

[image: image]





[image: image]







Dedication

FOR STELLA RUBY

AND ALL THE ADVENTURES

WE WILL CRASH TEST

TOGETHER







Contents

Cover

Title Page

Dedication

Contents

Introduction

Chapter One: Career

Chapter Two: Love

Chapter Three: Money

Chapter Four: Friendship

Chapter Five: Style

Chapter Six: Alcohol

Chapter Seven: Sexuality

Chapter Eight: Depression

Chapter Nine: Creativity

Chapter Ten: Setbacks

Chapter Eleven: Bravery

DIY Crash Test

Acknowledgments

About the Author

Copyright

About the Publisher







Introduction

If you’re reading this, you probably know me as one of the science presenters from MythBusters.

Hate to break it to you: I’m not a scientist. Yep, that’s right. I don’t even have a background in science. No college degree in biology, or PhD in physics. No late nights in the library memorizing organic chemistry. No internships in a lab coat. In fact, the only times I’ve ever worn a lab coat were for photo shoots, when my cohosts and I were gritting our teeth and trying not to roll our eyes. If you’ve seen MythBusters or any of the other shows I’ve hosted, this might surprise you. In fact, I’ve made a living from science entertainment, am best known for my contributions to the field, and even hosted the White House Science Fair and have inspired thousands of girls to become scientists themselves (or so they tell me via social media and at conferences).

One of the most gratifying things about being on MythBusters has been talking with teachers and reading articles that say our show changed the way science is taught throughout the country and abroad. Educators play our shows in their classrooms; parents rely on it for homeschooling. Kids re-create our experiments in their labs. They’ve used our methods as a jumping-off point to come up with their own myths to bust. When I was growing up, I hated my formal, textbook-y science class. Too much memorization, not enough inspiration. Now kids look forward to getting their hands dirty and using their imaginations in a less formal setting, thanks to the influence of our show.

We had no idea this sea change in education was going on while we were at the shop, working elbow deep in grease and grime. We were just regular people having fun and blowing stuff up. We didn’t expect such amazing side effects, and we sure didn’t expect to become a pop culture phenomenon. It all came as a pleasant surprise, especially for me. For many years, I was the only female host in science TV. At network parties, I would be the lone woman in sight. Now, there are many more of us on the air and in the room. I never set out to change things for teachers, parents, or other women in the field. But the status quo has changed, and I’m humbled and happy to have been a part of that.

So how’d a nonscientist like me end up with “science expert” as a job title? As it turns out, you don’t need to wear a lab coat to be a science geek. You don’t need a PhD to be fiercely curious. You don’t need an engineering degree to figure out what happens when you put a Mentos in a Coke bottle. (Spoiler: it explodes!)

Let’s throw out the old idea of what a scientist is. Say the word, and you might picture an old, gray-haired white man with glasses and a beaker filled with some mysterious substance. I was the opposite of that when I joined the show, a twenty-seven-year-old woman with an art degree and flaming-red hair, tattoos, and body piercings.

I was always taught that art and science were mutually exclusive. There are artsy types (me) and nerds (them), and I fell one hundred percent on one side of that line. But after a season on the show, I straddled it. Art and science are both creative processes about using the tools at hand, being struck with bright ideas, and getting your hands dirty. By living as a “scientist,” I saw how adding an “artist” sensibility to science and vice versa lifted them both.

I started thinking of myself as something else, an experimenter. Our experiments weren’t dry and precise, like measuring how much liquid to pour into a test tube. We were messy and bold. We were just winging it a lot of the time. And, while I may not be a “scientist” in the typical definition of the term, I do have a forklift license, keep duct tape in my purse, know how to blow up, cut in half, or light on fire basically anything you put in front of me, and have been conducting experiments professionally for fifteen years.

As a cohost on MythBusters, I wound up getting a world-class science education while conducting tests in order to prove (or disprove) all kinds of urban legends. Or as host Adam Savage used to say, “Helping settle bar bets professionally.” Just as none of the hosts held degrees in science or were experts in those fields, the show was not originally intended to be a science show. But since we had to use engineering, chemistry, biology, statistics, physics, and math to, say, build a rig to split a car in half, we were thought of as a de facto science show after all. Our objective was never to teach or preach to viewers about the importance of STEM (science, technology, engineering, and math). We were just having fun and learning along with the audience about how things worked.

