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The Road You Came In On

“It’s impossible to get lost out here, Horace,” Irma said. “If you get to a dead-end, you just go back on the road you came in on. Then you backtrack to the place where you turned onto it. Simple, really.”

Horace Spurgeon gave Irma a thin smile and focused on the narrow road he was driving along. He didn’t always agree with his wife of ten years, but they shared a love of exploring back roads. More than a love of it... he and she couldn’t think of much they’d prefer to do.

For his part, Horace adored driving the Silverado pickup down roads he’d never been on, knowing that if they ran out of daylight, there would always be somewhere to stop and rest. If they had a flat place to park, they’d fix themselves a nice dinner and sleep comfortably in the truck’s cab-over camper. The next morning, they’d have the fun of waking in a new place, in new and different morning light. On that point, he and Irma were in firm agreement.

Their differences were a matter of style. Horace was a gambler — a methodical man who studied racing forms and bet on horses. His meticulous research and preparation served him well and he made a good living. When they traveled, exploring off the beaten track, he preferred to know they had a refrigerator full of food (and beer). 

Before he turned off the main road, he wanted to have at least half a tank of gas in addition to the jerry can with another five gallons he had strapped to the back of the camper.

He had the truck serviced regularly.

Irma, who took short-term jobs as a traveling ER nurse, had a more impulsive nature. Without him, Horace firmly believed, she would have been stranded dozens of times — out of gas in the middle of nowhere, or with a breakdown and no battery in her cell phone.

That was his Irma.

She delighted in turning down unmarked two-lane roads, following them as they wound through pastures and forests, hills and deserts. 

And it was Irma who did the navigation.
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