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The contemplative quiet of the Cliffs was shattered, to Aisquith's 

delight. Despite all his troubles, he watched with great pleasure as the 

yellow Komatsu cut through the rich green grass of the meadow. The 

gigantic hole in which his museum would sit grew deeper by the minute. 

 Standing with a roll of drawings under his arm, he imagined his 

creation rising from the ground. The sight of the earthmover made him 

forget his child was in danger until he felt a tap on his shoulder.  

 “How’s it goin’, Ass, old boy? Things are really moving along, 

aren’t they?” Paul Wiggs bellowed over the noise. Aisquith turned away 

and continued watching. Wiggs expected the silent treatment and knew 

how to end it. 

 “You know, a straight slanted roof would look just as good and 

cost almost sixty per cent less to build,” he said to the back of a brown 

Harris Tweed coat, which he knew he’d be seeing the front of in a milli-

second. 

 Aisquith whirled and shouted, “Keep your goddamn hands off that 

roof, you bastard.” 

 “Hey, don’t get excited. It’s only a suggestion . . . a suggestion I 

made to Barton and the committee.” 

 Aisquith dropped the roll of drawings and stood nose to nose with 

Wiggs. 

 “You made that suggestion without consulting me first? Let me 

guess, your contract calls for you to get a percentage of any cost savings, 

right?”  

 “Let’s just say there are some incentives in my contract.”  

 “What did I tell you, you sonofabitch, keep your hands off my 

design.” 

 Wiggs laughed so hard that Aisquith felt the spray of saliva on his 

face. 

 “You really think you’re running the show here, you stupid shit,” 

Wiggs said with a huge grin. 

 Aisquith gathered himself. Contractors despised architects, sure, 

but they usually showed a modicum of respect for them, especially in front 

of the client. He liked  “This Old House,” because it presented a fantasy 

world where the contractor actually listened to and respected the architect. 

But because Wiggs had the client in his pocket, he could walk all over 

Aisquith. With no control over Wiggs, Aisquith shuddered to think how 

his museum would turn out. He decided to try reasoning one more time. 

 “Come on Wiggs, you’re getting paid what you want for doing this 

job.”  Actually Aisquith didn’t have the foggiest idea of what Barton's 

committee was paying him. Architects automatically assumed the 

contractor received at least twice what they got. 

 “Relax. We haven't even poured the foundation. We’ve got plenty 

of time to figure out what to do with the roof. How about a roof like the 



one I did for the K-Mart over in Linthicum?”  Wiggs sounded 

conciliatory. 

 Aisquith saw that the idiot was dead serious about his suggestion, 

but offered no rebuttal. He leaned down to pick up the drawings, then 

walked away. He stopped at the edge of the excavation and looked down 

into the deep void. The construction crew was already erecting the 

formwork for the columns and the massive concrete walls that would hold 

back five stories of earth. Aisquith watched intently for a few minutes, 

then left the site.  

 

 

At the office the next day, Aisquith sat alone at a vacant 

workstation drawing on the computer. It was Saturday and he had the 

entire place to himself. He liked working on the computer in privacy 

because he didn’t want others to see how slow he was. He knew he had to 

work on it once in a while. Computer-aided drafting was like learning a 

foreign language. You had to practice it occasionally or lose it. He had to 

admit he enjoyed the sensation of drawing with the mouse, all the pointing 

and clicking. You didn’t have to sharpen pencils all the time and you 

could erase with the click of a button instead of rubbing away at the 

drawing, getting all the tiny pieces of rubber all over you. 

 He heard the front door open and twisted around to see who it was.  

It was Kurt. He hadn’t expected anyone to come in on a Saturday 

morning, not even workaholic Kurt. He discouraged the staff from coming 

in on weekends, telling them to enjoy their weekends, especially now that 

the push to finish the museum drawings was over. He decried architects 

who browbeat their workers into coming in, making them feel guilty for 

not pulling their weight. Marehdi had done that to her staff while she went 

to the Hamptons for the weekend to party. 

 “Kurt, you’re an unexpected sight this morning,” said Aisquith, 

with clear annoyance in his voice. 

 Kurt picked up on the terse greeting and lied.  

 “I just had to pick something up I forgot last night. So what are 

you up to?” 

 Aisquith felt like brushing him off but patiently explained what he 

was doing. He would have told him on Monday anyway. 

 “The museum committee wants a cornerstone to put a kind of time 

capsule in. Part of this millennium bullshit.” 

 “What kinds of things are they going to put in it?” 

 “Some small pieces from the collections, video tapes, books, and a 

set of the construction drawings,” Aisquith said. 

 “Cool. Thousands of years from now they’ll know we did the 

building.” 

 Aisquith laughed. “So, to get all this stuff in, I’m enlarging one of 

the column footings. Making it a lot deeper and wider.” 



 “I see. When are they pouring the foundation?” Kurt peered over 

his boss’s shoulder. 

 “They’ve already started, so first thing on Monday I want you to 

personally deliver this revision to Wiggs at the construction trailer. And 

tell the jerk I know it’s a change order and he’ll get paid for the extra 

work. The schedule says he’s to pour the footing on Wednesday morning, 

so he has to redo the formwork as soon as possible. I want it done by 

Tuesday afternoon.” 

 “I’ll take care of it.”  

 “I’ll put the drawing and the change order on your desk,”  Aisquith 

said and then fell silent to let Kurt know he was excused.  

“See ya Monday, Allan.”  Kurt had to follow up on his lie and 

went to his workstation to pick up what he’d supposedly forgotten. He 

grabbed a book off his desk and turned to leave. Instead he returned to 

Aisquith.  

 “Allan, I was meaning to ask you. What happened with your 

meeting with the building inspector last week? You never said anything 

about it.” 

 “It was nothing important. He had a few questions but everything 

was taken care of. He’s a pretty good guy to deal with.” 

 “Great. Have a good weekend.” 

 Aisquith waited for Kurt to leave, then backed his chair away from 

the computer screen and stretched his arms above his head. He reached for 

the mouse and pulled down the file menu, selecting Print, which sent the 

drawing to the plotter. He walked over to the plotter and watched as the 

lines appeared on the blank drawing sheet. He smiled to himself. This was 

a first change order he didn’t mind approving. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 