To do so, we employed the scientific method, the perfect narrative vehicle for proving and disproving myths. If you’re not familiar with this elegant process for, well, figuring shit out, here it is in five simple steps:


	Question. Learning begins with “I wonder what would happen if . . . ?” For example, “What would happen if I dropped a Mentos into a bottle of Coke?”

	Hypothesize. Formulate a theory about what’s going to happen based on what you know or think you know. For example, you could hypothesize that dropping a Mentos in a bottle of Coke would add minty freshness to the sugary sweetness.

	Experiment. Do it. Drop the Mentos in the Coke and find out exactly what happens: Brown foam explodes all over the walls, the furniture, in your eyes, and up your nostrils.

	Analyze. What the hell was that? Analyze the components of Coke and Mentos, study the chemical reaction that occurs when combined. Because the surface of Mentos is dimpled, dropping one in carbonated soda causes nucleation, the rapid multiplication of bubbles that have nowhere to go but up and out of the bottle. Hence, foam explosion.

	Conclude. The answer to the original question is “If I drop this mint into the bottle of soda, I will need to steam clean the carpet.” You should probably conclude to do it outside next time, with safety goggles.




Using the scientific method, my cohosts and I asked questions and tested over 900 hypotheses, filmed over 7,200 hours, set off 850 explosions, used 43,500 yards of duct tape, and loved every minute of it.

At some point during the show’s long, fourteen-season run, it dawned on me that the scientific method could be applied to everything, and that I’d unwittingly been dropping the figurative Mentos into the Coke bottle of life all along, asking questions, forming hypotheses, experimenting, analyzing results, and drawing conclusions to figure things out.

Admittedly, my particular style of experimentation has been more like crash testing: I strap myself in, step on the gas, and head straight into a wall with my eyes open. It’s always a crazy ride. I’ve gotten a bit battered and bruised (via bad decisions, bad relationships, dead-end jobs, to mention a few), but I don’t mind my wounds. Scars are cool. Like wrinkles, they prove you’ve really lived.

If I hadn’t crash tested through life, I wouldn’t have landed the job at MythBusters, met my husband, made my best friendships, managed major depression, or gotten my wild life under control. I’m a living, limping example of how being a risk-taking methodologist can bring you love, success, and inspiration. I had to be a crash test girl to evolve into a road-tested woman.

If you’re a professional scientist reading this, great! If you’re a curious person who loves the idea of dissecting what went wrong and deciding how you might do things better next time, welcome! The brilliance of the scientific method is that it is for everyone. Seriously, everyone. The scientific method can become a guiding light for you, as it is for me, and I’m excited to show you how I did it.

The key is to fling yourself into experimentation and to be mindful about your results. My hypotheses were often misguided, as you’ll see in each chapter ahead. My conclusions were usually unexpected. Wisdom lies in asking questions rather than in being presumptuous about knowing the answers. After things didn’t go the way I thought they would a hundred times, I learned this overreaching Life Conclusion: To be successful, you don’t have to be right, but you do have to understand, with a scientist’s emotional detachment, why you were wrong.

With that in mind, I’ve written this book, a collection of stories about the many times I’ve been wrong, pushed boundaries and used critical thinking (How can this be better? What went wrong? What went right?) to understand what happened, learned and grew from it, and continually improved my life and relationships by measurable degrees.

I’ve organized this book into eleven chapters that describe how I’ve crash tested through the major areas of my life (not in order of importance!)—career, love, friendship, money, sexuality, depression, alcohol, setbacks, creativity, and bravery—and how I unknowingly was using the scientific method all along to ask questions, form hypotheses, experiment, analyze results, and reach conclusions. You can read the book from front to back, middle out, back to front, however you prefer. My message is to elevate experimentation and bring it from my life lab to your living room, and my goal is for the reading experience itself to be free-form and fun. I’m using every tool in my belt in these pages, and I’ve got a ton of them. Every chapter is packed with life hacks, rough drawings from my sketchbook, advice, experiments, lists and funny stories about my work on TV, real-life crash-and-burn moments, and all the times I’ve crashed and learned.

