed to known the very next
day. Raymond didn’t understand the need for next day cost reporting. Truth be said,
most big complex projects don’t have next day cost reporting, which to my mind is one
reason they get into trouble.

Raymond also wanted to know, quote: “What's this crap about positive and negative
goals?” In fairness to Raymond, if you haven’t read the “Bid to Win!” book, you
wouldn’t know. It’s not covered in any accounting course I ever heard of.

Here’s the deal. The book speaks of two types of project goals, positive and negative.
Positive goals are all of the things the customer wants you to accomplish in the project.
The book assumes that you have extracted them into an organized database from
whatever documents or other communications you have had with the customer. The
book also assumes that you have carefully combed through them and have resolved
any conflicts or ambiguities.

Negative goals are what the customer is not willing to give up in order to accomplish
the positive goals. Said another way, they are the project constraints. Raymond’s
project cost reports deal with the cost constraints, but generally there are other kinds,
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such as schedule constraints, perhaps constraints dealing with labor laws, use of
prohibited materials, access to certain areas, and so forth.

The project manager wanting to know how he is doing with respect to what the
customer wants, as expressed in the positive and negative goals, will get part of that
from Raymond, after some delay, in the form of his cost reports. If he wants to know
the rest of it, the project manager has to organize his or her own data collection system.
I explained to Raymond that it would be beneficial to project managers if all of the
information came from one source, and came daily. The source should logically have a
name something like Business Services. “And by the way, Raymond,” I said, “I think
that’s what you call your organization.”

Raymond gave me a look like an animal that is about to be slaughtered. “Mark,” he
said, “to report all that stuff daily I would need ten more people.”

“Not really, Raymond,” I responded. “Think about it. Let’s designate everyone who
charges to a project a “correspondent.” Each correspondent is made responsible for
reporting his or her hours daily. With all of the computers we have around here,
reporting your hours daily is not a difficult thing to do. Given the right software, the
hours would be automatically compiled into your cost report, untouched by you or
your people. Same for materials purchases. That takes care of the cost constraints.

“For each other constraint, we designate a special correspondent. Daily, he or she looks
to make sure it is still being observed, or is at hazard of not being observed, and files a
report by computer. Your people never have to touch it beyond pushing the button that
publishes it. The positive goal correspondents are the various lead engineers. A lead
engineer is assigned responsibility for each positive goal. Each day he files a brief report
describing our progress, or lack of it. All this goes into a single big database. Each
project manager gets a daily situation report. People like Dr Phillips get a bigger,
company-wide synopsis.

“Raymond, before computers we couldn’t hope to manage projects this way. Now we
can. Iask, why aren’t we?”

“Maybe,” rebutted Raymond, “it’s because we don’t need to? Maybe what we are
doing is good enough?”

“I submit, Raymond, if it was good enough, why is the failure rate on major, complex
projects something like 30%?”

“Well, you may have a point there. Maybe one reason for all of the failures is that
things slip through cracks. Somewhere along there you mentioned given the right



Page 105 of 137

software. We sure don’t have that. I have software sales people knocking on my door
all the time and I can’t remember anybody selling what you're talking about.”

“You are right about that, Raymond. Tell you what. Why don’t I ask Amalia to have
Chuna come talk to you and nail down the requirements for this software? Her shop
may be able to get there by some customization of a standard database program.”

“Chuna? Who is Chuna?”

“Raymond, Chuna is the African-American lady who works for Amalia. She’s pretty
sharp.”

Two tasks down and one to go. After I re-read the section in “Bid to Win!” about
maintaining cost discipline, I decided that was all  needed. I would just write a memo
essentially saying what the book said.

I was standing on the deck of Deal Closed Saturday morning waiting for her when
Amalia showed up promptly at 0900 hours. Somebody, I thought, did a good job of
raising that girl. The forecast was for a hot day inland and fairly warm even at the
beaches. Amalia was wearing a long sleeved light blue T-shirt with darker blue knee
length shorts, and a broad brimmed straw hat. This girl always dressed attractively,
whatever the occasion. Or maybe it was just that she looked great to my eyes in
whatever she was wearing.

“I sunburn rather easily,” she said, “so if you want to go sailing later I'm prepared.”
She indicated her long sleeves. “I also brought my favorite suntan lotion.” She
indicated the colorful little beach bag she was carrying.

“Did you bring your Mace?” I asked, straight-faced.

“That, too,” she answered, just as straight-faced. “With all of your traveling, did you
get anything done on your assignments?”

“A bit,”  answered. “Let’s go below and I'll tell you about it.”

I told her about my talk with Nick Parama, and the project cost input form he had
promised to develop. Then I told her about my struggle with Raymond Morton. I
asked her to please call Raymond and make an appointment with him for Chuna to
come talk about a database to capture daily reports of all positive and negative goals for
every project.

She said that Chuna was pretty good, but that she was a bit shy and having to talk to a
company director might be a tad intimidating to her. She said she would go with
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Chuna to make sure the interview went well, and then she would let Chuna work the
problem on her own. It seemed to Amalia that the task was not formidable. My
perception that it could be done with a fairly simple database structure was probably
correct.

I also told her that the book “Bid to Win!” was pretty explicit on the subject of cost
discipline, and that all I was doing was writing a memo based on what the book said to
do. Having read the entire book, she agreed,

She then told me that she had worked tasks 4, 6, 7, and 8:

4. Create a database for organizing and storing project positive and negative goals for
easy reference by project personnel.

6. Set up a system for measuring customer value judgments and our responsiveness to
them.

7. Establish a checklist of good proposal practices and train staff to follow them.

8. Establish a process for detecting and removing ambiguities and conflicts from
project goals.

We discussed number 4 briefly and decided that it was really part of what we were
already going to give Chuna to do.

Amalia said she had read what the “Bid to Win!” book had to say about number 6 and
thought we could do something a bit simpler but still effective. Her thought was that in
the database created by number 4 we would have columns for the BDT members to
record their votes on the relative importance to the customer of each goal, positive and
negative. As for our responsiveness to them, she proposed having the cost people (Nick
Parama’s shop) make those entries. That approach sounded reasonable to me.

With regard to number 7, she had gone through the “Bid to Win!” book and created a
file summarizing all of the good proposal practices. As for training people to use them,
she wasn’t sure how to approach that. I told her I was currently thinking my way
through a reorganization plan for the company, and was thinking of creating a sort of
training department. I also mentioned that Dr Sam had once told me that she used to
do training for another company, and I was wondering if Dr Sam would be interested
in managing such a department for SEIC.

Amalia thought she might, but it would be best to ask her. I cautioned Amalia not to
ask her roommate just yet because I had yet to present the reorganization plan to Dr
Phillips. We should have his go ahead before any disclosures are made.

With regard to number 8, it seemed to Amalia that the “process” need not be any more
complex than just assigning the right person or persons to go through the database of
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positive and negative goals and looking for ambiguities and conflicts. I asked who
should do that, and she gave, in my opinion, the perfect answer: our lawyer Dick
Contra. It was a lawyerly kind of chore.

Amalia again wanted to know my thinking on reorganizing the company and I tried
hard to put her off on that subject. I was afraid she would leak it to somebody, maybe
Clare, and I bravely told her so. Having it leaked would be terrible. Dr Phillips would
be furious.

She then got more than a little angry with me. She said she understood that and would
never break a confidence of that kind. She knew that Clare ran a gossip collection
network, but that she, Amalia, would never put company confidential information into
Clare’s network.

After she gave me her solemn
Parent VP & General o Engineering promise, I relented. After all, I was
Cor poration Manager W Iy Laboratory . .
e : sharing all of my other planning
Director Deputy Drector chnical information with her, and was
Business Director Mfg General Product Staff . .
Services Manager Development @ counting on her to be available for
project manager duty when we
Support to Project Training .
ongoing Managers Utility Started gettlng new Work.
projects
Assigned Project Mgr . .
A proposal I project I had made a little chart which I
Gl feam ean pulled up on my computer (see
Delivery nearby). Ilet her just stare at it for
*BDT members: Deputy General Manager, Director Business Services, Legal Counsel, aWhlle/ Soaklng lt up
and assigned Technology Specialists.
After awhile, she said, “Wow! This

is way different than what we have now. But some things are the same. Business
Services seems to be intact, and so does Manufacturing, but Billy and Mossman and all
the other engineers, do they all get lumped into this Technical Staff box? And my
programmers too? And this Training Utility is that what you have in mind for Dr
Sam?”

