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Bob and Ardeth were depressed even though Bob had 
just started working again. It would take a while to 
catch up with the bills that piled up while he was laid 

off, and neither of them liked debt.
To make matters worse, Kelly, their 10 year old, had just 

been selected for the soccer travel team, which meant out-of-town 
trips every other weekend, and, when it was their turn, driving 
five girls to the match.

“We’re going to have to break down and get a new mini-
van,” Bob said, looking at the computer screen. “It’s inevitable. The 
old Voyager just isn’t reliable for long trips.”

“It makes me want to scream,” said Ardeth. “I can’t believe 
we’re going deeper in debt.”

“Look here,” said Bob pointing at the screen, “We can get 
a Dodge Grand Caravan for $26,000.”

Ardeth hesitated. “What if,” she said, “What if we took the 
Voyager in and had them do the brakes, put in a new clutch, and 
got new tires all around? How much would that be—three or four 
thousand? If we could get another 40,000 miles out of it…”

“Honey, I am so tired of squeezing this and stretching 
that and making do,” said Bob. “I really like the looks of this Grand 
Caravan.” 

“Is it a hybrid?” Ardeth asked. “It would be great to save 
money on gas and be green at the same time.”

“Hmmm,” Bob clicked away. “Hybrid…Looks like we’d 
have to go with a hybrid SUV. The Chevy Tahoe seats eight. — 
Yikes! Fifty-one thousand dollars!” 
More clicking. “Okay, a hybrid High-
lander is $33,000 stripped down. 
That’s getting into range.”



“Well, we’ll have to pay a premium for going green, 
but it will be worth it in the long run. Saving money and I’ll feel 
better about driving a tank,” Ardeth said. “But I don’t think I can 
bring myself to go to a hundred dealerships, Bob.”

“Leave it to me, dear,” Bob said. “I know how to drive a 
hard bargain.”

***

Two weeks later, Ardeth was in the kitchen when she 
heard the blast of a loud horn coming from the front of the 
house. What the…? She wondered as she wiped her hands and 
headed for the front door. Her jaw dropped as she opened it and 
stepped onto the sidewalk. There in the driveway sat Bob, grin-
ning from ear to ear, perched high above Ardeth in the driver’s 
seat of a gleaming new 56-passenger transit bus.

“It’s a hybrid!” he shouted, and hit the air horn again. 
Then he turned off the key. She wasn’t smiling. “I got a great 
deal,” he said. “I talked them down to $580,000.” He noticed she 
looked a little concerned. “We can take the whole team and their 
families!” he said, but he felt his smile fading at about the same 
rate as the color drained from her face.

“Bob,” she said, “Have you lost your grip? It’s seven 
times bigger than we need! And ten times more than we can 
afford!”

“But look how it shines,” Bob 
pleaded, realizing in a moment of 
clarity, the first he’d had in several 
hours, that she was right. “And we 
can spread out—no more bickering 
about who gets front or back or win-
dows…we can have more children…
we can…” his voice trailed off.

To his surprise, Ardeth 
smiled as the color returned to her 
cheeks. She came around the front of the bus and he opened 
the door. She stepped up into the cab and leaned over, putting 
her arms around his neck. “And,” she said. “We can back it out of 
the drive. I love you, Bobby, and it is a beautiful bus. But you’re 
certifiably crazy, and it ain’t gonna happen.”



K athleen wanted chickens, and she’d been working up to 
this conversation for the last month. At least twice a week she men-
tioned the price of eggs—“I feel horrible,” she said to Hank, “Either I 
buy eggs I can afford from chickens raised in tiny cages and fed god 
knows what, or I pay $4.99 a dozen for free range, organic eggs. It’s got 
to where I check the home equity rates at the bank counter every time 
I go for groceries.”

Hank seemed sympathetic.
So this morning she fixed Hank bacon and eggs, and while 

his toast was still warm, she opened: “Hey, did you see where the city 
council passed a resolution allowing chickens to be raised in the city?”

“Saw that,” Hank said. “Always wanted chickens. Too much 
work, though.”

You could have knocked Kathleen over with a feather. “You 
always wanted chickens?” she said.

“Yep,” Hank said. “When I was a boy, we used to go to my 
Uncle Ted’s every summer for a week. It was our vacation. Uncle Ted 
had a kind of a farm. He raised corn and strawberries, and he had a 
chicken coop with a dozen hens. I used to go out in the morning to 
gather eggs with Aunt Martha. The grass was always cold and wet, 
and the air was chilly, and we’d go in the coop and it was warm and 
smelled like chicken feathers. I just have that memory…”

“I could help with the work,” said Kathleen. “I mean, I would 
help with the work. I’d love to. I just never thought you…”

“I’m on board,” said Hank.
“Well, I was thinking maybe we could move that old shed over 

from the fence and put it back in the corner and turn it into a roost for 
the hens. We’d have to replace those old boards in the back, and paint 
it, and put some glass or plexiglas in that window hole.”

“Done,” said Hank. “I’m off to Home Depot. You coming?”
“I’ll start hacking away at that brush in the corner. Would that 



be a good place?” Kathleen asked. Hank lifted his hand for a 
high five.

They spent most of Saturday clearing the briars and bush 
honeysuckle from the back corner of their lot while the pickup sat 
piled high with lumber and plywood. “That looks like a lot of ply-
wood,” Kathleen thought, but she didn’t say anything. If she knew 
Hank at all, she knew he didn’t like to be second-guessed. Instead, she 
said, “I think we could get some chicks at the co-op. I was thinking it 
would be nice to have maybe two hens, so the one wouldn’t be lonely. 
We wouldn’t really need two, but if we got a few extra eggs, we could 
give them away.” Hank just nodded as he tried to nip a thorn from his 
hand with his teeth.

