
I planted a peach tree behind my house in Ada the summer after my husband 
passed. He used to say Oklahoma peaches were the best thing on Earth, and I 
guess I needed to prove him right. The first two years, that tree looked pitiful. I 
almost dug it up twice.​
​
Then last June, I walked outside and saw the branches sagging with little fuzzy 
fruit. I sat on the porch and cried like a fool. I picked one too early—it was 
sour—but it didn’t matter. That tree was hope growing in my yard.​
​
Now I hand out peaches to my neighbors. People think it’s just kindness, but it’s 
really my way of keeping him here. Ada’s soil may be red clay, but it holds love 
deep down if you give it time. 

 



There’s a gas station on Broadway I stop at almost every morning before work. I 
don’t even need gas most days—I just like the people. The lady behind the 
counter, Brenda, always says “morning, sugar” and tells me what scratch-off 
ticket hit big last week.​
​
I didn’t realize how much that mattered until last winter when I got laid off. I 
still went in every morning, just to see her. One day, she slipped a note in my 
bag that said, “You’ve got more to offer than you know. Keep showing up.” That 
was all.​
​
When I finally got a new job, the first thing I did was bring her a coffee and say 
thank you. She just smiled and said, “Told you so.” Some people think kindness is 
a grand gesture, but around here, it’s often a $1 coffee and a good word. 

 



We planned a camping trip at Turner Falls and, of course, it poured the whole 
weekend. Everything was soaked—our sleeping bags, the firewood, our patience. But 
something about that downpour stripped the tension right out of us.​
​
We sat in the tent, listening to the rain hit the nylon, and started talking about 
things we hadn’t said in years—like how scared we were to fail, or how much we 
missed our grandparents. I remember thinking, this is what friendship is—muddy 
shoes and honesty.​
​
When the rain finally stopped, we hiked up to the overlook. The falls were roaring, 
fuller than I’d ever seen. It looked alive. Sometimes life’s best moments are the ones 
that don’t go according to plan. 

 



When I was little, my grandpa used to take me to the Chickasaw Cultural Center 
in Sulphur almost every month. He said it wasn’t just a museum—it was our 
heartbeat. I didn’t really get that until he passed last year.​
​
Now when I walk through the exhibits, I hear his voice in my head, telling me 
about the stories carved into the wood, the songs behind the dances. He used to 
say, “You don’t visit here, you remember here.” That line stays with me.​
​
I brought my niece last month. She listened to the same stories, wide-eyed, and 
I realized he was right. Places like that keep our people alive. The past isn’t 
gone—it’s just waiting for someone to listen. 

 



I work nights at Mercy Hospital Ada. People always say, “I don’t know how you do it.” 
But I think it’s an honor to be awake when the world is quiet, helping folks through 
some of the hardest hours of their lives. 

 



Every time I drive to Sulphur, I take the long way through Davis just so I can stop 
at that fried pie stand by the highway. My daughter teases me for it, says I could 
make my own. But she doesn’t understand—it’s not about the pie.​
​
It’s about the woman behind the counter who calls everyone “hon” and remembers 
how I like my apple ones warmed up. It’s about the smell of oil and sugar in the air, 
the trucks rumbling by, and how every bite tastes like a childhood road trip.​
​
Sometimes the simplest rituals remind us where we come from. They hold pieces of 
home we didn’t even know we needed. 

 



When I was a kid, my mom used to save up to take us 

to a Christmas show at the McSwain Theatre. I 

remember the lights—the way the whole place glowed gold 

and red like a snow globe come to life.​

​

I sat in the same seats with my own kids this past 

December. The stage looked smaller, but the feeling was 

the same. I leaned over to my son and said, “Your 

grandma loved this place.” He didn’t say anything, just 

reached over and held my hand.​

​

Sometimes, Ada feels frozen in time, and that’s 

comforting. Small towns hold memory in the way a 

theater holds sound—everything echoes if you listen. 

 



We went camping at Lake Konawa every summer until my dad’s back got too 
bad for sleeping bags. Now I go alone sometimes, just to fish and sit in the quiet. 
You can hear the water slap the rocks, the hum of crickets, and nothing else.​
​
Last time, I caught a small bass—not big enough to keep—but I looked at it and 
thought about how my dad would’ve told me to “throw it back gentle.” I did. Then 
I just sat there until the stars came out.​
​
Grief doesn’t leave you, but it changes shape. Quiet moments like this teach you 
how to carry it lightly. 