“Amalia, if I may, my rationale is key here. Right now we are organized to do a bunch
of little projects. This is an attempt at an organization that is better suited to taking on
some big ones as well. Let’s start with the BDT. It has the same function it has now, to
bring in new business. When a proposal is in order, it gets done by an ad hoc proposal
team, working under an assigned Project Manager. Most members of the proposal team
will be pulled from the Technical Staff, selectively, as needed. One or two may be
pulled from the Science Advisory Panel.”

“Who will be on that science panel?”
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“Humphries Cochrum will probably be its chairman. Another likely member is
Waverly, that guy we brought in from Massachusetts. Other members are still TBD.
There may be as many as five or six of them. Their main role will be to keep us current
on new technology.

“Anyway,” I continued, “if a contract is awarded, the job passes from the Proposal
Team to the Project Team. The Project Team is responsible for delivery of product to
the customer.”

“Where do the Project Managers come from?” Amalia asked.

“As we discussed with my dad and mom, we will have to train a few and have them
ready to go. They, and the members of the technical staff, will report to the Director of
Product Development.”

“Who do you have in mind for that?”

“You, Amalia. There will be some objections, but I think ultimately it will sell.”

She looked dubious. “Nice thought, Mark, but I think it’s a stretch. I'm all about
software, and SEIC is really about hardware, in case you hadn’t noticed.”

“Actually, Amalia, it's about making profits; not huge ones but profits. To make a
profit, you need to complete projects successfully, and you are good at that. You have
managed the Fog project very successfully, and you are now playing a leading role in
reorganizing the company. That’s what you and I are doing today, and I intend to see
that you get credit for that. Moreover, it looks like the follow on to Fog will be our first
major project, and you will get that assignment, I'm confident.

“I'll believe it when I see it,” she said. “Who is this Deputy General Manager?”

“That depends,” I said. “If I decide to stay with the company, I will ask Dr Phillips for
the job. If I decide to go back to free lance consulting, it will be up to Dr Phillips to pick
someone.”

“Why go back to consulting? Deputy General Manager would be a plum job.”

“Tell you what, let’s take the boat sailing, and I'll answer that question.”

Thirty minutes later we had the Deal Closed out beyond the incoming shallow water
rollers, and I was steering in the general direction of Catalina Island.

“Well,” she said, “tell me why would you want to go back to consulting?”
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“Two reasons, Amalia. One is that I could continue to earn what I earn now. Maybe
even more. Dr Phillips won’t pay me as much if I was his deputy as I can get
consulting. The other reason is that it would limit one of my options.”

“Which option?”

“I would have to pick a girlfriend who doesn’t work at SEIC. I have a rule, as you
know, against workplace romances.”

She stared at me for maybe twenty seconds as her mathematically proficient brain
processed that information, then reprocessed it just to be sure. Finally she said, “That
would only be relevant if you had in mind a girl at SEIC. Do you?”

IIYes'II

“Are you going to tell me who?”

“Unless your feminine intuition is totally out of whack you are well aware of that. I'm
talking about a girl from whom I've already stolen a couple of kisses and from whom I
am hoping for many more for free.”

Another twenty seconds of silence. “My feminine intuition has been meaning to talk to
you about that. First of all, I have the same rule about workplace romances. Second, be
advised there’s no such thing as free kisses, at least not from me; they have a price
called love. Third, I noticed that my roommate’s workplace romance turned out very
well. It looks like there may be exceptions to the rule.”

“That’s a possibility.”

“The trick seems to be complete secrecy until an engagement is announced.”

“You told me you were very good at keeping secrets. I guess I'd have to trust you.”

“And I'd have to trust you. You must understand, Mark. I'm family oriented. I'm not
interested in anything casual.”

“Neither am 1.”
“Then do we have a deal? Are we officially at stage 1, boyfriend/ girlfriend?”

“What boat are we sailing on?”
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“Deal Closed.”

“Yes, then. Deal closed. We are officially at stage 1. And I do love you, so I deserve a
kiss.” There, I said it. It felt good.

I took my hand off the tiller, grabbed her, pulled her to me, and kissed her, as the
romance novelists say, with passion. About three seconds later, the mainsail jibed
violently, and we were both tossed hard against the port gunwale. Fortunately, we
were wearing safety lines and nothing broke, at least nothing topside, including us, and
I quickly regained control of the boat.

We untangled ourselves. She looked at me and grinned. “Wow! That was some kiss!”
“Remember that,” I said. “We'll have something to tell our grandkids.”

On the way back to Long Beach, we both admitted to each other that we had been
mutually attracted from first meeting. We also both recognized that Clare had been
trying to push us together, but of all people, the secret had to be kept from her. It had
to be kept from Dr Sam, too. That might be a little hard because Dr Sam had been more
than a little curious about where Amalia had disappeared to all day last Saturday.
Amalia had said she was seeing relatives.

We discussed ways of being sure the secret didn’t leak out. The marina didn’t seem to
be a hangout for anyone who worked at SEIC, so we felt comfortable continuing to
work on the boat. Signs of affection at work were absolutely out of the question, even
on telephone calls. Too risky. Dates for movies, dinners out, and the like, had to be at
places far from Torrance. Except for the marina (we hoped), not even Long Beach was
safe - too close to Torrance.

We agreed not to get engaged for about six months, to give ourselves time to be sure we
both wanted a lifetime together. We also agreed that I would try hard to get Dr Phillips
to agree to the reorganization, and that we would push for us getting both of the jobs
we had in mind.

When we got back to the marina we had dinner at the little Italian restaurant nearby.
We deemed it an unlikely place for an SEIC employee to hang out. We ordered wine
and toasted our fourth anniversary - four hours of being boyfriend/ girlfriend --
officially. People in love do such silly things, even people in their 30’s.

Back at the boat, she agreed to stay the night. The boat has four bunks, all of them
much too small for two people, and she reminded me she had Mace. I think she was
kidding but I'll never be sure. That would let us get an earlier start on work Sunday
morning, and save her the drive to her apartment and back.
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There was one minor problem but I solved it by loaning her a pair of my PJs, which
were four or five sizes too big for her. I also gave her a new toothbrush that I had
recently bought but had not yet unwrapped. Aside from that, everything went
smoothly.

Teasing, I told her that if we were going to make it to marriage at some point, I expected
the toothpaste lid always to be firmly screwed back on. That was a firm, non-negotiable
requirement. Guess what? She left the lid off entirely. When I called it to her attention,
her answer between swipes at her teeth with the toothbrush was brief and to the point:
“Partner, not slave.” Sounded just like something my mom would say to my dad. I felt
right at home. I was used to being around so-called strong women.

After a breakfast of sausage and scrambled eggs, cooked by me and liberally sprinkled
with my favorite Mexican hot sauce, we got back to work. She had more questions
about my new proposed organization chart.

“This Training Utility. What is that exactly?”

“As I see it, it works like this. If anybody in the Technical Staff runs out of project work,
they automatically report to the Training Utility, which could well be run by your
roommate, if she’s interested. The Training Utility will offer a variety of short classes
on technical subjects, company policy, and so on, so someone assigned there could be
either a student or a teacher depending on circumstances. If they are needed on a
project, they leave the Training Utility and go back to the project that needs them. No
labor hour is ever wasted at the SEIC I envision. You are either doing something useful
you already know how to do, or you are learning to do something new that is useful, or
you are training somebody else. SEIC would be a true learning organization.”

“Cool!” said my new and official girlfriend, of whom I was so proud I could bust. “I
really like that. You know, Mark, we're going to have really smart kids.” She blew me
an air kiss.

“Are you flirting with me?”

“A little.”

“I hope you still have your Mace.” She ignored that comment.

“Tell me about the Engineering Laboratory. I promise to listen and not flirt.” So much
for the ice queen theory.
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“The lab is the place where all engineering experiments get done. Prototypes will be
fabricated and tested there. I'm thinking Billy should run it.”

“Billy would be a great choice for that. He is so creative.”

“My thought exactly. I've pretty much covered the org chart. Do you have any other
questions, official girlfriend?”

“Yes, official boyfriend. Where do you plan to put all these people and all this stuff?”

