Strawberry Days Parade cut scene

The parade route down Main Street had been blocked off since sunrise, which in Juniper Valley meant folding chairs appeared on sidewalks tree days and people guarded curb space like frontier land.
Red, white, and blue streamers stretched from lamppost to lamppost and human-sized strawberries were showcased in windows. Business owners jostled from their store fronts for the attention of the parade attendees. 
Not too far away, the band was tuning up, the cheerleaders warming up and only one Strawberry Princess was crying. 
“So far, so good.” 
“Why did we decide to give awards for floats this year?” she pointed to the rec center one, sporting a huge pickleball racquet taking a swing at a–– “is that a bedazzled strawberry pickleball?”
Juniper Valley Clinic pulled up behind the high school football team, with the athletic director in front, riding an electric scooter with Dr. Hale right behind riding a bicycle wrapped in patriotic streamers while the rest of the staff rode behind him in a couple of Ford Model Ts. 
Both cards had oversized cardboard decorations of bandages, stethoscopes and a giant smiling thermometer. Mrs. Clovis threw only one piece of taffy at a time, while people politely clapped.
Chelsey grinned. “They worked hard.”
“They absolutely did.” Taylor shifted a little closer, barely brushing his arm against hers. He was going to ask if she needed anything when a cloud of smoke rolled through the parking lot. 
Every single head turned to find the source. Except for Janice, since she was vegetarian. 
The announcer's voice echoed across Main Street: “And now for Smokin’ BBQ!”
Grown men were on the verge of tears as Children and adults began unconsciously migrating toward it. Someone whispered reverently—“Brisket.”
The Hale family’s float appeared behind a truck towing an actual working smoker. Not a decorative smoker, or paper mâché one. Thin ribbons of smoky air drifted over the crowd. 
The Hales stood aboard their float waving like royalty while passing out napkins.
“Reminder: voting closes at one o’clock. You can vote electronically this year!”
“I’m going to have them cater my 60th birthday party.” 
Chelsey nudged him with her arm. “Will you be back in five years?” 
“Five?” He put an arm around her and pulled her close while she laughed. “That’s rude.” 
He kissed her temple and he could swear he heard her sigh. 

