1/20/2011
Dear Classmates: Memories of High School
 114 degrees in the shade, I look out the car window at what this town calls Main Street and it's beyond my comprehension what we are really doing here.  Surely my Father has made a  ,,,,mistake and would not move  his family from the beautiful mountains of Albuquerque to the God Forsaken place of Roswell,New Mexico.  I''m wrong, of course  my Father informs me we are here to stay. Oh!no!  Help!
Roswell has a rather unique quality of being 200 miles  from any other large city.  Two hundred miles back to Albuquerque yea!, 200 to Lubbock, El Paso, and Midland.  What can I say,  People who live here travel a lot.  I immediately go to my Aunt's house in Midland to avoid having to meet anyone my own age.  My 15 year old mind can't quite take in the picture of actually going to school here.  Upon my return I meet a very nice girl named Sally who is busy with a net hunting bugs.  She informs me that in Biology Class our first assignment will be gathering, identifying and displaying a set of bugs. Oh! Great and I don't even have a net.  Sally renders that situation  my birthday is in a couple of days and she surprises me with a pink Net trimmed in satin.  Hey! Who can turn that down.  I'm on my way to becoming a Roswellite  My older brother informs me that he has met a bunch of kids and it's a must that I get into one of  the High School Sorority clubs. I had never heard of such a thing.  I did finally get asked as someone told me when they voted someone spoke up and said, “we must have her, her brother is gorgeous and besides he is going to be on the football team”,  It's a done deal and I am a new member of CHUMS.  How exciting.
As I reconstruct those years I honestly believe I must have been in Never-Never Land.  I truly did not appreciate the joy of living in a small town at the time I was experiencing it.  Or maybe I did. Knowing everyone in town,   could be good or bad.  My next-door neighbor had 10 kids and she watched me like a hawk trying to gain information to rat on me.  She never succeeded. One afternoon in the Summer my doorbell rang and it was about  eight members of the football team, walking home from practice and wanting a drink of water.  I called my mother and told her.  Later my neighbor called my mother to tell her that I had let a whole bunch of boys in the house when she was not home, only to my Mother's delight she said “yes, It's all right.  I already know. It's O.K.”   Whew!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
Many years later I go to my computer and pull up my  e-mail.  Since my generation didn't have computers this is a big accomplishment on my part.  I find 3 emails from former Roswell High Classmates.  One of ours has passed away.  A moment of sadness strikes me as I remember this funny sweet girl I went  to school with.  My heart stands still as I gaze around my bedroom and  my eyes land on my Annuals that I still keep from my 3 years in High  School.  It's just not possible that we could all be 67 years old or older .Funny when I flip through the pictures I see only how we looked at about 17 or 18.  Not in my wildest imagination have I ever imagined us all being old.
Everyone should just stop what they are doing and re-live their High School Days.  I had to laugh when I recalled having gone just outside the City Limits to ride in a drag race with a fellow classmate.  Never have I been so scared ..When it was finished I looked at my friend ,smiled and said” lets do it again.   If my parents had known I would have been grounded for life
Going  away to college a 1000 miles away from home.. was a major deal to me.. The Sixties was a hard time to grow up in.  Things were thrown at us with no real answers.  Still not a time for women to come into their own or maybe it was just the start of a rebellion to want to take the lead.   Lots of unrest.  I went back to Roswell feeling a failure and my head hanging low.  I was looking for something else, maybe  escape from my  own .small town. .  I met someone, older, and on his way to Albuquerque in the Fall.  Ah! Ha! Sounds good to me.    Oh! To be young again.  I continue my flipping through my Senior Year Book and come across many who I remember well.  Many I have kept in contact with over the years.  Oh! Dear those were the days. It brings a big smile to my face and warm glow to my heart.
Why do we sometimes have friendships that just go on and on.  What is that deep connection to another that just will not leave us.   It never ages .  It's just always there.   Being 67 years old and looking back on my life I wonder if I always made the right choice.  Did I follow my heart?  I know that my High School friends  are deeply embedded there.  Lying on my bed recently while listening to 60's music I had the most unreal experience happen.  Someone was banging on my front door.  When I opened it there was an older woman there doing Cheerleader yells.    OMG,  it's my best friend from High School.  I hadn't seen her in years.and low and behold she had a son that lived just down the street from me.  Small world. How wonderful to renew that relationship.  It was as if no time had passed in between us.
 I guess one reason for having a lasting friendship is always accepting someone for who they are, good or bad, right or wrong.  Many High School friends feel this way.   Many things change in our life as we grow up but you always have your High School Graduating Class , Right, Right, they never change, right.  Well really not the ones I know.  There has been many successes, some failures, a lot of struggling.  We are 50 years older but everyone seems pretty much the same and for that I am Thankful. A couple  of the classmates started a web site for  our Class and it is amazing to look at  the many messages and realize how excited everyone is about planning our 50th Reunion.  So I keep my High School Year Books handy and whenever I see a new entry I look them up and renew myself with that old friend.
Later on I went to Nursing School in Roswell at ENMU and then moved away at age 40.  My oldest daughter graduated from Roswell High School the same year I graduated from  Nursing School and another daughter  later went to Roswell High. School.   Small towns are not a bad place to grow up.  Of course I informed my girls “Don't even think I don't know what you're doing, I've already been there,done that,and I know when I send you to the store for a loaf of bread and you get home late  you have cruised Main Street and there wasn't really a long line at the store.  Ha!Sometimes memories come in handy.
 Then I spread my wings and start my adventure of Nursing. Newly divorced I jumped in with both feet.  Yes I was going to save the World and make a difference. Thirty Five years of nursing is definitely a life of its own .  A new story every day .and  then some.
In the year 2000 I finally retired.  The hardest thing I've ever done .  Where on Earth have all the years gone?  I'm don't feel finished yet.  I am starting, I guess, my Golden Years.  I love getting messages from my old classmates and learning what they have done with their lives.  I can't believe I've know all these people for  over 50 years.  I only feel 16 myself. One thing I have noticed emailing others actually makes me feel like I'm in the room with them and immediately sparks a memory of days gone by..  Sometimes you can just never take those old classmates out of your heart.  Being from a small town probably helped.  
Well as I get out my old exercise machine, brush up on the latest wrinkle removers and bleaching my age spots I start my preparations for attending my 50th Class Reunion.   Could I possibly be the oldest one there?.  How am I supposed to act at 67  ?  Do I really want to go???? Of course I do.  To see all my old teenage friends grown up  I wouldn't miss it for the world.  See ya! In dear ole Roswell..
                                               Your very own Classmate, Sharon C. Hallman