 



I graduated from Ada High twenty years ago, and I still go to every homecoming 
game. My kids roll their eyes, but I tell them, “You don’t miss your roots. That’s 
the rule.”​
​
Last year, the band played the same fight song, and the bleachers still creaked 
the same way when people stomped their feet. The only thing different was me, 
sitting a few rows higher and realizing how time sneaks up quiet.​
​
After the game, I saw my old English teacher—gray hair, same smile—and she 
remembered me. That’s when I understood: small towns hold your story in ways 
you don’t realize. 

 



I never thought I’d enjoy living in Tishomingo, but Sunday 

mornings changed my mind. The world slows down 

here—birds on the wires, folks heading to church, and the 

smell of biscuits coming from that little diner by the 

courthouse.​

​

There’s a group of old men who sit by the window, 

drinking coffee and arguing about OU football like it’s 

world politics. I don’t know their names, but I wave 

every time I walk by.​

​

People say there’s nothing to do in small towns. I say 

there’s everything to feel if you notice. 

 



My mom worked in the medical field for nearly thirty years. She had the kind of 
hands that told you what she did for a living—strong, calloused, always moving. I 
used to tease her about the little cracks on her knuckles, but she’d just laugh 
and say, “That’s where the love leaks out.”​
​
When she passed, I couldn’t bring myself to pack away her things. Her name 
badge still hangs on the doorknob. Sometimes, when I’m having a bad day, I find 
myself holding it, tracing the letters of her name like it’s a prayer.​
​
Every time I drive past the hospital on Stonecipher, I look up at the lights and 
think about her inside, caring for someone else’s family. The world needs more 
hands like hers. 

 



There’s an old bridge on County Line Road that I used to cross every day going 
to my first job. I’d roll down the windows, let the wind whip through, and swear 
I could smell the freedom of being twenty-one.​
​
Years later, I drove over that same bridge, this time with a backseat full of kids 
and Goldfish crackers. I had bills, responsibilities, and a minivan that squeaked 
when it turned. But the wind still felt the same.​
​
Sometimes I think the bridge is like life—you cross it over and over, always a 
little different each time. But it holds you steady no matter who you’ve become. 

 



The first time I took my little boy to the Chickasaw Festival Parade, he didn’t 
understand why people were waving at him from floats. “Do they know me?” he 
whispered. I told him, “They don’t have to.”​
​
We stood on Main Street, candy flying everywhere, drums echoing off the brick 
buildings. He caught a Tootsie Roll, held it up like a trophy, and grinned so wide I 
thought my heart might split.​
​
It hit me then—this is what community feels like. Strangers celebrating each 
other for no reason except joy. I hope he remembers that when he’s older and 
the world feels big and cold. 

 



The thing about Ada rain is that it never falls halfway. 

It comes heavy and loud, like it’s got something to prove. 

One night last spring, I sat on my porch while it poured, 

lightning cracking over the rooftops, thunder shaking the 

streetlights.​

​

I’d just lost my job, and I didn’t know what came next. 

I watched the water rush down the gutters and thought 

about how life washes you clean whether you’re ready or 

not. I didn’t move for an hour.​

​

When it finally stopped, the air smelled new—like wet dirt 

and second chances. That’s the night I decided to start 

my own business. I figured if the sky could start over, 

maybe I could too. 

 



Last year was our first Thanksgiving without my dad. We kept his chair at the 
table anyway, even though everyone pretended not to look at it. My niece, only 
five, asked why Grandpa didn’t come. My sister just said, “He’s eating with Jesus 
this year.”​
​
We all laughed a little too hard at that, but it broke the tension. We told stories 
about his old truck, his famous cornbread, the time he burned the turkey 
because he got distracted by the OU game.​
​
Grief is strange—it sits with you quietly, then suddenly makes you laugh 
through your tears. I guess that’s love, still finding a way to stay. 

 



When my sister and I were kids, we set up a lemonade 

stand on Townsend Street every summer. We charged 25 

cents a cup, even though the lemons came from a plastic 

bottle and the sugar was half clumped.​

​

One afternoon, a construction worker stopped by and 

handed us a whole five-dollar bill. We thought he’d made a 

mistake, but he said, “Keep the change—best lemonade in 

Ada.” I’m pretty sure it was the sweat, not the sugar, 

that sold it.​

​

Years later, when my own kids wanted to do the same 

thing, I stood back and watched them wave at cars 

with sticky fingers and wild hope. Some things are better 

unpolished. 