“I noticed that the building your software group is in always has a sign up offering
office space to rent or lease. I contacted the property management company, and it
turns out that they have a high vacancy rate in that old building. They said they could
make us a very good deal on the top three floors. A bank has the first floor, and all of
the other tenants can be moved to the second floor, leaving the top three free for us. So
your software group can stay right where it is. Right next to your group will be a
vacant corner office, which you can have. Raymond can have a corner office, and so can
I, and of course so will Dr Phillips. There will be eight other corner offices we can
spread around to other senior people. The property management company will remove
some interior non-load bearing walls to make room for the engineering lab.

“I hired an architect to look at it. The building is old, but it meets all of the code
requirements including the latest earthquake stuff. The only thing that will be separate
is Jerry’s factory, which will be a 1.5 mile drive away. I'm thinking we could have one
secretary on standby to be a driver if anybody needed to go to the factory. We would
lease an SUV for that purpose.”

“I guess that’s what I saw in you,” said my official girlfriend.
“What?” I said.

“You're such a take charge guy. Also, so honest and straightforward. You always tell it
like it is.”

“Being honest and straightforward, I cannot say without us both blushing what
attracted me to you.”

“Men!” she snapped. “I don’t want to hear it! Here is your official party line if any of
your male buddies ask. You cherish me because I am sweet, gentle, kind, loyal, smart,
and always the perfect lady. I don’t want to hear any male crudities from you, Mark.
Love and marriage are sacred. Would your dad talk that way about your mom?”

“No, ma’'m.” I was deservedly abashed.
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Amalia went back to her apartment about 2300 hours Sunday evening. I hoped she had
a good story for Dr Sam about what she was doing all weekend. I also hoped Dr Sam
didn’t notice the little pink whisker burn on Amalia’s chin from excessive smooching.

It wasn’t until much later when we had been married for about five years that Amalia
admitted to me that no sooner had she arrived at her apartment than Dr Sam wanted to
know where she had been, and noticed the little pink spot on her chin. “OK, who is
he?” she demanded. “And don’t give me that stuff about relatives.”

“My future husband,” Amalia had said.

“You're my best friend forever, girl,” said Dr Sam. “I get to vote on that. We promised
to look out for each other.”

“You're right, Sam. You get to vote, sometime, but not now. But trust me, you would
approve.”

“I can’t trust you in the bedazzled state you are in. For all I know, he could be a serial
killer. Give! Who is he?”

“Sam, you have to swear, it can go no further. Especially not to Clare. Do you swear?”
“I swear on this...on this pile of today’s LA paper.”

“It's Mark!”

“Our Mark?”

“Yes, our Mark.”

“God, I was beginning to think he was gay. Of course I approve, and you are right, it
can go no further. It could start political battles in the company. Were you sailing
when he asked you? How romantic!”

Etc., etc., for two more hours of girl talk.

Fortunately, although my official girlfriend could not resist telling her best female
buddy, Dr Sam was good to her word. It went no further. She didn’t even tell her

betrothed. Or if she did, he also kept the secret.

On Monday morning, the two engineers from Gensler Motors showed up at Jerry’s
shop. Before leaving to meet and greet, I asked Clare if Dr Phillips might like to come
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with me. She asked him, and it turned out he would. Apparently, in his old job at the
parent company, he had been somewhat isolated from customers. Now, when he got
the chance, he liked to meet them. From a sales standpoint, I always liked to introduce
our main person to customers, unless the main person was totally socially inept, in
which case I tried to hide him or her.

Conan O’Sullivan and Jack Pense

The two engineers from Gensler Motors were Conan O’Sullivan, an obviously Irish lad
with flaming red hair of perhaps 26 or 27 years, and a grizzled veteran named Jack
Pense, about 55. I quickly surmised that the younger man had his head stuffed with
equations, and had been sent to master the theory, and the veteran had his head stuffed
with knowledge of just about every manufacturing practice in existence, and he had
been sent to master the practice. Between the two of them Gensler Motors should be
able to quickly build a composites fabrication capability if they needed to.

Dr Phillips introduced himself, and welcomed them to SEIC. He asked about their local
accommodations, their transportation arrangements, and their families. He also gave
each of them a little booklet of freebies and discount tickets for local attractions and
restaurants. I thought that was an especially nice touch. And he also gave them his
business card and told them to please call his office if they encountered any problems
while at SEIC or needed help for any reason. Then he gave them a little instruction card
for getting an outside line on any phone in our factory, and gave them a code number
they could use to make free long distance calls to their families or their home office.

I had never really seen Dr Phillips in action before with customers, but decided to
watch him carefully in the future because there were things I could learn from him. He
was pretty slick.

Jerry and Leon explained how the work flow would go. First they would build the
tooling, then each of the car body sections, and then they would assemble the complete
composite body. As they went along all steps and calculations would be recorded in a
document. When it was all done, the tooling, the completed body, and the document
would all be shipped to Gensler Motors.

As I was driving Dr Phillips back to his office, he asked me if I thought there could be
other companies who would like help getting started in composites fabrication. I told
him I had identified a couple, but there were probably a lot more out there but I hadn’t
been able to identify them yet. I also told him I was thinking of a modest advertising
campaign in specialty magazines aimed at engineers to attract attention to our unique
capability. He told me to please look into it, and then give him a cost number for the
advertising campaign. If it was affordable he would approve it. I told him I would do
that right away.
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With my wild and wooly ways, I'm entirely used to doing things on my own without
being prodded by any superior. So I was a bit miffed that Dr Phillips had gotten ahead
of me on this one. But then, I reasoned, he was probably just trying to be helpful. So I
went into my cubby hole and called Fred Bissell at the Bissell Advertising Agency. I
told him I was interested in an international advertising campaign in trade publications
likely to be read by engineers advertising our capabilities in composites fabrication.

Right off he wanted to know what I was willing to spend. He said he got an ad agency
discount when he placed ads, but he still had to promptly pay the balance, so he didn’t
have as much room to negotiate with me as he usually did. I figured this ad campaign
might want to continue for several years, and I also knew that a single ad typically
doesn’t do you much good. There has to be some repetition (Marketing 101). So I said
“$10K this year, and if it works, maybe $10K for four more years after that.”

Fred laughed, and said, “Not exactly the Coca Cola account, but I'll take it.”
“You will,” I said, “or we're through doing business.”

“Hey, Mark, no need to get all pissy with me. I was just kidding. What do you want in
the ad?” Fred does great work but he can have a bad mouth, sort of like Raymond. On
occasion, not unlike me.

“Fred, something simple and direct. Best way for you to get an understanding is to go
to Jerry’s shop and look at what we are doing for Gensler Motors.”

“Gensler, huh? Now you're in the big leagues. Are you familiar with “Design News”?
Is it typical of the kind of publication you want these ads in?”

“Yes, exactly. But there may be other pubs that are more specific to composites
fabrication. You have a way to do a search, don’t you?”

“Yes, we do. Look, I'll go see Jerry tomorrow, think about it, then in a week or so I'll
send you some sample ads, with suggestions about where to place them. You can pick
what you want.”

Sure enough, in a week five sample ads showed up in my mail. I got Clare to make me
an appointment with Dr Phillips to show him the ads. He was impressed and had no
problem with the $10K expense for the first year.

As I was getting ready to leave his office, he said, “Mark, have you ever looked at the
SEIC website?”
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“Yes, sir,” I said. “It was updated by our parent corporation when they bought SEIC.
We don’t even control it. They do.”

“Yes, and to me it looks really dowdy and unprofessional. I want it changed, and I
want us to control it. I already got permission to do that. This ad agency you’ve been
using, they seem to do good work. Do you think they could build us a web site that
better reflects the unique company that we are? If so, you have a budget of $15K to
work with this year. Maybe more next year. I want something really nice.”

“Consider it done, sir.”

“...the unique company that we are...” That’s true, I thought. We're unique. We
probably have more PhD’s per capita than many universities. And in my view we have
them working at low efficiency in shabby, overcrowded buildings scattered all over
Torrance. Before this new web site can be built we absolutely must do the
reorganization Amalia and I are planning, and also the relocation. In a few weeks Dr
Phillips will want to see the new web site. If it's not done, he will wonder why. He will
hold me responsible.

