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Chapter Three: The Town That Was
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Hank still looked at his belt buckle as he sat at the local diner. He flipped it back and forth across his finger.

"Blueberry pancakes, sausage and a slice of ham," the lady said as she put it down.

"I hadn't ordered yet," Hank said.

"I know," she smiled and walked away.

Hank had been thinking about this exact thing. How did she know? He thought as he put the buckle down.

Something was odd to him. He was missing a day. He thought today was Thursday, but it was Friday. Which meant everything was off. The meeting with his brother yesterday, the will being read, was off by one day.

"Hi," Francis said as she sat down.

"Hi," Hank replied.

"I thought you would have left," Francis stared at him.

Everyone was staring at him.

"I need to talk to my brother," Hank said as he ate.

"About what?" Francis asked. "You got what you wanted."

"Why is everyone staring?" Hank asked.

Immediately, they all stopped.

"What do you want?" Francis asked. "You got the money, the houses and everything you wanted."

"Yeah," Hank nodded, sipping his orange juice. "I am missing a day," Hank sat back. "I can't remember Wednesday."

"You probably overslept," Francis said. "It happens."

"A full day?" Hank asked. "I would remember it don't you think?"

"So, that's the reason?" Francis asked.

"What's with the million questions?" Hank asked. "Are you the local police now?"

"No, just remembered you didn't want to be back here, and figured that you would have loved to see this place in your rear-view mirror," Francis smiled.
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