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THE NIGHT BRANNON LEFT

Asa was home from Washington, licking her wounds.

Her trial by fire was over and the lawyers had been paid due to the fact that I had
remortgaged the Butterfly. Brannon and I were in debt again. Big debt.

I was hoping that he would be home early so we could discuss how to negotiate our
way back to financial solvency. I had gone to the bank today to cash a check and discovered
that thousands were missing from our household account. Brannon needed to tell me
where he had mislaid his paychecks so I could put them in the bank.

Brannon was getting so absent-minded lately. He rarely spoke anymore and seemed to
be brooding about something. I was wondering if his architectural firm was having
trouble.

“I hear Dad’s car,” said Asa, setting the Nakashima table.

Looking up from the stove, I checked the kitchen clock. “He’s on time tonight.”

Pulling the pot roast from the oven, I poured it and steaming vegetables into a big
bowl. Tasting its juices, I purred, “Just right. Hope this puts your father in a good
mood.”

“What’s up with that?” asked Asa, fearful that her troubles were causing a breach
between she and her father.

He didn’t even seem to care about what she had been through the past year. He never
spoke of it or gave her any encouragement. She wondered if he blamed her for the controversy.

Shaking my head, I replied, “Don’t know, baby, but I’ve got to talk to him about our
finances. I don’t have enough in the household account to pay the bills.”

“Well, something’s going on,” she concurred.

Before she could continue, Brannon came in through the front door and popped his head
into the kitchen.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hey to you,” I returned. “Dinner is ready.”

“Great,” Brannon replied. “I’m going to freshen up. Be just a minute.”

“No problem.”

I put the food on the table. After washing our hands, Asa and I took our places at
my beloved Nakashima table where we waited and waited and waited.

Asa started to rise when I motioned for her to sit back down.

Concerned, I folded my napkin and went into the bedroom. The bathroom door was shut.

Knocking on it, I asked, “Brannon, are you all right? Dinner’s getting cold.”

“Be right there,” he called through the door. “Just go on and start.”

If I had been smart, I would have looked around the room but I didn’t. I just went
back to the dining room. “He says to go ahead,” I relayed to Asa.

Asa picked up a roll while I spooned some veggies and a big slice of roast beef onto
Brannon’s plate. I then filled her plate and mine.

Brannon strolled in and took his place at the table.

“How was work today, Dad?” asked Asa.

“Fine, fine,” he mumbled while biting into a slice of roast. “Very good,” he said
to me. “Always was partial to your pot roast, dear.”

I gave Brannon a big smile.

We chitchatted about little things. I told him that I had seen the pileated woodpeckers
today, a rare sight in Central Kentucky, and that I had decided to teach a summer
course.

“Why’s that?” he asked.

“We could use the money,” I said matter of factly. “Speaking of money, I went to the
bank today to cash a check and the household account is missing quite a bit. Did you
forget to cash your paychecks?”

Brannon swallowed his food and was quiet for a moment. “Can we talk about this after
dinner? I hate being interrogated when I’m trying to eat.”

Stunned, I answered, “Of course. I was just asking. I didn’t mean to come off that
way.” I gave Asa a curious look.

Brannon spent the rest of dinner eating in silence while Asa and I spoke about her
looking for a job. She even spoke of starting her own company.

Our tense dinner was quickly finished, followed by Asa clearing away the table while
I fetched a brandy for Brannon. Grunting a thank you, he took the brandy but just
placed it on the table while staring out the patio window.

I sensed a fight coming on, but I had to find out about the money, as bills were due.
My money went to run the farm while Brannon’s money paid for the household bills.
I needed to know if I had to transfer money from the farm account into the household
account. And frankly, I was getting irritated at his manner. “Brannon? Did you lose
your checks or were they stolen?”

“No, I needed the money for something else.”

“What was that?”

Brannon’s skin reddened as he broke into a sweat. His face contorted until these words
bubbled out of his mouth, “There’s no point in putting this off.” He placed a hand
on mine. “I’m so sorry, Josey. Really I am, but I’m leaving.”

“Leaving? You have a business trip?”

Brannon nervously tapped his brandy glass with his other hand.

“Brannon?” We stared at each other until Asa broke the silence.

“Mom. I think he’s trying to tell you that he is leaving us.” Her face had whitened
into a pale mask as she peered out from the kitchen into the dining room.

I pulled my hand away. “Is that what you are trying to say? You’re leaving me?”

Brannon nodded. “I wanted to tell you both together. I love you, but I hate my life
here.”

“You hate your life here?” I echoed, my voice becoming shrill. I couldn’t breathe.
It felt like someone had just pushed me off a cliff. “This has caught me totally off
guard. I don’t understand. How can you leave when the farm is saddled with debt and
after what Asa’s been through the last year? How can you leave us with all this going
on?” I was bewildered.

“That’s why he’s leaving,” sneered Asa. “It’s too much for him. Daddy doesn’t like
complexity, do you? You like things simple without blemish. Right, daddy?”

“Now Asa, don’t start,” Brannon begged.

“It’s true. I’ve embarrassed the family, you, even though I was innocent, but that
didn’t matter. It was a huge scandal. What must your friends have said to you at the
country club?”

“That’s not true,” denied Brannon. “This has got nothing to do with you. It really
has nothing to do with your mother. I just want to start fresh. I’ve been very unhappy
for the past several years.”

Asa and I glanced at each other.

“Is there someone else?” I asked, fearful of the answer.

“Of course not,” Brannon said, standing up. “I’d better go. Everyone is upset. I will
talk to you, Josey, when this calms down.”

“Calms down? You’ve got to be kidding. Is there anything I can say or do that will
make you talk this out?” I pleaded, reaching for him.

Brannon shrugged away my hand. “I’ll call in a few days and let you know where I’m
staying.”

I literally wrung my hands not knowing what to do. Should I let him walk out the door?
Should I beg him not to leave? Was he having a mental breakdown? What was the right
thing to do? My hand dipped towards my chest as I listened to my ragged heartbeat.

I heard him go into our bedroom, get something and then leave by the bedroom patio
door. “Oh my God,” I whimpered, shutting my eyes.

Asa stormed into my bedroom. “MOM!” she cried. “You’d better see this.”

I rushed into the bedroom and looked where Asa was pointing. I fell against the closet
door in disbelief. Brannon had rummaged through my things and taken all my expensive
jewelry, a coin collection that I was saving for Asa and several couturier vintage
dresses. My things were strewn all over the floor.

“Why in the world did he take those things? What’s he up to?”

“Mom, give me your account numbers. I want to get on the computer and check on all
your accounts.”

I numbly pulled a file from my desk drawer in my office, which gave her the code words.
Within a half an hour, Asa came back with printed pages of all our savings funds.
Brannon had taken money from each one of the accounts. There was almost nothing left.
The only thing intact was my retirement fund, which he could not touch.

I threw the sheets on the floor in dismay. “He’s not coming back, is he?”

Asa shook her head. “It seems like he has been planning this for a long time.”

“But why? Where is all the money and why would he take my personal things?”

Asa led me to a chair and knelt down before me. “I don’t know, Mom. But I’ll find
out tomorrow. Right now, we need to have the locks on the house changed.”

“What? I don’t know about that. Locking your father out of his own house?” What Brannon
had done still hadn’t registered.

“We need to move quickly and save what we can of your assets. I’m going to call a
locksmith right now. I’ll pay for it. Don’t worry.”

I heard Asa in the next room making several calls. Then she brought me a stiff bourbon.
I drank it and then another. I wanted to get stinking drunk.

And I did.
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