 



I’d driven past the Chickasaw Cultural Center in Sulphur a hundred times before 
I ever stopped. I don’t know why—maybe I thought I already knew the stories. 
But when I finally went, it felt like walking into something sacred.​
​
The air inside was calm, almost reverent. I watched a video about the removal, 
and a little boy next to me whispered to his mom, “That’s sad.” She said, “Yes, 
but they made it here. We made it.”​
​
I left that day thinking about what survival really means—not just living, but 
remembering. Holding onto joy even after the journey. 

 



On any given Friday night in Ada, you can find a family at Wintersmith 
Park—blankets on the grass, kids chasing lightning bugs, music drifting from 
someone’s Bluetooth speaker.​
​
Last summer, I joined some friends for the outdoor movie night. The film was 
one I’d seen a dozen times, but halfway through, I stopped watching the screen. I 
was too busy watching the way the fireflies pulsed in rhythm with the laughter 
around me.​
​
I think about that sometimes—how happiness sneaks up in small, ordinary 
moments. The kind that don’t look like much, but stay with you forever. 

 



It doesn’t snow often in Ada, but when it does, the whole town pauses. A few 
years back, a storm hit hard enough to shut down everything. I was stuck at 
home with my neighbor, who I barely knew at the time.​
​
We ended up cooking chili together, using whatever we could find. She told 
stories about growing up in Tishomingo, and I shared how my dad used to make 
snow ice cream with vanilla and condensed milk.​
​
By the time the roads cleared, we’d gone from strangers to friends. Every 
winter since, we text each other, “Ready for chili season?” 

 



When I was in college at ECU, there was a little brown dog that used to wander 
around campus. Everyone called him “Buddy.” Nobody knew who he belonged to, but 
he’d sit in on classes, walk people home, and nap under the benches near the library.​
​
One spring morning, Buddy disappeared. Flyers went up everywhere, and it felt like 
the whole school was looking for him. A week later, he came trotting back across 
campus like nothing had happened—tail wagging, covered in red dirt.​
​
Someone joked that he’d gone on spring break. I think he just needed a little 
adventure. We all do sometimes. 

 



Every fall, Ada hosts a little chili cook-off at the county fairgrounds. I entered 
once with my grandmother’s recipe, thinking I’d never win. I didn’t, but the 
judges complimented the smoky flavor anyway.​
​
The best part wasn’t the chili—it was the neighbors I met while stirring pots, 
swapping tips, and laughing at each other’s disasters. By the end, everyone was 
trading spoons like we were old friends.​
​
Sometimes community isn’t about the prize. It’s about the shared mess, the 
flavors, the laughter that sticks to your fingers. 

 



I drive along Highway 99 most evenings, just before the sun dips behind the 
trees. Some nights, the sky turns pink and gold, and I swear you can see all the 
stories of the people in town spread across the horizon.​
​
Once, I stopped on the shoulder and just watched. A couple walked their dog, a 
kid chased a soccer ball, an old man waved at a stranger in a passing truck. The 
ordinary felt extraordinary.​
​
Those sunsets remind me that life doesn’t have to be grand to be unforgettable. 
Small moments are enough. 

 



Last summer, I wandered through the Ada Farmer’s 

Market and stumbled upon a man selling homemade jams. 

He told me each flavor had a story—a plum from his 

mother’s tree, peaches from a neighbor’s orchard.​

​

I bought three jars, not for the jam, but for the 

stories. I still have the labels: “Grandma’s Plum,” “Sunset 

Peach,” “Tuesday Surprise.” Every time I eat one, I 

remember the hands that picked it, the town that 

raised it.​

​

Sometimes food carries memory better than photographs. 

I’ll take jam over a postcard any day. 

 



There’s a bench outside the Ada Public Library that no one seems to notice. I sit 
there often with my coffee, watching people come and go. Some are hurrying; some 
are lost.​
​
One afternoon, a young woman sat down next to me, crying quietly. I didn’t say 
anything—just offered a smile. She nodded and wiped her tears. No words were 
needed.​
​
The library bench has seen sadness, laughter, first dates, heartbreak, and 
reconciliation. It reminds me that even unnoticed places hold humanity. 

 



There’s an old oak tree at Wintersmith. I’ve seen kids carve initials, couples kiss 
under its shade, and town elders sit reading newspapers.​
​
Last month, I took my grandson there for the first time. He asked why the bark 
was scarred. I told him, “It holds stories.” He pressed his hand to the trunk and 
grinned.​
​
Some things, like the oak, just stand. They bear witness. And sometimes, that’s 
enough. 

 


