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y partner and I have al
ways had our fair share 
of differences-and 
then some. If we were 

any further apart temperamentally, we'd 
be classified as different species. My mate, 
a lawyer by profession, is disciplined, self
contained, and inner-directed. I am as disciplined as a fresh
ly adopted mutt, as self-contained as The Oracle at Delphi, 
and as inner-directed as your average preschooler. He has 
orderly habits and a demeanor that remains relatively unruf
fled in the face of everyday problems. My habits are so 
disorderly 'that they could more properly be called whims, 
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and I tend to behave as if there are no eve ryday problems 
only unmitigated disaste rs . 

If we had taken an empirical view of the matte r, we migh; 
have seen these differences as evidence that our re lation
ship had little chance of success. However, we refused to let 
the mere fact that we were ill-sui ted keep us apart. And 
over the years we managed to overcome our dive rsity 
enough of the time to be happy together , with each of us 
keeping his peculiarities more or less to himself. My partner 
never demanded that l be as neat as he was-though he 
mused aloud that Stephen King's next horror novel could i:,, 
set in my closet-and I never expected him to adopt n: ,· 
preferred behavioral imperative: Keep a routine , and you 
become routine . We even managed to learn a few things from 
one another . 

This precarious equilibrium received a reverbe rating jolt 
when our son Jacob was born. Almost immediate ly, we 
found that we couldn 't easily separate our attitudinal differ
ences on child rearing. Problems arose the first night Jacob 
spent under our roof. While l jumped out of bed if he .,o 
much as sighed, my mate demonstrated that he can sl<<.:p 
through a baby's crying as easily as he can sleep through my 
mother 's conversation. His expressed atti tude was that at 
some point babies have to learn to s leep through the night
unless, of course, they are baby owls. l maintained that 
there was no hurry, and that Jacob could always learn to do 
that in college. 

As time went on, it became apparent that our most stren
uous disagreements occurred over the proper way to disci
pline our son. I was constitutionally unable to deny my · nild 
anything, and I could no more punish 
him than I could put him out to sea in a 
dinghy. On the rare occasions when I 
did say no 
to him , 
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