“The Fam, the Team, and That Guy”
By Lainey Nichols ‘09
Many of us twentisomethings—members of Generation Y—have overused, abused and laughed uncontrollably at the use of the phrase, “that guy.” 

The humor, for us, comes from the fact that we often have difficulty recalling exact details about people or things of marginal importance; we're not too good with names but we usually can recall some of the salient features that made “that guy” relevant to us. 
*“That guy” may be the stereotypical hilarious guy who is on a roll at a Christmas party, accidentally overestimates his comfort level, tells a bad joke and IMMEDIATELY—mood killed.

*“That guy” might be a person in a classroom that is just reluctant to allow anyone else to get a word in edgewise, knowing full-well others have a ton to say.

*“That guy” may be the person in the cafeteria that steps in front of you and takes the last four peanut butter cookies, gluttonously, when all you wanted was one.

In my generation, the phrase “don’t be that guy” holds a comedically negative connotation, one that is usually associated with exuberance and being all-around uncool.

Guess what? Haha. Today I’m going to be that guy.


“The Fam…”
Hopefully though, through my “that guy” exuberance, and uncool expression of it, you will leave here with a few glimpses into the life of something very worthwhile indeed—family.

When I was a freshman, playing soccer for UNC Charlotte, I thought of the stories my mom had told me about the fabled college she had attended. She attended school here, loved it, played field hockey for Rosyln Hall. I recall sitting at the conference tournament in St. Louis, wondering if, and wishing that I could be as happy as she had been at Catawba.

I grew up in a log cabin in western Maryland, with teachers as parents. I was, and still am middle-class, but interested in everything. Once I assimilated to “The Niner Nation” I began to second-guess my initial choice of Charlotte, and longed for an intimate setting where my questions would be answered, my abilities would be tested in all areas of the academe, and I could love playing ball again.

I remember talking to Coach Cullen way back in the winter of 2005—I knew he had seen me play back in high school (I had broken my nose at that game, and shattered an opponent’s…whoops!)—but it was unbelievable talking to him. He took a chance on me and my playing ability so…

I chose Catawba and never looked back.

Soccer got me here, but finishing up my penultimate semester, I am so thankful for the opportunities that Catawba has afforded me in other areas as well.
Academically, it was just the other day, right after a class Dr. Girelli—Sociolinguistics—that I realized that my days here are numbered. As I left the classroom, I heard a tremendous amount of noise coming from the end of the hall in ADMIN. 

It was two of my favorite professors, Dr. Grant and Dr. Cavalier, laughing and making a royal ruckus. They are all fans of the team, keep up with our stats—the works. With ease I waltzed in and exclaimed, “when are you two going to learn how to laugh WITHOUT wheezing?!!!” We chatted and made fun of another favorite of mine, Dr. Girelli, till the point where he was actually called on the phone and asked to come join us. 

You cannot put a price on memories like that—knowing people for whom you have the utmost admiration and respect, and having them reciprocate affections with consummate well-wishing, mentoring, and a genuine investment of their time in your future. This little institution, through its faculty, excels at what is important.

TEAM

…And this stays in the Hurley Room, BUT more important still than the memories I will have had with my professors and friends are those of my team. 
The families that have been created by the women’s soccer program at this school have been phenomenal. I believe that the wake of support from people witnessing our camaraderie emanates from our program’s mantra of “standards, not goals.” 

With our little, stylish Englishman at the helm (sorry coach, I have to dog you before I get serious…haha), the traditions, passion, and dedication from abroad and from where he grew up can be found in everything we do. We train TOGETHER, we laugh TOGETHER, we learn from our mistakes TOGETHER,  and this year, we crossed the pond TOGETHER, had a (to quote Coach) “a crackin’ season togeva.” We also earned a right to represent our region in the NCAA’s TOGETHER.
One of the greatest memories of my entire life will be from this season, waiting on a potential bid to the NCAA’s. We had cleaned out our lockers, thinking we were done. My teammate, Alyssa Schoenberg and I were watching the “puppies” or the “freshmonsters” (the freshman), laugh and toss a ball on the floor. They were just enjoying each other so much—it was so hard to feel like we had to leave that environment that had started way back in England in Ireland for pre-season. As we left the locker room to meet our fate and listen in on that conference call, we held hands, and prayed. I’ll never forget the hugs and screams when we heard our name called. I couldn’t stop crying. We didn’t even stop to hear who we were playing.

I am an English Major, with an Art Minor. There are not words or pictures that I could speak or paint that could convey to you all what has been tattooed on my heart by being a part of all of this. 
Coach told me at a little thing we have called, “Burning of the Boot” (a senior class farewell) that he would never forget a tackle I put in with 30 seconds to go against No.3, Columbus State—our final game. I would put in a thousand more like it if it meant one more minute with the staff and the quality young ladies that I have grown up with these past few years. These coaches were my parents for a short time, these girls, my sisters. I only wish I could have given more.
Thank you for enabling traditions to be made, success to be achieved, for your immense support, and thank you for enduring my speech. With people and experiences for which I am so proud, I couldn’t help but be, “that guy.”

