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“Here’s the thing. You want it to stand out,” Renzo says while spreading an architectural 
drawing across the dining room table. “Not an easy thing to do in Rossmoor. I mean, 
look at the houses up and down the street. You’ve got midcentury modern, Tudor, 
Craftsman, Spanish Colonial, Art Deco, and more than a few oddballs.” 

“Oddballs?” Dorothy asks.  

“You know. The medieval fortresses, the Greek temples, the log cabins, the Taco Bells, 
Rapunzel’s tower, and so on.” 

“I love those houses,” she replies. “They make Rossmoor fun. Besides, we must be 
doing something right. Look at our property values.” 

“I’m just saying all that variety poses a challenge. In surroundings like these, how do 
you set your home apart from everyone else’s?”  

Before Dorothy can answer, the phone rings. She picks up. 

“Harold, is that you? Where are you?” She waits a moment. “The 405 in Irvine?” 

She glances at the TV screen in the living room. “Listen, Harold. The Newscopter is 
flying over Los Al Boulevard. There’s a Sigalert at the In ‘N Out. You might as well stop 
for something to eat and wait it out. I’ll see you when you get here.” 

She hangs up and apologizes for the interruption. “Harold didn’t get home until nine last 
night. The traffic around here is ridiculous.” 

“So I’ve noticed. But let’s get back to our design. We’ll have to proceed without your 
husband,” Renzo says, drawing closer and shifting the drawing to her side of the table.  

“Observe the cylindrical shapes,” he says. “These are the building blocks of our plan, 
which is to put you in a structure composed entirely of cylindrical rooms. Imagine living 
in a distinctive, one-of-a-kind house with no corners. For people who strive to be in the 
vanguard, like you and Harold, this is the perfect design.” 

Dorothy looks doubtful. “Wouldn’t the house look funny from the outside? There 
wouldn’t be any straight walls.”  



 “Straight is out, Dorothy. Think of the Bonaventure Hotel in Downtown L.A. All of your 
leading designers are going cylindrical and they’re doing it with stainless steel, which by 
the way, is maintenance free, never needs paint, and will not rust.” 

“I’m not so sure I’d like living in a steel house.” 

Renzo is about to defend his proposal when the doorbell rings.  

“That’s Marsha from next door,” Dorothy says, cutting him short.  

”C’mon in, Marsha,” she yells. 

A fiftyish woman wearing gold necklaces, gold bracelets, and gold shoes steps inside. 

“Marsha,” Dorothy says, “meet Renzo. He’s designing our new house. You need to see 
the plan he’s come up with. You could be living next door to the finished product.” 

Renzo rises to his feet and bows. “A pleasure to meet you, my dear. By the way, I’m 
very much impressed with your house. The gold dome is absolutely stunning. Whatever 
gave you the idea?” 

“A visit to the state capitol,” Marsha says. “We tried to make our version as close to the 
original as possible, but we had to stop short of using granite for the arches. The cost, 
you know.”  

“It’s magnificent, nevertheless,” Renzo assures her. 

Marsha sits down to study Renzo’s drawing. “I love all the little circular thingies, 
Dorothy. Your house is going to look like those Campbell’s soup cans on the poster in 
your living room. What a cute idea!“ 

Cute is all well and good,” Dorothy says, “but I see a lot of problems. For one thing, the 
sunlight reflecting off of stainless steel could heat up the whole neighborhood. And what 
about the glare? At certain times of the day, the light from your gold dome can be 
blinding. I’m not complaining, but we do have to keep our drapes closed.” 

‘I didn’t know that,” Marsha stammers. 

Renzo quickly redirects the conversation. “Blinding light won’t be a problem, Dorothy. 
We’ll just dull the exterior surface.” 

“Wouldn’t that be kind of unattractive?” 

“Not to worry,” Renzo says. “Your house is going to glow in the daylight. And at night - 
you’ll love this feature - the entire structure will be illuminated with neon lights 



programmed to display brilliant colors in constantly shifting patterns. The effect will be 
stunning.”  

“Harold would have to buy into an idea like that,” Dorothy responds, “and I don’t think 
he’s going to. Originally, he wanted a Swiss chalet. How did we get from a Swiss chalet 
to a stainless steel house with neon lights?” 

“We’re thinking outside the box, Dorothy. I thought you were OK with that.”  

“Well, I’m not saying a definite no to your plan just yet, at least not until Harold sees it.”  

Suddenly, their talk is interrupted by the roar of truck engines. The cups and saucers on 
the table begin to rattle. 

“Oh, my God!” Marsha exclaims, peering through a crack in the drapes. “Look what’s 
coming.”  

A caravan of trucks bearing WIDE LOAD signs lumbers past Dorothy’s house. Each 
carries prefabricated sections of a grayish structure with Gothic windows.  

“What in the world!” Dorothy exclaims as the trucks pass by. 

‘It’s the house we’re building for the Fergusons down the street,” Renzo answers. 
“They’re big fans of horror movies. We figured a haunted mansion would be just the 
right fit for them.” 

“Am I wrong, or are we living in some kind of theme park?” Marsha asks. 

“That’s exactly what it is,” Renzo asserts, “a theme park where the fanciful designs of 
yesterday – the Farm Houses, Ranch Houses, El Dorados and Plymouth Models of the 
original builders – are giving way to the Taj Mahals of today.”  

“Maybe it’s time we make it official and call ourselves a theme park. We could start by 
putting a Welcome to Rossmoorland sign out on Los Al Boulevard,” Marsha says.  

“Absolutely,” Dorothy chimes in. “I can’t think of a better use for Renzo’s neon lights. 
And here’s another idea – let’s charge admission. I already feel like I’m over budget.”  


