Prologue

It was a strange period for the town of Quentin. At least for a time. (I'll let you puzzle
out what to mean by time and its length). It was surely just a town like any other, so most
would say, and that’s the rub. What most would say. Who wouldn’t say a town that claims a
post office, a nicely maintained park, major and minor convenience stores, and fairly liberal
liguor laws, is not simply like any other; in fact, exactly like all the others? But you, if this is

what you are thinking, would be quite wrong. Ah, the strange time (that word again!) when
things were truly different.

If only you could have been there to see.

® PUBLIC PARKING
ROAD CLOSED.

® o o ON STREET PARKING
¢ LOCALEATERIES
* SERVES ALCOHOL
v LocaLsHoPs

CHERRY ST
TOM EASON

JAMES ST

UNITED
METHODIST

GEORGIA AVE

TORY,
N DEpG,,

H;
Tlulzs




