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    To My Mother:
who taught me how to eat with a spoon.
loved me when I was unlovely.
made me a soup and a sandwich after school.
Taught me everything it was important to know.
Let me keep the kitten I found.
Smiled at me every day.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Anything that can go wrong, will go wrong.
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By E. H. Lester

Clay had meant to loop the Southwest, a slow arc through desert towns and forgotten border crossings. But somewhere past Alpine, his road bent differently. He didn’t question it. He just turned off the highway, gravel crunching under his tires, and parked behind a gas station that hadn’t sold fuel or anything else for a few decades. The paint was sun-bleached to bone. The sign hung crooked, half the letters missing. A single pump stood like a relic, rusted and hollow. A hand written sign in the window bragged of good prices though, Regular was 22.9 cents a gallon, Ethyl was 25.9 cents a gallon, and kerosene was 18.9 cents a gallon. 

He stepped out, boots crunching on broken glass and mesquite pods. The air smelled of dust and old oil. Ahead, Marfa shimmered in the heatlike a mirage—quiet, shuttered, a town folded in on itself. He walked past shops with windows boarded or broken, their names ghosted in faded paint. A barber pole stood without  turning, the shop behind it was empty. The wind carried the scent of sage and something metallic.

Then he saw her.

Delia stood in the doorway of her narrow studio; her apron streaked with ochre and cobalt. She squinted at him, one hand shielding her eyes.

“No one ever comes to Marfa,” she said, voice dry as the wind. “Are you lost?”

Clay looked at the cracked sidewalk, then at her. “Maybe.”

She stepped out, wiping her hands on a rag. “You look like you’ve been driving a long time.”

“I have.”

They talked. Not much. Just enough. She told him she’d always wanted to see the shrimp boats come in, to paint them while they rested at anchor—hulking and still, nets dripping, gulls circling like brushstrokes.

Clay nodded. “Well, let’s go, then.”

She blinked. “You mean now?”

“Why not.”

Delia turned, walked inside, and gathered her things: a canvas satchel, brushes wrapped in cloth, a tin of paints, an easel with one leg splinted in driftwood. She added a change of clothes, a toothbrush, and a sketchbook with a cracked spine. She locked the door behind her, the key left dangling on a nail. Something about this man told her not to fear, he was as detached as she was. The tatoo on his arm said Navy.

They climbed into his pickup, the seat sun-kissed and warm. She set her supplies in the back seat, her fingers gently placing the splinted easel.

Clay started the engine. The truck rumbled, then rolled forward, past the gas station, past the shuttered shops, past the place where the road had bent.

They didn’t look back.

The shrimp boats came in low and slow, their diesel engines coughing like old men clearing their throats after a long silence. Clay watched from the cab of the truck, one boot propped on the shifter and transfer case bump, the other grounded in the grit on the floorboard. The RV sat behind him like a tethered animal, its windows catching the last light.

Delia had already slipped out, walking the docks like she was tracing a memory. She moved with the reverence of someone entering a chapel—pausing to touch the frayed ropes, to peer into the rusted winches, to nod at the men hosing down the decks. Clay didn’t follow. He stayed where he was, watching her silhouette move through the gathering  haze, her hair lifting in the salt wind.

The boats themselves looked ancient, their hulls barnacled and bowed, their masts like the ribs of some long-dead leviathan. Clay thought of his grandfather’s hands—calloused, sun-creased, always smelling of brine and diesel. He hadn’t thought of the old man in years, but now he could almost hear his voice, low and gravelly, telling stories about storms that came in sideways and nets that came up full of more than shrimp—bottles, bones, once even a wedding dress.

Delia turned and waved, her face lit by the orange glow of a deck lamp. Clay raised his thermos in salute. She was smiling, but it was the kind of smile that held something back, like a tide that hadn’t quite decided whether to rise or fall.

That night, the wind came in hard off the Gulf. It started with a hush, a kind of holding of breath, then built into a howl that shook the aluminum skin of the RV. Clay lit the old kerosene lantern he kept for such nights, its flame flickering like a heartbeat. Delia stood in the doorway, soaked through, her hair plastered to her cheeks, her eyes wide and shining.

“I didn’t think it would come in so fast,” she said, voice trembling with cold or something else.

Clay handed her a towel, then a dry flannel shirt. She took it, but didn’t move. The wind slammed the door shut behind her. Shirt off, she dried off with the towel in no hurry, and changed into the flannel shirt, her breasts still firm and erect. Beautiful in the flickering lantern light.  

Outside, the storm raged like a thing with memories, like some old maritime daemon come ashore reminding  them of what it meant to be small. Rain lashed the windows in sheets. The RV creaked and groaned, a ship at anchor on a concrete sea.

Inside, they sat close, knees touching. The lantern cast long shadows, made their faces look older, or maybe just more honest. Delia reached for his hand without looking, and he let her. No words passed between them. There was only the storm, and the warmth of skin, and the quiet realization that neither of them had been looking for this—but here it was, like a net cast wide and pulled in heavy with something unexpected.

Delia thought of the orchards where she was raised, so long ago. They didn’t meet in spring. No wild bloom, no reckless youth.
It was after the storm—when the vines would have been lashed, or the bruised apples laying scattered on the ground, their anchors tested and failed. Clay had stopped looking.
Delia had stopped hoping. But the wind, that old matchmaker, blew them into the same quiet cove.
They didn’t fall in love.
They stumbled into it —
the way a person steps into warm water without meaning to swim.
Their hands were weathered.
Their hearts, cautious.
But the warmth between them rose anyway,
like autumn sun on ripened fruit:
unexpected, golden, and just enough.
Clay awakened something in her she had long forgotten —
not just pleasure,
but the feeling of being seen,
of being given time,
of being touched by someone who wasn’t in a hurry to claim her
but willing to linger long enough to understand her.
And Clay gave her pleasure, pleasure like she had not had before, her man had always been in a hurry, never giving her enough time. She always submitted, it wouldn’t take much time, it never did. She had finally told him to “Git!”. Clay was the kind of man she would keep. There was no hurry to him and he was pleasant and kind. She looked forward to sundown,  and what came after.