I went outside the building for privacy and called Amalia on my cell phone. “Secret
official girlfriend,” I said, “We’re going to have to move up the reorganization, and the
relocation. “
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Chapter 7

[ urgently wanted to accelerate the reorganization and the relocation, but something
truly important got in the way. We got a call from the Air Force saying they were ready
to give us a new briefing on Luminous Fog. Although I knew we weren’t ready, I also
knew I could not afford to delay this. This would be our first “big” project. We would
just have to muddle through the best we could, based on whatever improvements to
our processes we could make.

I refrain here from getting into the details of our briefing and of our subsequent
negotiations with the Air Force. Partly that is because even at this late date the
information I have is that much of it still SECRET NOFORN, and much of it is not all
that relevant to this story.

I can, however, bring closure to one minor aspect of the story as it has evolved to this
point. The reader may remember that in our first meeting with Colonel Rankin there
was present a lady from Air Force finance named Ynez Baker. She sat silent through
that entire meeting. When I asked Raymond if he knew her, he did, and he told me that
in a previous negotiation she had gotten angry to the point of yelling and screaming.
Raymond did not know why.

She was again involved in the negotiations for Luminous Fog. Just before they began in
the colonel’s conference room, I walked over to her and introduced myself. She
declined to shake my hand, so I asked her if she had read our proposal, and was she
satisfied with it. She said she was not, and turned and walked away. I concluded that
this level of anger must flow from some personal affront that originated in SEIC. It
must have happened before SEIC was sold by Dr David Hill.

I was not at all content to let such hate of my company persist, so I called Clare on my
cell phone and asked her if she knew anything about it. She did not, but she said that in
the early days of SEIC quite a few ex-Air Force types applied for work at SEIC and most
were turned down, mostly because Dr Hill didn’t see them as being consistent with the
kind of people he was trying to hire. There had been a bit of ill will about that.

To make a long and sad story short, my subsequent investigation found that our SEIC
HR guy had offered Captain Baker a job at SEIC at an unusually high salary upon
payment of a $500 application processing fee. The Captain had paid it, and then
reported for duty after resigning from the Air Force. The HR guy supposedly
“regretted” to tell him that due to unexpected loss of a contract, it was necessary to
declare the Captain’s new job “surplus.” And of course, the $500 fee was not
refundable. It was not legitimate and it went into the HR guy’s pocket. This was not
the first time he had pulled this stunt.
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When I reported my findings on this matter to Dr Phillips, he immediately called the
Baker’s and apologized. He fired our HR guy and filed suit and criminal charges. The
company wound up paying the Baker’s $20K for their trouble. This sad example has
since been a constant reminder to me to never let festering anger continue to fester.
SEIC has fortunately been a successful company, but the question remains, how much
more successful could it have been if the criminal HR guy had not cheated job
applicants to our company?

The ultimate outcome of our proposal on Luminous Fog was very beneficial to SEIC:

* Instead of a directed subcontract from Lokmart, we were given our own prime
contract coded Implicit Aura. The reason: the Air Force discovered that “Billy’s
Idea” as we called it at SEIC, could be used in several applications, not just in
Luminous Fog.

* The contract included production of 350 of an integrated electro-optical assembly at
an average price of $80,000, for a total production phase value of $28M. The
development contract preceding production was for $11.5M. This was the largest
sale ever obtained by SEIC at the time.

* The development contract spanned fifteen months, and the production contract
spanned thirty-eight months.

As I have noted, we were not really ready for this award. It came to us at the beginning
of our reorganization and relocation. But within three months of the award we had our
new processes and systems pretty much in place and things were working pretty
smoothly.

But I've gotten ahead of my story. Lots of interesting things happened that I have
skipped over. Let’s go back to where Colonel Rankin was due to come see our
presentation on Luminous Fog. The evening before, a Monday, Amalia and I met on
the boat in emergency session. We dined on pizza and beer. I explained about Dr
Phillips wanting the updated and improved website. If we did the website now, it
would reflect the company in its present state. After we moved and reorganized, it
would have to be updated again. I wasn’t comfortable about wasting $15K of company
money. We needed to move up both the reorganization and the move. Both needed to
be as soon as possible. When they were complete, then we would build the new
website.

She immediately got the picture. “How do you want to handle this?” she asked.

“Tomorrow morning Colonel Rankin will be in the lobby to hear the presentation on
Fog results and to see the demo. Dr Phillips wants to meet and greet him. I want you to
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introduce them. You are the project manager. I want you to make the presentation and
do the demo, not Dr Sam. She should be there, but you take the lead.

“I will take the lead,” I said, “on asking for the new briefing and a new contract. The
colonel already knows we want that.

“I'll be there a bit ahead of the colonel. I'll make an appointment through Clare to meet
with Dr Phillips ASAP after the colonel leaves. The subject will be my
recommendations for reorganizing SEIC. A few weeks back, he said he would like to
hear them.”

The next morning the colonel appeared in our lobby, impressive in his blue uniform
with the eagles on his shoulders and seven rows of ribbons on his chest. Amalia
promptly came up and introduced him to Dr Phillips. We had moved comfortable
chairs into our rather austere lobby, and had set up a proper screen for the projector.
Clare wheeled in a service with a pot of coffee, some chilled orange juice, and an
assortment of pastries. There were the usual paper plates that bend too easily, and the
impossible to use plastic tools. We all chatted a bit, and the colonel reiterated that if this
presentation was as good as he hoped it was, we would promptly get a more complete
briefing and a chance at a follow on contract.

That word “chance” was something new, and I didn’t like it, but at the moment the only
reasonable course of action was to go with the flow. Maybe it was just the colonel’s
way of keeping us on our toes. Finally, it was mutually agreed that Amalia should
begin her presentation.

Amalia was dressed in her brown and tan corduroy outfit, with brown boots. That, to
my mind, was the outfit most becoming to her. My heart sang with pride and with joy
that this lovely, intelligent creature had cast her lot with me, a somewhat opportunistic,
grubby salesman, just a couple of notches above a Fuller Brush man. We were partners.
How did I ever get this lucky?

She put up her first chart, a rather detailed statistical summary of the test results. One I
hadn’t heard was that 358 targets out of 1,000 had a KP of 100%. The colonel’s eyes
swept the chart and he grinned. “Good work, folks. Excellent!”

Amalia looked straight at me and I could swear she winked. She hit the highlights of
the summary chart, than put up the chart that the colonel and the Lokmart project
manager had used in their briefing to us. A legend top right said “KP = 100%, time = 30
ms.” Amalia explained that the KP had been 100%, and that the search had been
completed in 30 milliseconds. She activated the search, and the search path followed
was drawn as a series of red lines on the surface of the aircraft, starting where the
reticules crossed and proceeding to the red triangle. Since it took only 30 ms, as far as
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the human eye was concerned it was instantaneous. Then she reran the search, slowed
down 1,000 times. It took 30 seconds, and you could see the red trace moving across the
surface of the aircraft. Marvelous!

Then she put up the infamous folded quilt. That search missed the red triangle a fair
amount and registered a 74% KP with a search time of 58 ms. She showed a few other
assorted targets, and the results were consistent. Finally, the colonel said, “OK, Ms
Fernandez, you've made your point. Thank you!”

The colonel turned to Dr Phillips and said, “Excellent work, sir. Your team is to be
congratulated.”

Just then, Amalia walked up, and the colonel stood for her. So did I and so did Dr
Phillips. The colonel addressed her: “Ms Fernandez, congratulations on that
outstanding presentation. If they ever don’t treat you right here at SEIC, please come
talk to me about finding a home in the Air Force.”

I could sense Dr Phillips bristling. So was I. This was my official girlfriend this
lecherous airplane driver was flirting with. This was pretty raw stuff. But Amalia
handled it perfectly. She lowered her gaze to the floor, did a sort of half curtsy, and
said in a low, sultry voice, “Why Colonel that is so sweet of you, but my heart is with
these folks at SEIC. They treat me like a princess.”

At that, Dr Phillips broke into a huge grin, and so did L.

The colonel, obviously embarrassed, promised a new briefing in a few days, and made
his exit, conquered by a mere wisp of a girl, just as my heart had been.

I turned to Dr Phillips and said, very quietly, “How was that for handling the rough
and tumble of project management?”

“Outstanding,” he whispered. “By the way, Clare says I have a 1330 hours meeting
with you to talk about your ideas for reorganization. I'm looking forward to hearing
them. Iinvited Raymond because I will be expecting him to estimate the costs of
whatever you propose, so he should hear this first hand.”

