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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.”

	Opening night was like a carnival. The whole town came out, teenagers revving engines, parents’ arms full of folded lawn chairs and picnic baskets, little kids happy with excitement. The first show was a Superhero’s blockbuster followed by a children’s movie about cars, a crowd-pleaser lineup. People laughed, screamed, and honked their horns to applause. The bank executives watched with glee from the VIP booth they’d built near one of the concession stands, sipping cocktails as cash registers “cha-ching rang money. By midnight, Denny Drink knew he’d struck gold.

	The drive-in became the beating heart of Bard County. On weekends, cars lined up a mile long down the road. Concession sales were through the roof — hot dogs, nachos, buckets of popcorn drenched in golden salted butter, with ice cold soda and beer to wash it all down. They added live country bands before shows, fireworks on the weekends and fourth of July, even Halloween marathons of the scariest horror films. The Camerson family land had never generated this much profit in its hundred-year history. The bankers congratulated themselves for “revitalizing community culture,” while quietly pocketing every dollar.

	But while the screen flickered with excitement and happy endings, shadows hung like dark curtains at the edges of the lot. The Camerson family farm had not been abandoned entirely. Somewhere out there, beyond the asphalt and neon, blood ties still bound a living heir to the land.

	 


Part Two

	The Last Heir 

	The heir arrived in town quietly; in a dark rental car he’d driven several hundred miles from the nearest airport.  His name was Ed Camerson, Earl’s grandson. Most of Bard County didn’t know Earl had a grandson. Ed’s father had cut ties with the old man years ago, storming out after a fight over not wanting to continue the family farm, instead he had an urging to see more, do more. And that meant getting as far away as he could from that farm.   Earl only heard from his son once. To let him know he had a grandson, named Ed.   Now the last heir to the Camerson name had arrived to claim what was his, but he didn’t come empty-handed. He carried the deed —an old, folded deed given to him by his father, and whose father before him handed down the deed. This wasn’t just a piece of paper, it was the legacy of a family for more than 100 years who carried the Camerson name and worked on this farm as hard as it was, it was theirs.    The ink may have faded on the old yellow paper, but the deed was still legally binding.

	Ed was no millionaire, but he had some money. He worked as an engineer on large construction projects around the world.  He loved the work and traveling but he was ready to settle down, and the thought of living at a slower, more tranquil pace on a farm in the country felt perfect.  So, when his father died and left him the deed, Ed saw an opportunity. A chance to reclaim what was his. He drove into Bard County ready to start a new life on the old family farm, anxious to see what it looked like after all these years.

	He slammed the brakes, stopping cold at the edge of the property. “Gone, everything was gone.” The wide-open wheat fields blowing in the wind as far as you could see, the white columned farmhouse, the red barns, everything his father said made up the Camerson farm was gone. In its place was a tawdry idea of commercialism.  A sea of hard grey asphalt now covered the once rich black soil, filled with the exhaust of cars angled toward a giant glowing screen. Neon flickered from concession stands. Teenagers leaned against hoods, laughter spilling into the night air. Ed felt a sickness roil in his stomach. His grandfather’s land—his land—was now just a slick outdoor movie theatre, its history paved over for cheap thrills and profits.

	He parked just outside the lot, watching the screen flicker with some superhero movie, the audience enthralled. For a brief moment he imagined, as his father remembered, the farmhouse still standing, his grandfather rocking on the porch, Simon barking at prairie dogs running past the house.  He was brought back from that moment with the sound of a horn blaring and a man in a
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