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A long, low plume of dust trailed the car as it neared the small west-Texas town. Some of the dust filtered in through the vents and lightly coated the small vase of roses wedged between two pillows in the back seat. Martha Dulnap had no concept of having been in the town before, yet everything about the main street seemed familiar. 

On the edge of town there was an oilfield supply yard with various sized pumpjacks, tanks and heater-treaters, all obviously used. Stacks of 2”, 3”, 4” and 6” high-pressure steel pipe lay on pallets in various places along the fence. An older White diesel tractor, the hood of which announced it was powered by Cummins, sat in the back of the yard, a 16-foot flatbed trailer attached to the back. At the other end of town there would be a cotton gin, judging from the fields they’d passed on his way across the county. These towns always had an oilfield supply yard on one end of town and either a cotton gin or a grain elevator on the other. The county seats also had a courthouse and a fairground, the more important parts of which were the sale barn and the rodeo arena.

On the right a motor hotel boasted eight rooms. The small office was centered in front of the shallow arc of the rooms. A neon sign in the window  flickered and flashed Vacancy intermittently, as if a fly had gotten caught in the works. The rooms themselves were squat and square. A carport provided space enough for two cars between each pair of rooms. 

Across the street was a Standard station with two lonely pumps and a garage. A rust and blue, early 1950s Chevrolet pickup was parked alongside one wall, facing the highway. A man in a metal folding chair was leaning back against the front of the station, his tongue working around a toothpick. Next door was a Circle K with four pumps out front. Their gas prices beat the Standard station by four cents per gallon. The clerk inside moved past the windowed door on her way to some important task. 

The car slowed. The buildings were the typical storefronts you would see on Main Street in any dead town after the freeway went through. Raymond Dulnap glanced from one side of the street to the other. “Everything stays the same, doesn’t it Martha? But it’s all different too.” 

Scattered among closed storefronts with dusty windows and For Lease signs were a small furniture store; a dress shop; JayRee’s Nail Salon & Dog Grooming; a combination lounge and pool hall; a Woolworth’s Five and Dime; a bank; another bar; a barber shop with three chairs, no waiting and a lawyer’s office upstairs advertised in the window, and the only new building, a Family Dollar store. Three cars were slanted against the curb in front of the Family Dollar. Along the rest of the street were two other cars and a handful of Ford pickups.

On the corner, a sign with an arrow pointed the way to the library. Just off the main road on a crossroad was the post office and a small grocery. Ray rolled down the window and settled his elbow on the door frame as a rest. He ducked his head a bit so he could see under the visor as he searched the storefronts. “Wonder if there’s anyplace around here to get a burger or something?” 

Martha glanced at him, then turned her head and eyes back to the front, her chin slightly elevated. “Watch the road, Raymond. Never know when a child might dart into the road after a ball. Besides, I’m sure if we are to eat here, a restaurant will present itself.”

Ray continued to scan the street. He mumbled, “Sure could use a burger. Or maybe even breakfast.” He smiled at Martha. “Hey, maybe one’a those places that serves breakfast all day!”

Barely audibly—but audibly—Martha sighed, the picture of enduring patience. “No reason to give yourself a double dose of cholesterol just because you can, Raymond. Besides, it’s late afternoon. Nobody eats breakfast in the late afternoon.”
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