“Yes sir, 1330 hours.”
I walked out and went to lunch with Amalia and Dr Sam. There was safety in numbers.

It's been over ten years, so I can’t remember verbatim all that I said to Raymond and Dr
Phillips that afternoon. But the following is close.
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Ever since my college days I have sporadically dreamed of remaking a company, but I
never seriously thought I would have a chance to do it. Now here was my boss Dr
Phillips giving me the chance to at least have a try at it. I figured that what I come up
with had better be pretty well reasoned, or he will veto the whole thing.

In thinking this through, the first thing I decided to do was to follow the advice of one
of my college professors and get rid of the notion of a company as a set of fiefdoms,
with a mighty lord ruling each one. That’s where we were now, and not just us, but
most companies. When I was in that professor’s class, he had us read a little book by an
MIT professor that talked about systems, in a simple and straightforward way. I
remembered being very impressed by it. As it pertained to businesses, the idea was
that a company is a system, comprising a collection of subsystems. I think I am on
fairly safe ground going in this direction. After all, Dr David Hill named the company
Systems Engineering Integration Corporation. Currently, I can see little by way of
systems engineering going on at SEIC, and very little that could be called integration,
either.

A system has an overriding purpose. What is ours? As far as I can tell, Dr Hill never
wrote anything resembling a mission statement, but he has left some clues as to what he
had in mind.

The main clue, to my mind, is the high level of talent he has brought together. Except
for a few morons like me, SEIC is loaded with PhDs and master’s degrees. Even the
admin assistants, such as Clare, mostly have bachelor’s degrees. Raymond has an MBA
and is a CPA. All but one of the mechanics in the factory has at least an associate
degree, but he is a master machinist named Bruce with thirty years of experience. Need
a new cylinder head to original factory specs for an eighty year old car? No problem.
Just hand those specs to Bruce and it will soon be forthcoming. As far as I'm concerned,
a guy like that rates an ExpD
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Nearby is the organization chart I finally settled on after several tries at it. And here are
some notes I made to help me explain it to you:

Parent Corporation: The British corporation of which we are a wholly owned
subsidiary.

VP & General Manager: (Dr Phillips) Equivalent to a chief executive officer. Direct
reports are Deputy General Manager, Director Business Services, and Chairman,
Science Advisory Panel.

Science Advisory Panel: (Chairman: Humphries Cochrum). Provide science advice to
the VP & General Manager and other members of the company as appropriate.
Represent the company in scientific matters as directed. Additional members at this
time: Dr Carl Mossman, Dr Alexandra Minevich (new hire), and Chuck Waverly
(PhD award pending).

Deputy General Manager: (TBD) Roughly equivalent to chief operating officer. Acts
with the full authority of the VP & General Manager, absent standing orders and
policies to the contrary. Direct reports are Director Product Development, Director
Manufacturing, Business Development Team (BDT - when in session)

Director Business Services: (Raymond Morton) Equivalent to chief financial officer.
Manages financial and certain other affairs of the company. Provides business
services support to ongoing projects. Direct reports are Legal Counsel (Dick
Contra), Controller (Berta Bidwell), Human Resources Manager (Abe Franklin), Cost
Analysis Manager (Nick Parama), and Chief Security Officer (Ethel Skinner).
Director Manufacturing: (Jerry Cutter) manages the manufacturing function except
those specialized functions retained by the Technical Staff in the Engineering
Laboratory. Direct report: Edward Stone, Manager Production Quality Control.
Director Product Development (Amalia Fernandez) manages the entire product
development function, including both customer paid projects, internally funded
projects, and interdivisional work orders. Direct reports are all Project Managers, all
Members of the Technical Staff, the Training Manager, and the Manager of the
Engineering Laboratory.

Technical Staff (all technical personnel not otherwise assigned). Technical staff
typically is assigned to ongoing customer paid projects, internally funded projects,
or interdivisional work orders. When so assigned they report functionally to the
assigned project manager. Members of the technical staff not having a current
project assignment shall report to the Training Utility, where they typically will be
assigned either as a student or as in instructor in a technology or other cross-training
class.

Training Utility is a personnel overflow utility that captures all unassigned members
of the technical staff, utilizing them either as a student or as an instructor for the
purpose of maximizing their cross-functional skills. The Training Utility is managed
by the Training Manager (Dr Samantha Richmond).
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» Engineering Laboratory is a facility wherein is kept and maintained all specialized
equipment used by the Technical Staff for the purpose of creating engineering
prototypes or specialized deliverable hardware not within the capability of the
manufacturing directorate. The Engineering Laboratory is managed by the
Engineering Laboratory Manager (William Duwar).

* Project Managers are specially trained and certified personnel available for
assignment as project managers for either customer paid projects, internally funded
projects, or interdivisional work orders. Only certified project managers shall be
utilized for this purpose. Project managers not currently assigned to a project shall
report to the Training Utility where they will be assigned either as a student or as an
instructor.

* Business Development Team (BDT) is a team that meets approximately once each
month for the purpose of determining the nature of new business to be pursued, and
identification of potential customers. It may travel from time to time to meet with
potential customers.

* Proposal Team is a team organized under a Project Manager to prepare a proposal.
Proposal teams will be staffed with the best mix of talent considering the nature of
the work.

* Project Team is a team organized under a Project Manager to execute a project. The
project can be customer paid, internally funded, or an interdivisional work order.
Like proposal teams, project teams will be staffed with the best mix of talent
considering the nature of the work.

That sums up my organizational input to Dr Phillips, but I also had some other ideas I
proposed to him. Itold him I had checked with the property management company
that managed the building where Amalia’s people worked, and they said the owners
would love to have us take over the entire building except the bottom two floors. They
would have to rearrange a few tenants, but no problems. I had an architect look it over,
and it looked perfect for us. If we moved in lock stock and barrel, we would have about
12,000 extra square feet to grow in. The zoning is wrong for Jerry’s factory, but it was
fine right where it is, only about a mile and a half away. The zoning was also wrong for
the Engineering Laboratory, but I talked to a guy on the city’s planning commission and
he said a variance could be arranged if we kept flammable and toxic hazard stuff out of
there. Billy was OK with that.

Financially, it is a good deal. The lease would be a bit cheaper than the multiple leases
we have now. And almost all of us would be together, a much better arrangement. But
most of all, Dr Phillips would have a nice corner office, which was much better than
what he had now. And incidentally, so would eleven other people. And assuming Dr
Phillips agrees with promoting Amalia, she would be one of them.
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As for the move itself, a brief discussion with a local moving company confirmed that
they could move us on a single weekend. People could come to work all day Friday
and then come to their new offices on the following Monday morning.

I also said I would like to replace our current rather
nondescript badges. Our security lady had been griping about
them for some time, and I figured it would be good to bring
that in with all of the other changes.

I have not at all been impressed by any company badges I
have ever worn or seen. I think a badge should say something
about the nature of the company and its people. Nearby is a
design I came up with for Dr Phillips” badge. The dark blue is

DrJubal Phillips

0001
SEI c for his PhD degree. The four stars indicate he is the general

manager. With her math degrees Amalia would have a gold
badge (science) and as a director she would have three stars.
Managers such as Billy would have two stars.

Members of the Technical Staff and Science Advisory Panel would
have their degree color, and would have torches instead of stars.

(
w .
-, There would be four grades:
Z«y °

w e Systems Engineer or Technical Fellow or Member, Science
Advisory Panel - 4 torches

e Senior Technical Specialist - 3 torches

e Advanced Technical Specialist - 2 torches

e Technical Specialist - 1 torch

The grades would track a combination of academic and workplace achievements and
years of experience.

In thinking over the role of the Training Ultility, it was clear to me that Dr Sam would
have to figure out what our greatest needs were for training. This would be something
of a moving target because of the rapidity of technology change. Figuring out our
greatest training needs implies knowledge of the skills we already have and comparing
those to the skills we need to have. Knowing what we have implies taking a skills
inventory of the technical staff. Ergo, somebody has to design a skills inventory survey
and every member of the technical staff has to complete it, probably annually. No
trivial job, that! I cast it as a cooperative effort between Dr Sam and the HR folks.

I asked if there were any questions. Raymond had one.
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“Mark, you've taken a guy who is currently a director and moved him into this Science
Advisory Panel. Don’t you think he might view that as a demotion? Also, these panel
members are all expensive folks, and I'm not clear on where the money comes from to
pay for them. Care to comment?”

