| planted a peach tree behind my house in Ada the summer after my husband
passed. He used o say Oklahoma peaches were the best thing on Earth, and |
quess | needed to prove him right. The first two years, that tree Looked pitiful. |
almost dug it up twice.

Then last June, | walked outside and saw the branches sagging with Little fuzzy
fruit. I sat on the porch and cried like a fool. | picked one too early—it was

sour—but it didn’'t matter. That tree was hope growing in my yard.

Now | 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 | stop at almost every morning before work. |
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.

| didn't realize how much that mattered until last winter when | qot Laid off. |
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 | finally got a new job, the first thing | 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 coaked—our cleeping bages, the firewood, our patience. But

comething about that downpour ctripped the tencion right out of us.

We cat in the tent, lictening to the rain hit the nylon, and started talking about
things we hadnt caid in yearc—like how ccared we were to fail, or how much we
missed our grandparents. I remember thinking, thic ic what friendship ic—muddy

choes and honesty.

When the rain finally ctopped, we hiked up to the overlook. The falle were roaring,
Fuller than Td ever ceen. It looked alive. Sometimee life’c best moments are the ones

that don't 9o according to plan.



When | was Little, my grandpa used to fake me to the Chickasaw Cultural Center
in Sulphur almost every month. He said it wasn't just a museum—it was our

heartbeat. | didn't really get that until he passed last year.

Now when | 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.

| brought my niece last month. She Listened to the same stories, wide-eyed, and
| 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 wnights at Mercy Hocpital Ada. People alwaye cay, “T dont know how you do it.”
But I think itc an honor to be awake when the world ic quiet, helping folks through
come of the hardect hours of their lives.



Every time I drive to Sulphur, I take the long way through Davis just co I can ctop
at that fried pie ctand by the highway. My daughter teases me for it, cayc I could

make my own. But che doescnt underctand—it'c not about the pie.

It'e about the woman behind the counter who calle everyone ‘hon” and remembers
how I like my apple ones warmed up. It'c about the emell of oil and cugar in the air,
the trucks rumbling by, and how every bite tastec like a childhood road trip.

Sometimee the cimplest rituale remind us where we come from. They hold pieces of

home we didnt even know we needed.



When T was a Kid, my wom used Yo Save up to take us
Yo a Chvistwmas Show at the McSwawnm Theatve. T
vemewmber the lights—the way the whole glace glowed 9old

and ved like a Snow 3\o\oe come Yo life.

L sat n the Same seats with wy own KidS this gast
December. The 9+03e looked Swmallev, but the €ee\'m3 Wa5
the Sawe. T leaned ovevr to Wy Son Gnd 50id, “Nour
grandma loved This glace” He didnt say anything, Wot

veached ovev and held Wy hand.

Sometimes, Ada €eels €rozen in time, and that's
Covn?ov‘ﬁng. Small Towns hold mewory n the way a

theatevr holds 90Und—evem+h'\n3 echoes € Jou listen.



Wewmémmpwaéfaéekmmémmwﬁwc&d@mwm
bad for sleeping bags. Neur I go alsne semetimes, just te fish and it in the quiet.

Last time, I caught a small bass—not big ensugh te keep—but I losked at it and
thought about how my dad wewldve told me ts thrsur it back gentle.” I did. Then
T just sat there wntil the stars came sut

Grief dsesnt leave you, but it changes shape. Quiet moments like this teach yow
how. te carry it lightly.



game. My bids voll thetr eges, but T tell them, “Yew dsnt miss ysunr rssts. That's

After the game, 1 saur my old English teacher—gray hain, same smile—and. she
remembered me. Thats when I understosd: small towns beld your story in ways



T wevevr +hoU3ln+ T'd enjoy \'N‘m3 " T\%ow\'m?)o, but Sunday
movn’mf—; chan3ea W\ wind. The wovld Slows down
heve-bivds on the wives, €olks head'wg Yo chuvch, and the
smell o€ biscuits coming $vom that little diner by the

courthouse.

Theve's a groug o€ old wmen who Sit by the window,
a\v’m‘(ma cok€ee and arau'ma albout 0U €oothoall like it's
wovld politics. T don't know their names, but T wave

evevy time T walk \oq.

Peogle say theve's nO'Hninﬁ Yo do n Small Towns. T Say

theve's evewﬂ»in% to €eel i€ Jou votice.



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. |
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, | couldn’t bring myself to pack away her things. Her name
badge sfill hangs on the doorknob. Sometimes, when I'm having a bad day, | find
myself holding it, fracing the letters of her name like it'sa prayer.

Every fime | drive past the hospital on Stonecipher, | look up at the lights and
think about her inside, caring for someone else’s family. The world needs more

hands like hers.



Theres an old bridge on County Line Rsad that 1 wsed to crsss every day going
te my first job. 1d roll down the windows, let the wind whip through, and swear
IWM%@W%&KWW—W

and Goldlfish crachors. T had bills, vespensibilitios, and & minivan that squeated
when, it turned. But the wind still folt the same.

little differont each time. But it balis ysw stoady ns mattor whe yswie become.



