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General Fiction, by Shannon Lewis

One morning, Mr. Davis called to his wife; “Honey, there’s nothing on TV! Let’s go for a drive!”

Mrs. Davis was sitting on the screened in porch reading her book in the morning sunshine. She peeked around the doorframe to see her husband and smiled. “Hmmm. Do you mean a drive in the little red roadster?” She put her book down and walked over to the living room.

“Of course. What better way to spend a beautiful day than in a snazzy convertible, tooling around the back roads?” Mr. Davis said, standing and stretching.

“Great idea!” Mrs. Davis said happily. “I’ll put together a basket for snacks or maybe some sandwiches and we can stop for a picnic!” She headed towards the kitchen, then added, “It won’t take me but a moment and you can get the car ready for a drive.”

Mr. Davis was already making his way toward the garage, grabbing his scally cap to wear. It was his favorite cap to wear while driving the small, British convertible that they had restored a few years earlier.

The car sat gleaming in the garage, shiny red paint and black seats ready for an excursion. It was a family heirloom that had sat for quite a few years and then took a few years more to get it back into driving shape, turning out to be an enjoyable hobby for Mr. Davis in his retirement.

Mr. Davis went about checking the gas and dusting off the seats, making sure the small tool kit was in the trunk, or as the British called it the boot of the car, and everything was tip top. It was an antique car after all and certain precautions had to be made. Satisfied that all looked good, he climbed in the very low and narrow drivers’ seat, no easy feat for his nearly 6-foot frame, turned the key and then pulled on the starter.

The engine chugged a few times, almost started, chugged another time or two, then fired to life, rumbling noisily at first. As the engine warmed up and all the gas and oil started flowing, the engine settled down into a pleasant purr. Mr. Davis backed carefully out of the garage and stopped in the driveway. He revved the engine for good measure, then turned the key off and extracted himself again to go help Mrs. Davis with their lunch.

Mrs. Davis had just finished tucking some cookies into the small carry container to complete their meal when Mr. Davis walked into the kitchen.

“Oh, good. Can you grab us a couple of sodas and a bottle of water? Then I’m ready if you are!” she said.

“Sure thing,” he said as he bent into the refrigerator selecting the desired drinks. “It’s really nice out, but you better get a hat or scarf for your hair, you know how you hate it when it gets all tangled,” Mr. Davis suggested as he took the food from his wife. “I’ll go put this in the car!”

Mrs. Davis went over to the front hallway and selected a ball cap, grabbed a hair tie from a collection near the door and quickly pulled her long, dark hair into a ponytail. It was the best way to wear her cap, with the ponytail pulled through the back opening so the hat didn’t blow off. It wasn’t quite the classic British look that Mr. Davis had, but it would do. Grabbing her purse and her sunglasses she headed out through the garage. Mr. Davis was just leaning on the car, checking his phone, waiting for her. She loved the way the car looked, long and sleek, the classic race car profile and she thought her husband looked quite smashing along with it. Once again, grateful they had been able to restore the car that gave them such pleasure.

Mr. Davis looked up and smiled at his wife, “Where should we head to today? Any ideas?”

Mrs. Davis thought for a second and then nodded. “How about we head up to Eureka? It’s always a fun drive and we can stop at a park for a picnic and then maybe get a coffee for the drive home?”

Mr. Davis gave a quick salute and said, “Excellent idea! Let’s go!”

Mr. Davis repeated his actions and started the car a second time, this time it didn’t chug quite as often before rumbling to life again. Mrs. Davis slid into the passenger seat, her lithe frame fitting easier than her husband, and closed the garage door with the controller she had in her purse. Then they were off.

Arkansas is known for its curvy roads. Some even have nicknames like “the Pig Trail” or “the Arkansas Dragon”. Winding through the Ozark or Boston mountains, the drives are always beautiful and, on a weekday, not heavily traveled. While the roads to Eureka Springs didn’t have any funny names that Mrs. Davis knew, they were plenty curvy and hilly. She loved it when Mr. Davis zipped around corners and she had to lean into his shoulder. They laughed every time.

It was mid-spring and the views were lovely. White dogwoods popped in the sunshine as did the light purple redbuds. The other trees were just starting to bud, making the background seem like it was barely dusted with green, and thus the dogwoods and redbuds all the more vibrant.