“Raymond,” I said, “Dr Cochrum knows about this and looks forward to it. Chuck
Waverly thinks it's a great idea. If the others view it as a demotion, maybe they would
be happier working somewhere else. Creating this panel of scientists is consistent with
our consulting mission. Yes, they are expensive, but the consulting fees they bring in
will be similarly large.”

Dr Phillips asked, “So you think you can keep them busy with funded work?”

“Absolutely. Actually, they will in all likelihood keep themselves employed. They all
have good contacts. All that has to happen is that Dr Phillips looks in on what they are
doing from time to time to be sure it makes sense from a company point of view. The
real danger will be keeping them with us. Other companies will try to steal them
away.”

“You have them reporting to me. Why?” asked Dr Phillips.

“It's a matter of cachet. I think they should feel that they have the highest level of
support in the company, and our customers should also view them that way.”

Raymond asked, “About this continuous training thing - if we come up short with
some needed technical knowledge, why don’t we just hire a consultant for a short
time?”

“Good question! Some of the time that might work and it might be the most efficient
thing to do. But here’s my view. These days, some technologies change very rapidly.
Right now there are new developments in mobile phones almost monthly. If we ever
get behind the curve on a critical technology, catching up could be hard to do. Also, at
times when there are big pushes in a technology area, consultant resources tend to dry
up. Somebody else may already have hired just the one we need.

“Here’s another point. By continuously upgrading our staff to stay current, we are
better prepared to see a new opportunity coming and to respond to it. On some of
these opportunities, a couple of weeks delay in getting organized could put us out of
the running.”

Dr Phillips said, “I'm kind of with Mark on that one. I see great advantages in being a
learning kind of company. But Mark, I do have an issue...about this thing of promoting
this girl Amalia Fernandez...what's that all about? She’s kind of young.”
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Issue...girl...young. Those three words froze my heart. Mark, I said to myself, you are
so persuasive, such a good salesman. You thought you already had Dr Phillips sold on
this, but you didn’t. You’d better handle this right. I would die if I couldn’t do this for
Amalia.

“Young, yessir, she is that. She is 30. I'm also young, 32, and I think I can handle the
responsibilities you have given me. I assume you have seen the numbers on her
group’s productivity and profitability. Best in the company. Her group has recently
doubled in size. And her people love her. Her customers rate her highly. She is an
extremely effective manager. She hasn’t had much visibility, being stuck off in that
building I'm proposing that we move into. But I see no issue. My view has always
been that talent and accomplishment should be rewarded. And Dr Phillips, you saw
how well she handled that Air force colonel this morning. Raymond, do you have any
thoughts on this?”

“Well, she sure is a pretty little thing. But you're right about her numbers. Best in the
company. A few months ago, she was the difference between a profitable and a losing
month.”

“Raymond,” I said, “my mother was also a “pretty little thing,” but that woman raised
me and my two brothers, and helped my Dad build one of the biggest general
contracting companies in Southern California. When he was out of commission for six
months with an injury, she ran it herself. She used to tell me that being pretty was
sometimes a curse. Guys would think of you as dumb, hence all of the dumb blonde
jokes. Listen, Amalia is the best management talent you have, outside of this room. It
may not be all that relevant to this job, but waiting on tables she worked her way
through Fresno State to a master’s in math with a perfect GPA.”

Raymond turned red with embarrassment. I hated doing that to him, but he had it
coming. I hoped it wouldn’t turn him against me or Amalia. There was silence for
about a minute while everybody recovered from my tirade.

Finally, Dr Phillips broke the silence. “I hear you, Mark. I guess some us still
unconsciously want to keep that glass ceiling firmly in place. It's been there for
centuries. I'm in favor of giving the lady a chance to show us what she can do, but
before we do that, I want to interview her myself. Let’s move on.”

There were a few more minor questions, but nothing earth shaking. To end the
meeting, Dr Phillips asked Raymond to expedite a cost analysis of the reorganization
and relocation, and have it to him within a week. Raymond said he might need some
details from me, and I offered to be available and help him as needed.
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As soon as I could get to a phone, I called Amalia and told her what had happened. She
said “I think I owe you a meal to celebrate. I can cook at least as well as you. How
about on the boat, 1900 hours?”

Amalia worked wonders in my tiny kitchen. The meal was roast beef and red skinned
potatoes with green beans. Plain fare but delicious. One of my favorites.

Two days later Clare called me to tell me that Dr Phillips wanted to see me ASAP.
When I entered his office, he stood up and shook my hand and thanked me for my
services to the company. What he needed to know now, he said, was whether I was
ready to take off my consulting hat, and become an employee of SEIC. The job of
deputy general manager was mine if [ wanted it. He needed to know, because this very
day he intended to publish his letter announcing the reorganization, to take place over
the next few days, but with everyone to work at their current work stations until the
relocation. It would also say that the relocation was two weeks away.

I asked why he was moving now on this, instead of waiting for Raymond’s cost
analysis. He said it was because Raymond had already done the analysis, and the costs
were within reason. Our parent company had even made a contribution.

I then asked when he was going to interview Amalia. “Already done,” he said. “This
morning. And by the way, thank you for pointing her out. She is an exceptional young
lady. I notice she’s single. Some lucky guy will grab her up in no time, I'll bet. You're
single, aren’t you, Mark?”

“Yes, sir. But in case you are wondering, [ have a policy against workplace romances.
They can cause problems.”

“I suppose they can. But I married my secretary, and that worked out just fine.”

“Yes, sir, and so did my dad, but back then companies didn’t have to deal with things
like sexual harassment lawsuits.”

“Hmm. Yes, that’s true. Shame, too. Aside from church, what better place to find a
mate than your work place? Mark, I don’t think I heard an answer to my question. If
you're ready to sign on as an employee, all you need do is walk over to see Abe in HR.
He'll sign you up. Oh, I almost forgot. I can’t afford to pay you your consulting rate as
an employee. My offer is $175K. I hope that is sufficiently enticing. I think you already
know about our benefits. If not, Abe will explain them.”

“The salary is perfectly fine, sir, but I think we should hold off a bit longer just to see
how things work out.”
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“Mark, are you thinking that if all of these changes you recommended don’t work out,
I'll be looking for your hide? I bought off on all of it, you know. If it all collapses, our
owners will come after me first.”

“No, sir. That’s not it. It’s just that I still have some unresolved career issues.
Consulting has been good to me and I'm not sure I want to give it up. But I shouldn’t
leave you hanging. It’s not fair. Here’s what I suggest. I'll sign up with Abe, but I will
also hand you a letter resigning from the company six months from now. In six months
I will either tell you goodbye, or I will ask you to tear up the letter. If you like, you can
choose not to tear it up, in which case I will also tell you goodbye. Fair enough?”

“OK, but I wish you would choose to stay. Sign up with Abe and write your letter. By
the way, please consider this letter business to be just between us. I don’t want to start
any internal wars.”

“Consider it done, sir.”

Dr Phillips’ reorganization announcement was pretty well received, although like in
any reorganization there was a fair amount of moaning and groaning, and worrying
about job security. But after a few days, when nobody got laid off, things began to
settle down. I didn’t hear one catty remark about Amalia’s promotion, although I
expected to.

Clare was ecstatic about it, and in a private comment to me she said “This was your
doing, wasn’t it?”

“It was Amalia’s doing,” I answered. “All I did was call attention to it.”

“Spoken like a true gentleman, Mark. Ilove you. She does, too.”

“I know you’d like to believe that, Clare, but that kind of talk is just, well, it’s just too
early. Let’s just say that we have a healthy respect for each other. Besides, you're still
my girl friend.”

“Jeesh!” she said, and walked away.

In the two week period waiting for the move, everyone was issued their new badges.
They were just as I had recommended, and people were truly proud of them. And
proud to be working at SEIC.

Evenings, usually after dark, for secrecy, Amalia would come over to my boat and we

would struggle with stuff from work, or sometimes watch a movie on my small TV, or
just sit up topside, looking at the night sky, slowly sipping beer, and quietly talking;
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holding hands. It was an old fashioned courtship. The sexiest thing we ever did was
cuddle and smooch a little. It was as though her mom and dad were in the next room.

