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Small-Town Nostalgia 

 The slow, steady creaking of an old Coca-Cola sign breaks the silence of the new day.  

The old sign hangs above the Rainbow Café, its hinges rusty and needing oil.  The aroma of 

coffee and bacon fills the crisp mountain air.  The cold gray dawn is clear, allowing a 

magnificent view of the far-off mountains.  Birds sing their morning tunes while the musicians 

tune their instruments.  The old-timers, many of them up for hours by now, are milling about the 

courthouse square.  Old pickup trucks adorned with wood-slatted beds and polished chrome 

congregate near the rickety fruit stand.  An ancient radio from within the dusty antique shop cries 

the woeful words of an old Patsy Cline song.  The chimney smokes at the Mountain View Inn 

while the owners prepare a hearty breakfast of sausage gravy, biscuits, eggs, and bacon for their 

guests. 

 The warm red Ozark sun rises over the distant blue mountains.  The once-still and quiet 

mountain air is now full of noise and activity.  The shrieking cry of a lonesome fiddle mixes with 

the overpowering twang of a banjo as a group plays in the square.  A lone guitarist sits next to an 

old man who constantly whittles away at the section of cedar he carries.  His overalls are faded, 

and his hands are calloused, but his knife is always sharp, and that is all he needs.  Myriads of 

musicians tote their leather instrument cases from one group to another.  They play all day, 

taking breaks only for meals and using the restroom.  The smell of cedar and spruce from the 

guitars and other instruments blends with the smell of food from the café.  The day passes by 
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slowly, and the action progresses. 

 The sunlight reflects off the old white oaks, and the storefronts mirror their lustrous gold-

flaked letters onto the sidewalks.  On the side of the new general store, an aged mural of a train is 

peeling away with each mountain breeze.  The old-timers remember when the train was new, 

with the smoke black as coal and the sides of the boxcars gleaming.  The town is budding 

because every day that passes brings something new to see.  Tourists flock to the little town, 

eager for the sound of the magnificent music to fill their ears.  Although the town is small in size, 

it is large in heart and hospitality.  This humble hospitality is what brings the tourists back year 

after year.  Mountain View almost triples in population on some weekends, but by Sunday 

evening, the town nearly becomes a ghost town.  All of the tourists leave, and the locals are all in 

their homes or at church. 

 A sky full of ginger, scarlet, and sapphire settles over the Ozarks like a comfortable 

blanket.  The musicians play unceasingly while the children get ready for bed reluctantly.  The 

radio, still by its lonesome in the antique shop, cries another lugubrious Patsy Cline tune.  The 

old-timers still mill about the square; undoubtedly, they will be the last to leave.  Delicious ice 

cream cones drip their frosty contents onto the hands of the tourists enjoying their night.  Most of 

the locals are at their homes outside of town, while some still play with the other musicians that 

have come to visit.  The owners of the Mountain View Inn play a slow gospel tune on the front 

porch of their abode as the guests listen contentedly.  The action of the day has almost ceased, 

but tomorrow will bring a new day not too much different from its predecessor. 

 Silver moonlight bathes the waxy white oak leaves, and the only sound heard is the eerie 

creaking of the old Coca-Cola sign.  The town is fast asleep, comforted by the softness and 

serenity of their surroundings.  A low sound echoes from the depths of the antique shop.  Hank 
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Williams wails his “Lovesick Blues” to all of the looked-over antiques in the room.  The town is 

reminiscent of a 1950s town, with all the openhandedness and amenities that one could expect 

from such a place.  Modern times have not influenced the town whatsoever, and the cyclic little 

sleepy town of Mountain View will begin a new day, much like the one before, when the sky 

grays with the first light of dawn. 


