










Living in a small town is not all sunshine and rainbows, no. Here, it is far easier to fall 

prey to rumors and gossip peddled at lockers between classes than at schools with twice our 

population. That, I won ·1 deny. I also will not deny that I too have many times said how I long to 

graduate and move away to somewhere bigger and more exciting. Being surrounded by the same 

views day in and day out is not always a comfo11--sometimes it feels more a burden. 

o, living in small town America is not for everyone, and it is nothing like people think it 

is. whether they choose to idealize it or mock it; and perhaps I have also fallen victim to the 

romanticization of it. 

But 1 can't help but think of just how special this crazy, quaint, sometimes-boring town is 

all the same; because although 1 dream of far away cities and a Ii fe of exhilarating adventures. 

I'll always remember those moments here. 

The time I watched my teammate cross the finjsh line, securing our position as 4x800 

meter relay state champions, beating out the second place team by mere meters after a close final 

leg. Watching her dip over the line, 1 jumped what felt like hundreds of feet straight up, and 

screamed so loud I was sure I'd collapsed a lung. ext thing I knew. our third leg runner was 

crushing me in an embrace as we jumped in circles, both of us on the verge of tears. The moment 

we· d all regrouped, cameras and reporters from local newspapers surrounded us, snapping 

photographs and craning for a chance to get a quote (which would eventually lead to my 

embarrassing contribution of ··That was the craziest thing that ever happened!" to the next 

morning·s article). 

Our coaches had nothing but praise for us, ow- head coach pulling me aside to tell me of 

how proud she was of me. Me, a first year track runner as a sophomore. who had not only made 

it to states her first outdoor season, but had been on the state championship relay team. In that 