Before you start reading, I recommend fastening your seat belts. Helmets and safety goggles are optional.







Chapter One

Career

On MythBusters, we took on a “myth” that seemed so obviously true, I didn’t understand why we were devoting screen time and energy toward confirming it. The Bull in a China Shop experiment premise was just a goof, a gag. We went to a rodeo bull pen, set up aisles of foamcore shelves (as not to hurt the bulls), and loaded them down with china platters, plates, bowls, cups, and let the bull into the pen to destroy it.

We were ready to film some beautiful high-speed footage of carnage. Instead, the bull trotted through the set and danced gracefully around the shelves without knocking over one dish. So we let in another bull. Same result. It was like they were dancing a pas de deux between the shelves, a graceful ballet of pirouettes, without breaking a single cup. We let in another, and another. Six bulls walked into the pen and up and down the aisles of shelves. In total, only one plate broke.

My cohosts Tory Belleci and Grant Imahara and I couldn’t believe it. Tory broke more dishes while we were shopping for them. This experiment became very important in the overall arc of the series. A one-off gag that we thought was a “sure thing” taught us all a lesson (applicable for TV shows and life in general): No one knows what’s going to happen. Even if you feel one-hundred-percent sure of an outcome. When it comes to assumptions, throw them out the window.

Finding My Dream Job

After college, I took a year to travel the world (more on that later). The same-age people I traveled with hoped to use their gap year to sort out some things before coming home and deciding on the next big step in their lives. One friend said, “I’ve figured out what I want to do. I’m going to grad school.” Another said, “As soon as I get back, I’m going to get into public policy.”

I ended up finding answers, but only to philosophical matters about who I was. Regarding my next step on the road of life, I had nothing. Well, I solidified in my mind that I was an artist, a maker. I knew how I wanted to approach life—as an introspective, mindful explorer with curiosity as my default setting. But as far as how I’d manifest this in the form of a career, I didn’t have a clue.

I returned to my parents’ house, a new place they had moved into while I was away, with my stuff in cardboard boxes. I was glad to see my parents, but it wasn’t a happy homecoming. This wasn’t home to me at all. I was twenty-three, I’d seen the world, and then I landed here, in a strange guest room in a strange house. I lasted a week before I decamped to stay with friends in San Francisco. I was broke, jobless, clueless, couch surfing. I hadn’t found my life compass that pointed to my true north.

It was time to start over again and build a life from scratch. I didn’t know where I was going, but I knew how I was going, with the spirit of adventure, and openness to experiment and try new things.


[image: image]

HOW DO YOU TURN YOUR PASSION INTO STEADY, RELIABLE INCOME?

How was I going to turn painting, sculpture, and bad poetry writing (aka my skill set) into gainful, gratifying employment, regular meals, and a decent apartment? Even free spirits had to pay their bills. In San Francisco, I’d be lucky to get four walls and a door with hinges instead of a beaded curtain. Since I had no step-by-step plan for how to begin an unconventional life, I turned to the conventional wisdom of beginning a traditional one:



	Earn a college degree.

	Get internships in your chosen field to build your résumé.

	Step up to an entry-level job.

	Upgrade to a better job at a better company every few years.

	Land safely at the top with flexible hours, a hefty salary, and perky perks.
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IF YOU FOLLOW THE TRADITIONAL PATH, YOU’LL EVENTUALLY LAND THE JOB OF YOUR DREAMS

A Job, Any Job

In the late ’90s and early aughts, several years out of school, I was stuck at step two of the traditional five-step path I’ve described above, trying to get a handle on what I was going to do with my life. In the meantime, I had to earn a living, so I started temping all over San Francisco. I filed at a real estate office, fielded calls for a stockbroker in the financial district, catered galas for a food service company, and passed out flyers for a psychic on Market Street. A real psychic would know that NO ONE likes flyers.

