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Part One

	The Last Camerson

	The Camerson farm had been the pride of Bard County for nearly a century. A sprawl of wheat fields, bright red barns, and a cozy white wood farmhouse with a wide porch supporting two large white columns. It stood as a reminder of the town’s roots before highways and subdivisions closed in. Folks in town remembered summer harvest festivals, kids chasing fireflies near the silo, and Old Man Camerson himself waving from his tractor like a king surveying his kingdom.

	But time took its toll. The last Camerson, Earl, lived alone after his wife’s passing. His son Dan left the county, chasing a city job. Earl stayed behind with his dog, Simon, and an old .22 pistol he kept on the porch for shooting field mice, something he enjoyed. He worked the land as long as he could until age and arthritis pained his hands and back.  When he died on a warm night in August, sitting in his padded rocker with a tall glass of lemonade on the small table next to him, the farm seemed to die with him.

	The bank moved in quickly like a vulture eyeing fresh dead meat, not waiting or even looking for any heirs to show up.  Within weeks, foreclosure notices were taped to the door, and by spring, surveyors in bright yellow vests were poking around the fields with their tripods and metal stakes. Some in town thought the bank would sell the land to developers for houses. Others, remembering the good times, hoped it would stay empty, a monument to the past.  What came next would be a surprise to everyone.

	It was Tumble & Tumble, the regional bank three towns over, that spawned the idea. The general manager, a blond crew-cut-haired man named Denny Drink, wanted something “new but nostalgic, and profitable.” He had driven past an old shuttered drive-in theater on a family trip, and the idea lodged in his brain like a constant hum.  Denny Drink could smell money, like the high interest on a farmers’ installment loan on a combine.  A drive-in, right here on Camerson land would be a money-making windfall.   An outdoor drive-in would be the talk of the county-Hell, maybe even the state.  Being the only one around for miles.  We’ll have everything, something for adults and treats for the kids, it will be as big as the blockbuster movies we’re going to show. He knew small towns were starved for entertainment. People from all around the county would pay to sit under the stars, eat popcorn, and watch movies bigger than life, he mused. More importantly, the margins on concessions alone promised fat revenue streams.

	By the following summer, the land was unrecognizable, bulldozers had leveled the old farmhouse and barns. The silo came down in a giant cloud of concrete dust. Locals gathered at the fence line to watch Camerson history reduced to rubble. The fields of once-flowing cream-colored wheat were paved over with smooth grey asphalt, wide enough to park 150 cars. A massive outdoor screen rose at the far end, like a giant white wall, framed by two gleaming steel beams. Concession stands sprouted on both sides, glowing in neon colors of bright pink, blue and yellow.  Tumble & Tumble branded the place The Twinkle Town Drive-In. Flyers promised double features, family fun, and “the revival of classic Americana cinema.”
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