Driving into Eureka Mr. Davis said, “Let’s cruise the historic downtown, just to see what’s happening. Then we could stop at the Basin Spring park for our lunch. I’m getting a bit peckish!!”

“Me too!” agreed Mrs. Davis.

The steep, uphill road wound through the historic stone buildings. Quaint and quirky shops lined the road and even though it was a weekday plenty of people still milled around and shopped up and down the sidewalks. As they putt-putted up the road, eyes turned toward them, the petite, unusual car in its bright red coat always drew attention. Both Mr. and Mrs. Davis waved and smiled as they passed by, feeling a tiny bit like celebrities. Mr. Davis skillfully guided them around a narrow block and back down the hillside, finding a parking spot at the bottom of the hill. A definite advantage of a little car, she was easy to park.

They sat at a bench and ate ham and cheese sandwiches with spicy mustard, and munched on salty potato chips. There were always street performers in the historic district, and today was no exception. They enjoyed a grizzled looking man playing expertly on a well-loved guitar. The soft music a perfect addition to their lunch break.

“I made a peanut butter and orange marmalade sandwich too, if you’re still hungry?” Mrs. Davis said as she carefully placed their empty wrappers back in the container so they wouldn’t blow away.

“Oh, no. I’m good. Let’s save that one, I might need a snack later!” Mr. Davis laughed and patted his stomach. “But I will take one of those cookies I saw you put in before we left!”

Mrs. Davis chuckled and retrieved the bag of chocolate chip cookies, “Of course you will!” she laughed but also took one herself.

They decided to walk up the hill a ways and look at the shops, then cross over to the other side and stop in one of the little coffee shops they knew had really good coffees. They took their time, window shopping and people watching. As they stood in line for their coffee, Mr. Davis said, “After this are you ready to head home?”

“Yes, I’m ready. This was a great idea and it’s been just a beautiful day!” Mrs. Davis sighed contentedly.

They walked back to the car, holding hands and sipping chocolaty mochas.

The little red car fired back to life easily, and since they were already pointing up the street and it was a one way, Mr. Davis took one more jaunt through the historic area.

As they wound their way home, Mrs. Davis gazed out at the countryside, almost dozing.

Trees whizzed by and the sun shone down warm and comforting. She was roused by feeling the car suddenly slowing and a grumbled “Hmmmm...” from Mr. Davis.

“Oh dear, what’s wrong?” Mrs. Davis said worriedly as she sat up straighter and looked around the car. She watched as Mr. Davis gently swung the car off the road just after a bridge, into a wide gravel area and parked.

“There’s a dog.” Mr. Davis stated simply, looking back over the bridge on the other side of the road.

“OH!” Mrs. Davis exclaimed as she followed his gaze. Sure enough, on the edge of the road, sat a rather forlorn looking dog; watching them carefully.

Mrs. Davis hopped out of the car and, checking for any traffic, quickly crossed over and then slowly made her way toward the dog.

“Hello there sweetie... what are you doing out here all alone?” she cooed, her voice tilting up slightly.

The dog watched her, but did not move except for a muddy tail wagging hesitantly.

Mrs. Davis crept closer and once she was about an arm’s length away, squatted down and held out her hand. “It’s ok, I’m not going to hurt you,” she said gently, hoping the dog would trust her enough to close the distance between them itself. As she encouraged a little more, the dog stood, wagged its tail a bit more enthusiastically, and slinked over to shove its head into Mrs. Davis’s hand.

“Oh, there you are, what a good doggie!” Mrs. Davis said as she scratched the dog’s head and behind its ears. At those simple, encouraging words the dog flopped onto its side and grinned up at Mrs. Davis in happiness.

“Well, that didn’t take much, silly girl!” Mrs. Davis laughed as she continued petting and scratching the dog’s side and now proffered stomach.

Hearing Mr. Davis approach on the gravel the dog lifted her head and looked at him, then back at Mrs. Davis, as if asking is he ok?

“Ah, Mr. Davis is a good man, no worries,” Mrs. Davis smiled at the dog.

“Hello there! Look what I have!” Mr. Davis said holding out half of the peanut butter and marmalade sandwich.

The dog leapt up and wagged
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