Student of Randall Wells
The New Life

By Harrison Light


Replacing Greenwood [SC] High School with Coastal Carolina University was a giant leap for me. As I continue to grow in all the aspects of my life, the time spent by myself has added a positive light to my college career. Leaving my cheating, disowning, loving hometown behind was one of the most horrible memories I have to this day. So many wonderful memories followed me to college that I tried to lessen the thought of the bad ones.


Upon returning to Greenwood on July 25, 2003, I was welcomed with open arms and sheets pulled down. Little was I aware of the horrific events about to occur in the week ahead. I returned to Greenwood nearly a month before college began. I wanted to give myself some rest time after the long summer of working, which was actually not so long after all. I decided to leave Greenwood for the summer so that leaving there for college would not be so hard. Thoughts of what I had left behind at home were what kept me going throughout the summer. I left behind my lover and friend. I left my girlfriend in order to test us both. We had talked about staying together during college, but she didn’t know that I was testing her by leaving. The search for the one who aces my tests is inevitable. I passed, she failed, we parted.


My short return was made even shorter by the events which took place between my brother and me. Short-tempered and easily agitated, I grabbed his soft taco and chucked it against the wall. Also short-tempered was the whiner of a brother whose taco had been thrown. My not-so-mature action caused him to scream for our mother. She quickly became so disappointed that whatever she said to me was right and my rebuttal was pointless. Not listening to each other, we both began to scream and yell above the dog’s bark. She finally snapped and told me to gather my belongings and leave. Reluctant to leave on such bad terms with my mother, I packed my life packed in a car with a full tank that would sit until my departure for college life. 


I parked my life at a friend’s house down the street. What had seemed to begin as a wonderful prerequisite to college had surreally turned into a nightmare escaped only by the comfort of friends or marijuana. It appeared to me that my friends were the only thing that stuck by my side the whole time I was in Greenwood. I stayed a remainder of four days. Finally, upon leaving, I realized that certain things in my life had come and gone. The lone part that had come to stay was my past. 


I entered college life lonely and open to most anything. Replacing my parental figure was easy considering I was living with my father. Replacing my lover and friend has yet to pass. With no need to replace friends, I entered college with the idea of adding them. As I returned to Greenwood for Thanksgiving, my mother and I mended my past. My friends were still there for me. What am I still searching for?

