
Chapter Six   95

the tongue-and-groove ceiling was a bit on the officious side, and blew off Frankie’s 
opinion as to the stain they were using. “Bragg’ll never go for that,” Frankie opined.

“What do you know about it, Frankie?” the others said. “Hell, our manager said this 
color stain’s all the rage.”

“That may be true, but I’ve known Mr. Bragg for years, and I’m telling you he won’t 
like it.” When I got in and saw they’d turned my beautiful ceiling into something that’d 
escaped from the circus, all manner of shit hit the fan. They’d used this godawful 
shade of brassy orange, and I made ’em do it over. Frankie didn’t rub it in, just gave the 
painters an “I told you so” grin while he sat there sipping his beer.

The living room was built with family in mind. 
There was nothing dark and dingy about it, since 
I’d put in those incredible windows plus a twelve-
sided skylight that corresponded to the shape of 
the room itself. The living room was forty-eight 
feet across, just what the laird of the manor had 
in mind. Theresa’s eyes lit up when she saw  
the finished space with its twenty-four-foot-high 
peaked ceiling. It was as if she already imagined 
the crowds of kids and the daylong parties that 
would fill the room. And the room would never 
be chilly in winter. I made sure of that by installing 
double-paned windows. After all the frigid days in 
our cabin, I wanted my family to be warm when 
the weather wasn’t.

Now those mammoth windows looked out onto a wraparound deck so we’d have 
a great view of our lake, only twenty feet away. Being a humble soul, I named it Lake 
Bragg, and it was well worth looking at. We could watch the otters frolicking in the 
water, raising Cain with the flocks of Canada geese that called the lake home during 
the winter months. Now and then a half-dozen or so swans would swoop down 
and visit for a few weeks. I loved watching them taking off: power and grace in one 
beautiful package. In the warmer months, we’d have an eagle and some ospreys for 
company. Sitting by the windows nursing a martini and observing all the comings and 
goings on the lake was a fantastic way to spend time. 

And here’s where Theresa and I had our first serious disagreement about our new 
home. I saw her bustling around with a tape measure, and I asked her what she was 
up to. “I’m measuring for curtains. The windows look naked without them.”

“I paid top dollar for those naked windows. Do you know what it cost to get that 
much glass tinted?”

Don with Jeff, Mark, and Renée outside 
home.