Came finally the weekend of the big move to the new building, and we decided to take
the weekend off altogether and do some serious sailing. Friday afternoon and evening
we sailed down to San Diego. I had arranged a rental car, and we tied up the Deal
Closed at a visitor’s spot in a marina there. We got into SD quite late, so we just parked
ourselves in a nearby motel. Next day, a Saturday, we saw the usual San Diego sights,
the zoo, the old WWII aircraft carrier, and a few other things, then we took in a movie.
After the movie, we did something rare for both of us —we went to a night club to
dance and I got just a little bit drunk. Rather than drive back to our motel, I called a
cab. At the motel I got a little blubbery, a thing I'm prone to do when I contain more
than my capacity of alcohol. I had no ring, and there had been no discussion of it, but I
proposed marriage to Amalia.

Thank God this woman was of sounder mind than I. She said, “That’s a very nice
sentiment, Mark, but the answer is no. But try asking me that when you, one, have a
ring, and two, when you're dead sober. You might get a different answer.

I apologized all over the place, went in the head to throw up, and fell asleep on the bed
fully clothed. Luckily, she was not only of sound mind, but also a believer in
redemption. She forgave me. That, by the way, was the last time in my life I ever
consumed too much alcohol.

That Sunday we sailed back to Long Beach and had fun watching broaching whales on
the way. For over an hour, a pair of sleek dolphins befriended us and slid alongside,

easily matching our speed of about ten knots. They are such beautiful creatures.

On Monday morning, early, Clare came into my new corner office. “Hi, Clare,” I said,
“Wassup?”

She handed me a business card, and said, “I win.”

I'looked at the card. It was a jewelry store. “You win? You win what?”

“You're going to get engaged to my good friend Amalia tonight,” she proclaimed, “and
today you need to buy the engagement ring. The jeweler is a friend of mine. Tell him I
sent you and you will get a very good deal. Her ring size is on the back of the card. A

month’s salary is the traditional expense.”

“Well, maybe, but what’s this “you win” stuff?”
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“Listen, you dumb sap, you have had your eye on this girl from your first meeting, and
she has had her eye on you. You're just alike and naturals for each other. I win because
I saw that right away and had the good sense to nudge you both along in the right
direction. That’s why I win.”

“But Clare, we both have principles about work place romances. They can be harmful.”

“Very true, Mark, but when you're married, it’s no longer a romance. You're a family.
And an engagement is a promise to be a family. I happen to know that your mentor, Dr
Phillips, would love to announce the engagement of his deputy to the lovely Amalia,
the daughter he never had, and a key director in his company. He’s in love with her
too.”

“Is there anything that escapes you around here, Clare?”

“Not much, hotshot. Not much. Now get your butt down to that jewelry store before I
lose all respect for you.” And with that she was gone.

I tried to call Amelia to see if she had a hand in this, but she was nowhere to be found.
We had discussed getting engaged in six months and it had only been a few weeks. So
what was going on?

A few minutes later, Dr Sam walked in. “Mark,” she said, “your secret trysts have been
discovered. Somebody saw you two in San Diego. Rumors are flying. Go get the ring,
man. Your soon to be betrothed has sent a limousine to pick up her parents. She has
called your parents. Go get the ring and I will tell you what else you need to know.”

Needless to say, I bought the engagement ring. Dr Sam had arranged everything.
There would be an engagement dinner and party at a restaurant in Long Beach. All
four parents would be there. Dr Phillips and his wife would be there. Clare and her
husband and a bunch of other folks from SEIC would be there.

They were all in place when Amalia and I arrived. Dr Phillips first greeted Amalia,
then said he would like to make an announcement. He proclaimed that before them all,
Mr Mark Strawn would ask for the hand in marriage of Miss Amalia Fernandez.

Which I did, in the traditional manner, on bended knee. Amalia started laughing and at
the same time crying so hard she could barely speak. I started to slip the ring onto her
finger. She curled her fingers into a fist, frustrating me. Through her tears and laughter
she said in a low voice only I could hear, “You've got the ring, but are you sober? That
was the other condition.”
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“Sober as a judge,” I said, “but drunk with love for you.” She uncurled her fingers. The
ring was a perfect fit.

We all sat down to a great meal. Dr Phillips had arranged for a violinist to serenade us,
a nice touch. That was twelve years ago now, but I still have fond memories of it.

I also remember that the next day, Dr Phillips called me into his office on short notice.
He looked very stern and serious. What did I do? I wondered. He said, “Mark, you
deceived me.”

“Sir?” 1 said.

“When you were recommending the promotion of Amalia, you neglected to tell me that
you were in love with her. You were, weren’t you? You even denied it. You said you
had a principle against office romances.”

Always fast on my feet, I said, “Sir, in my subconscious mind I may have been in love
with her, but consciously I was still debating it. Given that ambiguous state of mind, I
felt free to recommend her without prejudice, based solely on her record with the
company. Actually, I didn’t realize I was in love with her until a bit later when Clare
pointed out to me that I might be, but I just didn’t realize it. I then did realize it.
Realizing it, I felt compelled to avoid an unfortunate office romance, against my
principles and also hers, by proposing marriage.”

Dr Phillips gave me a long, hard look. Finally, he asked, “Isn’t Strawn an Irish name,
Mark?”

“I think it’s of Irish origin, sir. I believe that the original spelling was s-t-r-a-u-g-h-n,

4

sir.
“No wonder you're so full of blarney. Get out of here.”
“Yes, sir.”

Six months later, we were married in Long Beach in a beautiful church ceremony, with
a happy reception after. We honeymooned in Hawaii.

We acquired a comfortable but modest house in Long Beach, near the marina. I have
since sold the Deal Closed and bought a newer sail boat, same size, 40 feet, which we
named Strawn Family. We go sailing a lot, but I no longer live aboard. Marriage tends
to civilize a man, as Clare likes to say. I think she is right.
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Amalia and I now have three children, Rose, eight, who looks just like Amalia, and is
just as brainy and strong minded, Michael, six, named after my father, and Hector,
three, named after Amalia’s father.

Some interesting things have happened to SEIC in those
* twelve years. The biggest one, of course, was the second sale
of the company. The British aerospace company that bought
* us from Dr David Hill was trying to raise cash for another
major acquisition, and Dr Phillips and I managed to swing a
* deal where they sold SEIC to its employees. So now we all
own it.

Amalia Strawn
| 0005 | About that time Dr Phillips retired, and joined our board as

chairman. I became president and CEO by vote of the
SEI c employees. I tried to decline the honor because I am not
technically trained. But Humphries Cochrum made a little
speech in which he said that technical advice was what the science panel was for. So I
accepted. Amalia declined being a corporate officer, or even a director, but still
manages some projects when they interest her. She works from home a lot, but when
she goes in, she takes Hector with her. The company now has a much bigger room for
preschoolers, and employs three nannies and a nurse.

Even though she is not officially a director, the board voted to give her a badge with
three stars. Well earned, I'd say. But then, I may be biased.

An interesting development was the hiring of Amalia’s father, Hector. Shortly after the
wedding, Amalia and I visited her parents in Mendota, and I went with her dad to see
his farm equipment repair shop. Most of the work was fairly traditional repairs, such as
broken axles, broken hitches, transmission repairs, and so forth, but some of it was
work where a farmer had come to Hector with a problem, and Hector had created a
customized machine to solve it. Although his formal education ended at high school,
he was good at original design and fabrication of equipment to solve agricultural
problems. And he had a sharp business mind.

I arranged for SEIC to buy his business and make him the general manager, staffing
him with two salesmen to go the length of California’s Central Valley, from Bakersfield
to the Oregon border, looking for things that needed to be fixed or improved. If the
problem was too tough for Hector alone, he could count on us in Torrance to throw
talented engineering resources at it and come up with a fix. In quite a few cases, the
same fix could be sold to more than one farmer, so we would have to build a quantity of
them. Jerry loved that work.
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Jerry, by the way, retired three years ago for health reasons. Running the factory now is
a young industrial engineer from Utah. The factory still does a few automotive
conversions. Mary Jo, the pretty blonde lathe operator, abandoned her non-starting
movie career and now schedules work in the shop. She married one of Jerry’s
mechanics. Amalia and I went to her wedding.

The small business in Mendota that we acquired from Amalia’s father we named SEIC
Farm Equipment LLC. It became a template for (currently) thirty-two similar shops in
farming communities from California to Florida, plus five in Canada, all with the same
name and overall management. The president of that company and its core staff of
about twenty are with us in Torrance.

