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Dizzying loops, heart wrenching drops, pitch black tunnels - while frightening, all lead up to a brief moment of defied gravity on roller coasters. Roller coasters unrelentingly go forward; once strapped into the safety harness, riders cannot choose to get off. I went on my first roller coaster at Busch Gardens the summer before I moved in sixth grade.

My first move from Chesapeake, Virginia to Roanoke, Virginia was a confusing time for me. When my father became a United Methodist Minister, I thought the only ramifications for me would be longer church services and traveling to new churches on Sunday. His first appointment was in Suffolk, Virginia, so we didn’t have to move; instead, we drove about one hour every Sunday to church. His second appointment was in my hometown, Chesapeake, so once again my young world was uninterrupted. The summer before middle school was exciting for me; I had my first boyfriend, my parents gave me a guinea pig, and I was tall enough to ride the roller coasters at Busch Gardens. 


Unbeknown to me, riding the Big Bad Wolf for the first time would parallel the rest of my life throughout middle school and high school. The initial track of the roller coaster where the chains pull the train up were nauseating for me; I was scared, and I wanted to go home. However, after the initial drop I felt exhilarated despite brief moments of panic as I was launched over lakes and spun through the air. 

A few weeks later I moved to Roanoke, but my first relocation was fairly smooth. My parents surprised me with horseback lessons, and on my first day of middle school I made new friends who had also moved that year. My middle school experience was full of learning and fun, but as my freshman year of high school ended, I knew my second “relocation” wouldn’t be as exciting. I was terrified when I learned that my dad was moving to a new church in Sandston, Virginia. I didn’t know where Sandston or Hen-ree-co County was. I didn’t want to go to Var-ee-na High School; I just wanted to stay in Roanoke with my horse, my friends, and my future.

Like my first roller coaster, I couldn’t stop my life and stay in Roanoke. In May before my sophomore year my parents took me to Sandston, which I later learned was close to Richmond, to see my new home. I felt crushed looking at my new campus styled school; my previous high school had only 200 students in my grade, but my new school would have about 500. After my first visit I quickly started making a pro-con list, where all of the pros were in Roanoke (my horse, the mountains, my friends) and all of the cons were in Richmond (the traffic, the large school that seem so outwardly different than what I had been use to, the all too far distance to my supportive relationships).


After the initial ride up my personal roller coaster, the fear started to fade away. My parents told me that they were bringing my best friend, my horse, to Richmond with me, and I learned that I had been accepted into The Center for Communications at Varina High School. I spent my first summer in Richmond happy; my new horse stable friends were friendly, there was always something new and exciting to do in the city, and my new church family was welcoming. They even let me paint my room in the parsonage purple!


My transition wasn’t smooth though; while it had its gravity defying moments, I still had my share of lurches and twists. More than once in my sophomore year, I came home crying to my father about the mean high school kids who didn’t want new friends, and more than once I ate my lunch in the bathroom. I never got asked on a date to homecoming or prom, and I spent most of my sophomore year at home with my parents or at the stables with my horse. 
I wanted my junior year to be different; I wanted to be happy at school and outside of school. I started by joining clubs that I knew I would enjoy: Key Club, Mu Alpha Theta, The Hague International Model United Nations. Being accepted into the THIMUN program was a surprise and a blessing. I was able to work with students from all over Henrico county, and I was able to build confidence in myself. The Hague International Model United Nations is a conference in the Netherlands where 3,500 juniors and seniors from around the world gather to try to solve the world’s most pressing issues from disarmament to decolonization.  THIMUN was a life changing experience, but the people who were in my delegation were the ones who challenged me to break boundaries. 
As time progressed, I also learned that I had to be the one to make new friends; not everyone would come to me, but I could make the effort to meet new people. While I struggled to go outside my comfort zone, my anxiety was worth it because I ended up with two best friends. I learned that while I might not have the mountains anymore, moving to Richmond opened up a wealth of cultural and sporting experiences. Once I rode trails in the mountains, but now I paddle kayaks down the Chickahomony and James Rivers. I can visit Maymont Park, go to the Richmond Folk Festival, and watch a musical at the Landmark Theater all in one weekend. 
Being a minister’s daughter is hard sometimes, but all of my relocations have made me a stronger, well rounded person. Wherever my family moves next and during my college years, I’ll be ready because I know how to make a move successful now. No matter how scary a new place might seem, there will be experiences and opportunities there that will make it the most exciting ride you’ve ever been on.
