The second announcement for our reunion just hit my mailbox this weekend, so I decided to check out the website. You know, there's got to be more of us online; maybe we can convince others to join the egroup. Wouldn't that be cool to get a party started online before we even get close to the big October weekend?


I've been living in Reno, Nevada, for the last ten years. Talk about culture shock! Moving 3,000 miles across the nation to a town of 250,000 was like emigrating to a foreign land. It took about three weeks of staring out into the sun setting over parched sagebrush- and sand-covered mountains before I fell in love -- just like you do with a person -- with this country.


It is a land of rugged beauty and (thank God!) no humidity, of political individualists and legalized prostitution (just another business, here) and the first legalized gambling, of political conservatives and Democratic senators, of a young and growing arts community and a thriving blues world. This is a town small enough where almost any evening you venture out, you will find a friend at the grocery store or the video store or the park or the restaurant.


And for those of you who haven't visited this "biggest little city in the world," don't make the same mistake I did. Before I moved here -- and I questioned my sanity over such a move -- I thought Reno was just as we see Las Vegas on the silver screen. That image of the neon Babylon stands true, from what I've gathered during my (thankfully few) travels to the sin city to the south. (If any of you live in Las Vegas and love it, I do apologize. I'd love to hear your side of the story.)


But Reno ... ah, Reno. She's beautiful, she's small, she's unique, she's friendly, she's easy on the eye and the heart and the soul. Her summer nights fall like silk on your skin, trebling the shivers you feel from the coolness of black desert nights lit by stars brighter than we ever saw at Ocean City. (But, God, I miss lightening bugs. It's been over ten years now, and if there's anything that's broken my heart about leaving behind the East, it's lightening bugs. That, and good pizza. Westerners can make some great food, but pizza ain't it.) I've made some of the best friends in my whole life in this place, and when I leave here next year because of career plans, it will break my heart to leave her warmth, charm, independence, and spirit.


I come home to visit every year or so, although that "home" has become less and less my home. I believe I was always a Western girl at heart, searching for a land that would snare my soul and never let go.


Still, I love my family and friends who still live in the D.C. area, so I do trek back East. I will be there -- as the saying goes, with bells on -- at our 20th.


Can you believe we're that old already? Has anybody else been feeling the same mid-life crisis I've been experiencing? Doesn't it seem like only yesterday we were on the verge of attending college? Remember those dreams? Remember when the world stood wide open, when we just knew we could do anything? Still, I love the calmness that comes with knowing more, the peace of understanding myself and others more. There's actually something pretty wonderful about being 38.


So write back. Tell me, tell us where you are, what you believe, what you feel. Details are cool, but we'll get a lot of those from the questionnaire. What I want is feelings, ideas. Some of you I know much better than others, and I miss you. Let us know who you are now.
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