The docks still held the heat of the day, though the breeze off Redfish Bay carried a briny coolness that curled around Delia’s ankles like a cat. Clay had parked the truck in the shade of a leaning palm, its fronds rattling like old bones in the wind. He unhooked the trailer and stayed behind, watching the shrimpers coil their lines and hose down the decks, the scent of iodine and diesel thick in the air.

Delia stepped out, and entered the driver side of the pickup, her sandals tapping against the sun-bleached concrete. She didn’t linger—just a glance at the boats, the names painted in faded blues and reds: Miss Loretta, Bay Ghost, Delilah’s Wake. She pulled Clay’s debit card from the visor, the plastic warm from the sun, and tapped her phone with practiced ease.

The Walmart app loaded like a ritual. She knew what they needed—milk, coffee, a sack of yellow onions, the kind that made Clay’s eyes water and his stories run long. A rotisserie chicken, still steaming in its plastic shell. A tub of potato salad, sweet and familiar. She added a bouquet of grocery-store flowers—carnations and baby’s breath—without thinking. Maybe for the table. Maybe for the memory.

She called in the rest of the groceries and a twelve pack of Lone Star, voice low and steady. The pickup slot was ready. She slid back into the truck, her hands resting on the wheel like it had been molded there. He didn’t ask what she got. Food interested him, groceries didn’t.

She drove past the bait shops and shuttered ice houses, the air shifting toward the salt from the asphalt. At the Walmart curbside, a























	Head south on I-15 from McCammon toward Salt Lake City.

	Merge onto I-80 E briefly near Salt Lake City.

	Take US-6 E through Price and Green River, Utah — a scenic stretch with desert and canyon views.

	Continue on US-191 S toward Moab, then shift east toward Colorado.

	Join US-50 E at Grand Junction, Colorado.

	Take US-285 S from Poncha Springs into Salida.












































































































































































	Tradition in the white fabric and lace, echoing purity and continuity.

	Modernity in the shortened hemline, signaling independence and a refusal to be bound by convention.

	Elegance in the veil, which transformed her entrance into a ritual moment, a pause before revelation.

	She appeared at the threshold, framed by light, and the room itself seemed to draw breath. A hush fell, not silence but suspension, as though time had agreed to pause in reverence. Every heartbeat in the audience became audible, a chorus of anticipation.





	The quartet lifted their bows. Not the thunder of tradition, not the march expected, but the tender strains of “Can’t Help Falling in Love.” The melody rose like a whispered vow:

	Wise men say, only fools rush in...

	The lyric did not merely accompany her — it became her shadow, her rhythm, her breath. The audience felt themselves drawn inside the song. Some smiled at the audacity, others blinked back tears, and a few clasped hands as if to steady themselves against the tide of memory the tune awakened.

	Each step she took was measured against the music, her pace aligned with surrender. Petals fell from a child’s basket, drifting like fragments of time. A shaft of light caught her veil, turning fabric into flame. The bowstrings trembled, and in their trembling was the fragility of all human vows.

	The moment refused to pass. It lingered in repetition:
She pauses.
She steps.
She breathes.

	The refrain became incantation, embedding itself in the mind of every witness. The aisle was no longer a corridor but eternity itself, stretched across the hush, the music, the breath.









	Clay speaks first, sharing how his investments have matured steadily, a tone of calm stewardship.

	Delia mentions her latest painting, describing the joy of color and form, her wealth tied to beauty.

	Elias excitedly recounts a day-trading win, his math brilliance sparking energy across the table.

	Harper reflects on her work as an Ob/Gyn, balancing the miracle of life with the responsibility of limits.

	Harlin Alden describes the progress of his Dallas skyscraper, a monument to ambition and permanence.

	Alyssa, listening, finally speaks: “Carson and I have decided to move to a rural area, I’ll teach school, art, and whatever else. Carson says crime exists everywhere and he’s got a lead on a place where we can both work, Iowa Park, Texas, they need a Chief of Police,and they have an exceptional Independent School System, it’s about ten miles west of Wichita Falls. My drawings have given me enough money, but I want to give more — to children, to community. It’s not about wealth, it’s about legacy. And it’s close to home.”





	Clay nods, seeing her choice as another kind of investment.

	Delia smiles, recognizing her daughter’s continuation of artistry.

	Elias teases lightly, but admires her courage.

	Harper offers practical advice about rural life.

	Alden raises a glass, acknowledging that her schoolhouse will stand as tall in meaning as his skyscraper in steel.






































































	Décor: Tables were dressed in linen the color of cream, each crowned with simple bouquets of roses and baby’s breath. Candles flickered in tall glass holders, their flames steady as if blessing the evening.

	Atmosphere: Laughter rose easily, not loud but full, like a tide of happiness. The music was chosen with care—waltzes and gentle ballads that invited couples to the floor without pressure.

	Food & Drink: Platters of roasted meats, fresh vegetables, and sugared pastries were carried out in procession, each dish a reminder that celebration is best shared in abundance.

	Guests: Carson and Arlene moved among the tables, greeting family and friends with warmth. Marvin, relieved of his suit, seemed lighter, his jokes drawing smiles. Alyssa herself was radiant, not in display but in presence, ensuring every guest felt part of the joy.
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