I helped a pool shark at a bar distract his marks for a cut of his winnings. I even drove to wealthy communities to find designer clothes and shoes in the thrift stores, which I would buy for pennies, and resell in San Francisco consignment stores on Haight Street for huge profit margins. (Seriously, a pair of barely worn Ferragamo heels for one dollar at Happy Dragon Thrift Store? Sold them for twenty dollars and I heard the buyers sniggering like they took me. Ha! Dinner and beer on me!)

I had a reputation for always having an angle or a game to keep my pockets full, but my dream job was definitely not side-hustling for dollars. The only dream I had was this: I wanted to somehow make money by making art.

I asked around for job titles with the word “art” in them, and that led me to dig out my best version of a secretary outfit and fake smile my way into a position at an advertising agency. It was downtown, two trains and a bus away from my apartment. This was before we had cell phones so I did a ton of reading on that commute. I would amuse myself by writing poems on playing cards and then leaving them for the next commuter to find.

 



MUNI TRAIN

Late for work with morning commuter woes. Shoeless old man clips the nails on his toes? An errant nail just hit my head! What the fuck! Maybe there is a country where this shit is good luck.

MUNI TRAIN




 

From my receptionist desk at the ad agency, I thought maybe I’d finagle my way into a lowly job in the art department and climb the ladder from assistant to art director. (See steps three and four from the “traditional path”.) It seemed like a decent creative trajectory, accessible, and potentially lucrative. In the meantime, I answered phones. No one really talked to me unless you count “Wanna get a beer after work?,” let alone mentored me. The phone I was tasked with answering barely even rang! All the calls came into the first floor receptionists. What they couldn’t handle was bumped to the second floor, where I sat. This hardly ever happened. When the phone did ring, it was a thrill. I’d grab at it like a drowning woman would a life preserver for a brief interaction with a real human, and then it was back to the monotony of staring at my desk or doodling or occasionally looking at Myspace. (Remember Myspace? No? It was once a thing.)

I spent a year in this quiet desperation, sitting at the desk, staring at a phone. It became clear that I wasn’t going to get a single promotion, let alone climb the corporate ladder to success and financial freedom. I began sending out résumés to other agencies, galleries, and museums. No one ever replied to my mailings. I’d fought to get my foot in the door, but I was just as stuck as ever, and my take-home pay was a lot less than reselling vintage clothes to thrift stores.

I realized something important: If I did somehow, magically, climb the ladder and end up with a job in the art department, where I’d be helping sell cars and cornflakes, would that be fun? I’d been so focused on the path, I forgot to check where it led.

Hot Shot

Meanwhile, as I continued to spend my days waiting by the non-ringing phone for someone to talk to or notice me, I signed on for a night job as a “sampler.” Some people used the phrase “shot girl,” like a beverage slave at a nightclub, but the spirits distributor I worked for considered itself too upscale for that description. I had no such illusions. You could call me Miss Piggy for fifty dollars per hour.

The job was to go to a few designated bars each night, give out two hundred coupons for free drinks, and talk up the cocktail with customers. I was trained on the process of making each spirit, and could answer almost any question about it. But mostly, I just danced away from bad pickup lines. If you were in San Francisco in the early 2000s, and a highly enthusiastic woman gave you free Scotch and waxed poetic on the finer notes of smoke or heather, it might have been me. I represented Tanqueray, Hennessy, Johnnie Walker, Grand Marnier, Moët, Cîroc, and several Diageo spirits.

While this job was a great improvement from my desk job, I always felt like I was missing something. “Sampling” wasn’t creative or a positive contribution to society . . . it didn’t have anything to do with art, or sculpture, or building, or creating—all of the things I was most passionate about doing with my life. But let me tell you the truth: I was really good at being a sampler. Really good. Doing anything half-assed is boring to me, so I put some gusto into the job. I have my dad’s salesman’s silver tongue and could talk to anyone. I played it like an actor, pretending to be carefree and excited to show up and dive headfirst into whichever bar I found myself in. I even got a promotion! The boss asked me to manage a whole crew of sampler girls, dispatching them to bars all over town.