The president? Billy Duwar. Billy, trained as a physicist, is nevertheless the most
creative engineer I have ever known. One of the first big jobs from SEIC Farm
Equipment LLC was routed to his Engineering Laboratory. He got so interested in
solving farm equipment problems that as that operation grew, I gave him the leadership
role. Billy is now looking to put some of his shops in Mexico and Brazil.

There are now six eminent scientists on our Science Advisory Panel, and Dr Humphries
Cochrum is still chairman. Dr Cochrum is a brilliant scientist who was seriously
miscast as a director of an engineering organization. The panel has been of huge and
quantitatively demonstrable benefit to the company. They have kept the engineering
staff from pursuing infeasible dead ends; they have helped us navigate new and
difficult technologies, and they have helped us position ourselves to profitably enter
new technology areas just beginning to develop.

Chuck Waverly managed to get his PhD in physics. Boston College declined to create
just for him a joint PhD in physics and psychology. That, they apparently felt, was a bit
over the top. But eventually they granted him a separate psychology PhD. We now call
him “Double Doc.”

You read earlier in this narrative of his early efforts with the Truth Detector. From a
slow start, we have had great success with that machine. We still are not positive that it
is 100% error free, but the very few errors which may have occurred could easily be
attributed to operator error. We have produced and sold over 6,000 of them, which has
made Chuck Waverly a moderately rich man. A court in Florida has accepted its results
in a felony criminal trial, and it looks like that acceptance will slowly spread. Courts are
big on following precedents.

Interestingly, the Truth Detector was our first serious attempt to pursue the advice in
chapter 10 of “Bid to Win!” That chapter advocates a serious and seemingly radical
approach to minimizing the cost of new hardware. Readers will recall that an
evolutionary design approach is described, with strong emphasis on value engineering
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and design for manufacture. An engineer whose opinions I mostly respect disparaged
the advice in that chapter, which made me a bit skeptical of it. But I gradually came to
accept it lock, stock and barrel, and began to push our engineers to think that way.
What convinced me was reports of what is happening in Asia. In several Asian
countries they are building cheap but functional and useful hardware, that even the
poor can afford. They are building the world’s cheapest car in India, for example. A lot
of poor families will benefit from that. Of course, the low labor rates in Asia help, but
there is a lot more going on in Asia than just low labor rates. There is a creative
revolution going on over there.

For a long time Americans have bemoaned the displacement of factory jobs to Asia, but
have taken comfort in the notion that the sophisticated stuff will stay here because of
our technical sophistication. That is beginning to change, and the change is
accelerating. The Asians come here to learn the sophisticated stuff, then they go home
and do it. A lot of very sophisticated companies that we think of as American
companies are really more Asian than American. IBM for example. They have more
employees in Asia than in America.

After our very successful testing of the Truth Detector in Torrance, and some parallel
testing at the Georgia Institute of Technology, arranged by Dr Phillips, we took a hard
look at Chuck’s prototype, and a second prototype we built and sent to Georgia. Both
had actually been designed in accordance with chapter 10 of “Bid to Win!” It was more
accidental than intentional. It was forced on Chuck because he had to build the first
prototype out of own funds, which were very limited. The second prototype was pretty
much a copy of the first one because we had to move quickly to get it to Georgia Tech.

When we decided to market it, we thought that the prototypes were pretty crude and
needed some fixing up. By the time our designers got through doing that, our
manufacturing costs were about $10K a copy, versus more like $2.5K for the prototypes.
No way, I decreed. This machine has to be affordable to a small town police
department. So we scrapped the initial design and started over with a new design
group that had been thoroughly briefed on chapter 10 in our Training Ultility.

The machine we are selling today sells for $5.95K. We have no brokers or middlemen.
We ship it straight out of Jerry’s factory.

Chuck still works with us. His current interest is cognitive psychology. He has been
working with Dr Sam on ways and means to make our Training Utility more effective.
For example, given that a member of our technical staff has a few days when he or she
has no project assignment, and has reported as required by company policy to the
Training Utility. How can we maximize the amount of useful learning that can be
crammed into that person’s brain in the time available, which may be less than a week?
It's a many faceted problem, but we all think they are near a breakthrough.
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Dr Sam, by the way, married our then and now legal eagle, Dick Contra. One of my
fantasies in the old days was that if Amalia rejected me, Dr Sam might be interested. I
tell Amalia (almost) everything, so she knows I had a crush on Dr Sam. We both went
to their wedding, so end of crush. Amalia, on the other hand, says she never had a
crush on anybody before she met me. In all other respects, Amalia is absolutely honest.

We did win a major contract from the airline association on the theft problem. We have
installed the system at over 200 airports worldwide.

Leon got a few consulting sessions based on our advertising campaign related to
composites fabrication. On the strength of that success Leon is now chief engineer for a
competitor. We were sorry to lose him.

In addition to the initial $200K job from Gensler Motors, we got another job from them.
They decided it would be a good idea to go a bit further than just building one all
composite body. We wound up building 196 of them. Gensler used them in a special
police version of their car. We had a dozen people from Gensler in Jerry’s shop
throughout that whole exercise. They, and we, learned a lot. They took their
knowledge back to Detroit with them and we acquired a couple of very bright
automotive engineers who decided to come to work for us.

You may be interested to know that after three fun-filled years in the south of France,
and in Spain, Italy, and Greece, Dr David Hill divorced his wife, gave her the catamaran
and a generous cash settlement, and took a job as president of a company in San Diego
that sells electronic components. He is now on the board of directors of SEIC, owns
about 5% of the shares, and has thanked me for everything I've done with the company.
I really didn’t need his input to feel vindicated, but it didn’t hurt.
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Epilogue

When I had my parachuting accident and had to drop out of the Air Force Academy, I
spent several months recovering from major surgeries and doing physical therapy.
Being of a curious nature, I did a lot of reading in that time. I read a lot of history,
which informed my decision to make history my major in college when I eventually got
back home. I also read a lot of business oriented books. I became especially interested
in the considerable fraction of the world’s businesses that live or die by bidding for
technology and other complex contracts. Although I can’t do technology much beyond
turning on my laptop and using it, or sending an e-mail, technology does fascinate me,
especially to the extent that it makes life better for people.

Getting out of college at the time I did, the aerospace industry was near its peak in
Southern California, and jobs were plentiful. I found it easy to pursue my interests in
negotiations and sales in the technology arena. Most aerospace industry sales at the
time were either to the military, NASA, a few other government agencies, or to airlines.
By the time I went to work for SEIC, that had gradually begun to change. Gradually,
civilian electronics began to overtake and eventually to lead the way for military
electronics. That change was slower in the non-electronics hardware world, but visible.
We had, for example, private companies challenging NASA for dominance in space.

At the present time, SEIC business is about 40% for DoD or NASA, and about 60%
commercial. We want to further reduce the government component. We are strong in
aerospace, but also in agricultural equipment, hardware for ships, hardware for the
railroads, and hardware for food processing operations of all kinds. We also have a
small but growing business in medical devices and equipment.

At SEIC, placed as I was in a decision making position, I reviewed all that I knew or
thought I knew about how to properly run such a company. Profitably running a
company that often deals with the leading edge of technology and that lives on bidding
for projects is a tricky business, especially when you often have to compete head to
head with bigger, like minded companies. Fortunately for me, Dr David Hill had the
foresight to fill the company will highly competent people at all levels. The only thing
missing was a management philosophy that was as good as our technical capability.

That’s what I tried so hard to provide. Fortunately, Dr Phillips recognized what I was
trying to do and was my mentor and enabler in doing it. My friend and later wife (and
still friend) Amalia was also of great help. She and I spent many hours on my boat and
in my office at work trying to think of ways to make people proud to work at SEIC, to
make it a family friendly company, to reward and honor achievement, and to ward off
serious risks that could damage the company. Oh, and to avoid layoffs.
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By the way, on that score our record has been outstanding. We have had to let a few
people go who obviously did not fit in, but it was never because of a shortage of funded
work. Every time we have faced a serious decline in business, our highly motivated
technical staff has come up with a new business to fill the gap. Our instrument for
getting into a new business has mostly been the BDT. We now have three separate
BDTs, competing with each other to see who can bring in the most business.

It’s too bad that at the beginning of this book I had to admit that I and SEIC are
hypothetical. I truly wish that this could be the story of real people and a real company.
Maybe someday a reader will make it so.