The next day, Kathleen left early to drive to Kingston to see 
her mother in the nursing home. Fourth Sunday she always made a 
day of it. And it was dark when she got home. She noticed the truck 
was empty, and smiled as she got ready and climbed into bed beside 
Hank. He groaned. “I am soooo sore,” he said. “Here,” she said, “Let me 
rub your shoulders.”

Kathleen was still smiling the next morning when she woke 
up. “Hey,” she thought, “Thich Nhat Hanh was right. The world is 
brighter if you smile first thing in the morning.” She brushed her teeth, 
pulled on some jeans and went to the kitchen to start the coffee. At the 
sink, she looked out. “Oh,” she said, half out loud. She moved across to 
the dining room to get a better look.

In the back corner, she saw the partially built frame of a new, 
two-car garage. Or maybe a small horse stable. “Haaaaank?” she called 
gently. He came down the hall and into the kitchen beaming.

“I’ll have it under roof today,” he said. “I got the first rafter cut 
just before it got too dark to see. But it fits.”

“Hank, honey, that was a lot of work,” she said. “And it looks 
great…”

He said, “…But—”
She said, “No buts.” But then added, “I mean…well, it looks 

bigger than I thought. I mean, a lot bigger.”
Hank said, “Well, it’s about the size of my Uncle Ted’s. I fig-

ured we could get twelve or fourteen layin’ hens and maybe a rooster.”
Kathleen tried to put some easy into her voice. “Well, honey, I 

don’t think we’d be allowed the rooster. Under the city policy, I mean. 
And really, fourteen hens…I mean, I was thinking of this as a way to 
save money. But feed for fourteen hens…”

Hank said, “We can always sell them. Don’t Terry and Jeannie 
sell eggs after church every Sunday?”

“They do,” said Kathleen. “They do. And I’m not sure our 
church needs any more eggs than they produce.” She pulled a piece of 
paper over and started scribbling with a pencil. Hank watched her. She 



Home Depot receipt out. More scribbling. He cringed.
Finally, she looked up. “Hank,” she said, “did you already order 

the chicks?”
“No,” he lied.
“Good,” she said. “We can still walk this back. See, here are the 

numbers. If we have two chickens laying, that’s fourteen eggs a week, 
which is all we need. Probably a little more than we need. But if we 
have fourteen chickens—that’s seven times as many as we need. And 
they’ll produce ninety-eight eggs a week.” She put the pencil down 
and looked at him. “In twenty weeks, Hank, we’ll have produced 1,960 
eggs. Which, if we eat two eggs every morning, will be 1,680 more eggs 
than we need.”

She paused as the numbers sank in. “And I figure this Home 
Depot bill for $3,162 is right around ten times as high as it would cost 
to build a couple perches in that old shed and a nice little fence for our 
chickens to roam around the back corner.”

Hank rubbed the back of his neck. She was right. Even allow-
ing for how much he wanted a big, new, state-of-the-art chicken coop, 
she was right. 

“My whole idea in the first place,” Kathleen said with a soft 
voice, “was to try to save money in this economy.”

Hank nodded. “You’re right, dang it. We already got too many 
bills to pay.” He turned to the coffee pot and put his hands on the coun-
ter. She saw his shoulders start to shake.

“Hank?” she said, “Are you okay?”
He turned back around and burst out laughing. “One thousand 

six hundred and eighty extra eggs!”



Study Guide

 The United States is downsizing its actively deployed nuclear stockpile 
and arguing other countries should not pursue nuclear capabilities. The 
president has declared the US is committed to “a world free of nuclear weap-
ons.”
 In 2011, The National Nuclear Security Administration released a 
Record of Decision announcing its plan to spend $7.5 billion1 for a new 
bomb production plant, the Uranium Processing Facility, at the Y12 Nuclear 
Weapons Complex in Oak Ridge, Tennessee.
 The new bomb plant is intended to replace an aging facility, Building 
9212.2 While preparing the required environmental analysis on alternatives, 
the Department of Energy said it could meet mission requirements in several 
ways:
 • upgrade Building 9212 to meet current environmental, safety and 
health standards for $120 million;
 • build a new UPF with a production capacity of 10 warheads/year3;
 • build a new UPF with a production capacity of 80 warheads/year.
 The NNSA chose the third option and has requested $340 million dol-
lars in next year’s budget to accelerate construction.

1. What, if anything, might the NNSA learn from Ardeth and Kathleen?

2. In a society conditioned to Supersize everything, what possible reasons 
can you imagine for the decision to build a new bomb plant 7 times 
larger than needed?

3. What role do you think fiscal restraint has to play in the decision about 
building a new bomb plant—or is it just something we have to pay for?

4. US arms control Ambassador Robert Grey has said the US will have 
“zero credibility” in discussions about constraining Iran’s and other 
nations’ nuclear ambitions if we invest heavily in a new production 
infrastructure. Would you agree or disagree? Why?

1. The final cost of  the UPF is officially “to be determined.” Design is 50% complete (at a 
cost of  more than half  a billion dollars). Estimates of  the final pricetag in 2006 were $600 
million to $1.5 billion. In 2012, estimates are in the $7.5 - $8 billion range—an increase of  
1000%!

2. The work of  the new UPF is the Life Extension Program, currently done at the Y12 
complex in Building 9212, which refurbishes and upgrades nuclear warheads. Under the 
current schedule, all warheads in the US arsenal will have completed LEPs before the new 
UPF comes on line in 2024.

3. NNSA said it could build a facility with a “production level of  approximately 10 second 
aries and cases per year, which would support surveillance and dismantlement operations 
and a limited Life Extension Program workload (p. 3-27, Y12 Final SWEIS),” but it chose 
to build a Supersized 80 warheads/year capacity facility instead.