For a while, I drove to events in an Escalade wrapped with Tanqueray logos, which was super embarrassing. One night I was pulled over by a highway patrol and asked if I was drinking in that monstrosity. Seriously? Wouldn’t that be a bit idiotic? Maybe he just wanted to investigate an SUV full of giggly girls in tight T-shirts.

Sampler-ing took me in and out of every nook and cranny in the Bay Area. I worked at a divey drag bar on Polk Street with a coworker who dressed head-to-toe in his best leathers. Then there was a backroom dance hall in Oakland where I was in the pale minority. At a bar in San Jose, I stood inside a cage and poured Hennessy into people’s open mouths through the bars. I served Moët Champagne at the America’s Cup yacht race when it was in San Francisco. At parties, food festivals, and Whiskies of the World events, I organized tastings, and was a spokesperson for Johnnie Walker and their umbrella-ed single malts.

The experience really drove home that people are people. You can talk to anyone as long as you’re nonjudgmental and accepting of whatever personality is in front of you. This skill came in handy later on at MythBusters because we employed experts in a wide range of different fields. Even if I didn’t speak their particular lexicon, I could still converse with them without feeling intimidated by them or embarrassed by the gaps in my education or experience. Whether they were Civil War reenactors, biology professors, or arms dealers, everyone has a story. I loved exploring the anthropologic beauty of everyone who came to our shop. (Having a vast knowledge of alcohol also helps in dealing with MythBusters’ Australian film crew.)

 



WAYS TO KEEP YOURSELF ENTERTAINED AT YOUR ENTRY-LEVEL JOB
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Not every first job is going to be as mind-numbingly boring as mine. But if you do have hours with nothing to do at work, try:



	Doodling. If I wasn’t working, I was drawing. All of my pencils were extremely well sharpened.

	Origami. All those crafts you’ve been curious about? A boring desk job presents the perfect opportunity: knitting, embroidery, whatever. (My boyfriend got the most awkwardly long scarf ever for Christmas.)

	Pro bono projects. If someone was doing a charity event and needed poster art, I volunteered to make an illustration for it. I thought it’d help me advance, but those things turned out to be favors. People think art isn’t work, and not worth rewarding. I made friends, but didn’t get to the next level.

	Reading Missed Connections on Craigslist. People wrote two or three of them about me. One had collected my poetry postcards on the 22 Fillmore bus and wanted to meet me to discuss them. Maybe he’d found a chicken foot under his seat, too, and wanted to compare notes. I never replied to any of them. I was a stealth poet. I liked to be mysterious. While traveling, after I finished a book, I wrote a note in it and left it in the hostel. I leave notes in hotel room drawers. I just love the idea of connecting anonymously with strangers and never knowing the outcome.

	Updating your résumé. Nothing like getting a paycheck and using the resources at the office to search for another job.





 

My job made me very popular, especially when I was assigned to be a secret martini taster. I would go into a bar, and ask the bartender to make the brand’s signature cocktail, taste it, and ask him or her about the brand and the drink. Then I’d write a report about it. I would go to three places a night, and go through the same process. As a petite woman, I couldn’t possibly finish all the drinks I had to order and taste. While I took notes on how the bartenders made the drinks, I had some “designated drunk” volunteers—my broke artist and musician friends—who would help me finish my assignment. Best job ever for living a Sex and the City life on a Shameless budget. (I watch too much TV.)

I was enjoying myself, and the bosses could tell. They gave me more and more responsibility, and raises to accompany it. For the first time in my twenty-something years of life, I made enough money to pay my rent and buy groceries.

But something nagged at me. All of the other sampler girls saw this as a temporary gig, a way to get paid while continuing their educations—and most of them did go on to have professional careers as doctors, lawyers, and engineers. But I had no plan B, no alternative. I was living for today. Was this the track I wanted to stay on forever?

I reminded myself that when I dreamed of being a maker, it wasn’t a maker of cocktails. I was a great liquor ambassador, had fun, and basked in the appreciation and acknowledgment of my bosses. But I had the sense that I should be doing something else, there was something else out there for me. However, like almost everyone who finds themselves in this predicament, I didn’t know where or how to start over. How much longer should I keep hoping for a creative career when I hadn’t gotten close to one yet? Were my passions just pie-in-the-sky fantasies? Or were they something I should chase in the form of gainful employment . . . ?