The first fime | 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. | told him, “They dont 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 frophy, and grinned so wide |
thought my heart might split.

It hit me then—this is what community feels like. Strangers celebrating each

other for no reason except joy. | hope he remembers that when he’s older and
the world feels big and cold.



The thing albout Ada vain iS5 that it never €alls halfway.
Tt comeS heawy and loud, like it's Aot Something to grove.
One ni3h+ last SRving, T 50t on w\ Qovch while it gouved,
lightaing cracking ovev the vooftops, thunder Shaking the
9+~ceeﬂ'\3h+9.

T4 Ju% loSt wy Job, and T didnt Know what came wext.
T watched the watev vush down the 3u‘v+ev-9 and ﬂ»ouam-
aloout how \i€e washes Jou clean whether ou've veady or

not. T didnt wmove €or an houv.

When it €inally $togeed, the air Smelled new-like wet dict
and Second chances. That's the n'\3m T decided to Stavt
wy own business. T {iawea\ € the oky could Stavt over,

w\a\,\oe T coud 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 fruck, his famous cornbread, the fime 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 fears. | guess that's love, still finding a way fo stay.



When wy Sister and T weve Kids, we set ug a lewmonade
5tand on TownSend Street evevy Summer. We char3ed 15
cents a cUg, even though the lewons came {vom a glastic

bottle and the Suaar was hal clumeed.

One aternoon, a conStruction wovker Stogped by and
handed US a whole €ive-dollav bill. We thought he'd wade a
wistake, but ke <aid, "Keep the chanae—\oe% lewmonade in
Ada” T'w gretty Suve it was the sweat, not the Suaav,

that Sod t.

Neavs latevr, when Wy own kids wanted Yo do the sawme
+h'm3, T 6tood back and watched thew wave at cavs
with Sticky {in32v9 and wild hoge. Some thinas ave better

Unpolished.



I'd driven past the Chickasaw Cultural Center in Sulphur a hundred fimes before
| ever stopped. | don't know why—maybe | thought | already knew the stories.
But when | finally went, it felt Like walking into something sacred.

The air inside was calm, almost reverent. | 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.”

| 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, | joined some friends for the outdoor movie night. The film was
one I'd seen a dozen times, but halfway through, | stopped watching the screen. |
was too busy watching the way the fireflies pulsed in rhythm with the laughter

around me.

| think about that sometimes—how happiness sneaks up in small, ordinary

moments. The kind that don’t Look Like much, but s’ray 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. | was stuck at

home with my neighbor, who | barely knew at the fime.

We ended up cooking chili together, using whatever we could find. She told
stories about growing up in Tishomingo, and | shared how my dad used to make

snow ice cream with vanilla and condensed milk.

By the fime 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 uced to wander
around campus. Everyone called him ‘Buddy. ”/\/oéac/y knew who he belonged to, but

hed ¢it in on clasces, walk people home, and nap under the benches near the library.

One cpring morning, Buddy dicappeared. Flyere went up everywhere, and it felt like
the whole cchool was looking for him. A week later, he came trofting back acrose

campug like nothing had happened—tail wagging, covered in red dirt.

Someone joked that hed gone on cpring break. I think he just needed a little

adventure. We all do cometimes.



ence with my grandmethors recipe, thinbing Td never win. T didnt. but the

The best part wasnt the chili—it was the neighbors 1 met while stirving pots,
swapping tips, and laughing at each sthers disasters. By the end, everyene was

Semetimes. community isnt absut the prige. Its about the shared mess, the



| drive along Highway 99 most evenings, just before the sun dips behind the
Trees. Some nights, the sky furns pink and gold, and | swear you can see all the

stories of the people in fown spread across the horizon.

Once, | 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 sumwmer, T wandeved +h~raU3h the Ada Favmer's
Mavket and Stumbled Ugon a wan 5elling homewmade joms.
He told we each €lavor had a Stoey-a glum $vom his

wother's tvee, geaches $rom a ne'\ah\oov@ ovchavd.

I \ooU3M' thyee 30‘("7, not €ov the Jaw\, but €ov the
Stovies. T otill have the labels: "Grandma's Plum,” "Sunset
Peach,” "Tuesday Suvgrise” Buewy time T eat one, T
vemewmber the hands that gicked it, the town that

vaised it.

Sometimes €ood cavvies wmemovy better than Qho‘%oavagln‘a.

L'l take jam over a gosteavd any day.



There’e a bench outside the Ada Public (ibrary that no one ceems to notice. I ¢it
there often with my coffee, watching people come and go. Some are hurrying; come

are lost.

One afternoon, a young woman cat down next to me, crying quietly. I didn't cay
anything—just offered a cmile. She nodded and wiped her tears. No words were
needed.

The library bench has ceen cadnecs, laughter, firet 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 fown elders sit reading newspapers.

Last month, | fook my grandson there for the first time. He asked why the bark
was scarred. | 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.



