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My Kind of Town


I’d always appreciated the city of Romeo, with its quaint little shops and old houses with delicate, ornate trimmings. However, I seldom visited anymore. As I drove by Tillson Street on my left, I remembered trick or treating there with my best friend when I was a kid. I was instantly hit with a feeling of nostalgia. Those times were long gone. Still, I made a sharp left turn down Tillson.


I drove slowly down the street, noticing how different the houses looked. I didn’t even recognize them. For one, they weren’t decorated for Halloween, as it was almost spring. Second, it had been too long. I reached the end of the street and noticed the only house I did recognize—the one that looked spooky all year round. It was an extremely old looking house that stood three stories tall and somehow dark, even in the daylight. I gazed up at it. It had candles lit in the high windows and fancy trimmings around the edges that made it look like some sort of tall, spooky gingerbread house, just as I remembered from my childhood. 


I slowly drove away, pulling out into the main street where a few people strolled from shop to shop. Romeo is a small town of only about 4,000 inhabitants. I stopped at a small restaurant, The Romeo Café. As I sat down, I noticed I was being watched by just about everyone in the restaurant. This mystified me greatly until it suddenly hit me. This was a small town and they were all “regulars”. I was a stranger now.


“What can I get you, hon?” the waitress asked.


“An cheese omelette, please. Would you be able to add sausage?”


“Sorry dear, we can’t custom make our omelettes here.”


“All right. Well could you substitute pancakes for the hash browns?”


“Sorry dear, we don’t do substitutions.”

I don’t know what I expected. After all, it was a small town restaurant.


After breakfast, I took a walk down the main drag. All downtown Romeo really consists of is restaurants, antique and consignment shops, and candy stores. It always has, every since I can remember. I stopped at a place called Town Hall Antiques, which alone sells more antiques than a person would be able to look at in an entire week. There were three floors of old coins, jukeboxes, shiny pink depression glass, and almost any other item a person could imagine. The place had a strange, stale, and musty smell, but I stayed to browse anyway.

After leaving the antiques store, I stopped at a deceptively named place called “Balloons-R-Fun”, which turned out to be an incredibly sleazy gag gift store. I entered and quickly realized that the shop quite reminded me of a creepy funhouse. There were lit up arcade games making playing carnival music, clown dolls, oversized stuffed animals of all colors, and gag gifts like whoopee cushions and squishy fake eyeballs. Just one look at that stuff was enough to sufficiently creep me out, and I quickly found my way out of the store and into the street, where police were blocking off the road. My car was parked in a parallel parking spot in the street. Panicked that I wouldn’t be able to leave, I stopped a police officer at the crosswalk. 

“Excuse me Officer. Why are the roads being blocked off?” I asked.

“St. Baldrick’s is having a parade,” he responded.

St. Baldrick’s is a childhood cancer charity with a branch in Romeo. Oh well. It was a good cause, I thought. I looked around. About 15 people stood spread out on the sidewalks on either side of the main drag. I stood there, waiting for the parade to come. 


Suddenly, I heard the nearly deafening sound of a fire engine horn. I looked down the street. About a hundred children and adults in green t-shirts and face paint came prancing down the street, headed my way. A large green float with the words St. Baldrick’s on the side came after. 


As the people in green continued to pass us, they starting yelling to us, as they grinned and did tricks like flips and juggling. Somewhere mixed in with all of them, a person dressed in a buffalo costume with a Buffalo Wild Wings logo on their t-shirt danced down the street, waving. I shook my head in utter disbelief. This couldn’t seriously be happening. Nearly an entire town partaking in a parade while a meager crowd of 15 people or so stands on the sidewalk and watches? That’s abnormal.


Or perhaps not. Maybe that’s just small town life.


The fire truck came after the people dressed in green and the buffalo, tooting its horn. And then…it was over. And the police unblocked the road. And everyone in this small town went on their way and about their business again. The parade lasted less than 10 minutes. 


Before I left, I made one last stop at a place called Frontier Town, outside of the downtown area on the outskirts of Romeo. Frontier Town was a collection of small shops modeled after a small pioneer village. I remembered visiting it in my childhood. I thought back to when I was a kid and I used to come here with my dad and buy cherry stick candy. It had been one of my favorite things to do. As I wandered around, I realized everything was starting to look…the same as it always had. I passed by an antique store, a consignment shop, and a candy store. Well, of course.


Romeo was exactly the same as when I was a kid. My kind of town.