I asked myself this question constantly during my excruciating, limbo/first-circle-of-Hell hours at the ad agency job (I hadn’t given that up; I was receptionist by day, shot girl at night). To keep myself from going crazy, I started bringing polymer clay—the stuff special effects artists and prop makers use for toys or models—to the office, made sculptures at my desk, and amassed a large collection of little statues. I showed them to a friend of mine who was trying to find his way into the movie industry.

“You should do this,” Matt said of my models. “You’re great at it. Put together a portfolio.”

“No, no, I’m not good enough,” I said.

I was afraid of being judged. A real professional had never seen my sculptures. What would a real artist think? Would he or she know I had no clue what I was doing?

Now, when I look back on this time in my life, I’m aware of my inferiority mind-set, always seeing the world from the outside in, a stubborn holdover from junior high. Now I see the world from the inside out. This is my art, like it or not. I do it for me. If you like it, great. If not, great. It’s not up to me to decide your taste for you.

Matt kept on encouraging me. One night, he said, “Listen. There’s a local place called M5 Industries run by this guy Jamie Hyneman.” He described it as a design and build company/workshop that made special effects, prototypes, and props for commercials, movies, and TV. “Jamie’s assistant Alberto teaches a class out of the shop on sculptural special effects and model making,” he said. “Why don’t you come with me and just check it out? You will love it.”

And still I hesitated.

Sculpture was my favorite thing to do in the whole world. Was I really going to give up on my dream so quickly? Was I really going to assume that this job would be like the others, that I was never going to make things for a living? It was time for me to throw out my expectations and my baggage, but, most importantly, my assumptions. About myself, about life, and about who can and can’t have the career of their dreams. I searched my mind for a mantra. At the top of the list was the all-purpose powerhouse: “Why not?”

I reached into my soul and told myself, Woman up, Kari! Matt is right. Yeah, special effects! You could do sculptures for a living! I forced myself to push past fear, and go for it.
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TRY ANYTHING, DO EVERYTHING, SAY “YES” EVEN WHEN YOU AREN’T SURE

Beg Your Way In

The next day, as I sat at the second-floor ad agency reception desk, I put together a portfolio with every drawing and sculpture I’d made at my job in purgatory. I was nervous about the possibility of another disappointment at M5. I’d already sent résumés with no response to every animation and special effects shop I knew: Pixar, Industrial Light & Magic, and others. From my lonely desk on the second floor, I imagined my résumé and portfolio being tossed over the shoulder of an eye-rolling HR person into a comically large bin labeled REJECTS. The beautiful outcome of feeling like a reject for so long: Desperation makes you bold. And that boldness led me into the greatest opportunity of my life.

I went to the class Matt recommended, and I walked into M5 Industries for the first time. My memories are always a bit rosy, but I’m pretty sure there were angels singing and God-light emanating from the shop door. There was a metal shop, a wood shop, an electronics shop, a mold room, a paint room, movie props all over the walls, cool sculptures (including a Mugwump from Naked Lunch in the corner), spaceships from Star Wars, masks and models from The Nightmare Before Christmas on the walls, and the shuttle from Running Man with a half-size Schwarzenegger hanging from the ceiling! I can still feel my excitement. (I am even typing this section fast remembering this moment.) There was every tool you could imagine, and boxes upon boxes with labels like googly eyes, plastic domes, tank parts. I could smell freshly cut wood, metal dust, and the slight scent of toxic fumes from resins and paints. To someone like me, it was like new car smell or freshly baked cookies. All of a sudden a light went on and I thought, Oh my God. I want to work HERE! I had to be a part of this place. I’d do anything to stay.

I went up and introduced myself to Jamie Hyneman. He was wearing his signature beret and big moustache, a look he’d maintained for decades. I was wearing my best “don’t care but I actually really care a lot” outfit (jeans and a black T-shirt, combat boots, and a flannel tied around my waist; grungy but not dirty). I tried to seem full of confidence but my goofy grin and nervous talking didn’t help. Jamie is an intimidating character; he doesn’t smile needlessly and definitely doesn’t suffer fools. I was used to people beaming at me from my night job (offering free drinks will do that), so I had no idea how to gauge Jamie’s reaction to me. I learned that he’s incapable of lying to soften a blow. He is straight with you, a trait that I both respect and fear to this day.

I showed him my portfolio. He flipped through, page by page, with silent disinterest. I swallowed back nerves and made an audible choking sound because my mouth had gone dry. With every page he passed, I died a bit inside. When he got to the very last page, he pointed at the picture of a wrinkly old man sculpture I was pretty proud of, and said, “Maybe we can work with that.” Exhale.

“Well, I’m willing to intern for free,” I said.

“Come back tomorrow.”

 



TOP THREE GET-OUT-OF-WORK-FREE CARDS


	Pink eye. My favorite ailment for getting out of work, it is disgusting, highly contagious, cleared up in a few days, and no one wants you within five miles.

	Food poisoning. The gross factor is high, and most prefer the symptoms not be described in detail. You have to stay home long enough to make sure it isn’t the flu or Norovirus, so it’s an excuse with an open end date.

	Family emergency. It sounds dire but is purposefully vague. No one would be so rude as to pry what the emergency is. And if anyone does, say, “My mother has food poisoning, the flu, the Norovirus. And pink eye.”





 

And that was it. My foot was in the door again, but this time, in the right place. I was thrilled! I was elated!

But, crap. I still had a nine-to-five job at the ad agency. Should I call in with the flu or pink eye? I didn’t know at the time that I would never go back to the silent phone on the second floor. I would never go back to being a corporate zombie. Instead, I just kept showing up at M5, every tomorrow, made prototypes and toy parts, learned from Jamie, and loved every minute of it.

I was so energized about doing something art related at M5 by day, the good vibes spilled into my night job. Out of the blue, one of the spirits companies offered me a big job as a brand ambassador with a significant salary, benefits, perks, and a future. My job would be going to dinners and events, like I’d been doing, plus I would travel to exotic places representing the brand and running promotions. I could see a career and a future taking shape in front of me, making more money than I had ever imagined.

So, what was it going to be? The high-paying, high-flying corporate job I could grow into, or the unpaid internship that could end at any second?

I was given two days to decide.

It took me two seconds.

Everyone in my life thought I was crazy—except Paul, my then-boyfriend, now-husband, a fellow artist dreamer weirdo. As my friends reminded me, “You’re not a kid, Kari. You can’t play with clay and make toys forever. What about earning good money and having security and maybe growing up?”

My parents asked, “Are you sure?”

I told Mom, “The risky path is way more interesting. I’m gonna go with that.”

I was poor but happy. It felt like a new adventure was beginning, and was it ever. My decision turned out in my favor, I have to say. If you are reading this book because you’re a fan of MythBusters, you already know that.
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YOUR INSTINCTS KNOW WHICH JOB IS DREAM-WORTHY AND WHICH IS A SAFE COMPROMISE. TRUST.

Use Everything You’ve Got

My first day as an official intern was, coincidentally, the first day MythBusters was being filmed at M5. I had no idea that it was going to be the set of a TV show, and, after I found out, I certainly had no expectation that I’d be a part of it. There were other interns and shop guys hanging around. I was just one of the crew, just glad to be there.

It was 2002, the Wild West of cable, before reality television was highly produced, contrived, and scripted, spread out over dozens of networks. Discovery Channel had always been known for nature documentaries, but the corporate overlords decided to try something new and made the shows Deadliest Catch, American Chopper, Dirty Jobs, and MythBusters. They were unfamiliar departures from the norm, and successfully ushered in a new era of content. MythBusters was set in a working shop, and anyone might get pulled into the action—or, in my case, be enlisted to sweep up the action after the camera was put away.

One day, Jamie and Adam (the hosts), and the show’s creator, Peter Rees, were planning the segment called Vacuum Toilet, about the legendary myth of a very girthy woman sitting down on the toilet in an airplane, flushing it while seated, and creating such
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