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To anyone who has ever spent more than 

five minutes with me, it will come as 

no surprise to learn I am an only child. 

It will also be unremarkable to learn that I like 

it that way. I’m a control freak, and I’m bossy, 

and I don’t really play well with others. On the 

other hand, I am also a very, very happy person. 

The “happy” in me is due in large part to the 

two people who, looking back, probably should 

have left me on a doorstep somewhere—my par-

ents. Fancy and Grand Daddy (as they are now 

known) gave me an amazing childhood.

I don’t remember ever being lonely or bored, 

but I do remember having lots of fun. For years, 

the three of us had amazing adventures—some-

times without ever leaving home. We took yearly 

trips to the beach, often with my best friend and 

me singing in the back seat all the way. We did 

the obligatory Walt Disney World jaunts, and we 

visited family everywhere from St. Louis to New 

Orleans. We lived fairly close to Six Flags Over 

Georgia, and regardless of the fact my mother 

had horrible motion sickness and could only 

ride the log flume and the carousel, I lost count 

of how many times they took my friends and me 

there. I distinctly remember one such trip when 

my daddy drove us all there in a van that only 

had front seats. The back was completely emp-

ty, so we all piled up on blankets and quilts—

can you even imagine? Five gold safety stars to 

Grand Daddy for that one! But they were open-

ing a brand new roller coaster called “The Mind-

bender” that day, and we couldn’t miss it.

Out of all the crazy adventures we had, one of 

my all-time favorites came on a rainy day in the 

spring when my mother had terrible cabin fe-

ver and announced she wanted to go for a drive. 

Growing up in rural Alabama, one spends lots of 

recreational time going on drives. It’s just what 

you do. On this particular afternoon, it had been 

raining for days on end, and she couldn’t take the 

togetherness any longer. We loaded up in her car, 

drove out into the country, and soon spotted a dirt 

road we didn’t recognize. We all agreed to take the 

road less traveled and made the turn; what could 

it hurt? Moments later we quickly discovered that 

Fancy had forgotten to make a pit stop at the gas 

station that week, and we were completely out of 

gas in the middle of absolutely nowhere. 

It was still raining to beat the band, and we had 

no choice but to get out and hoof it to find help. 

We walked for hours on the unknown road with-

out seeing a soul— not even a squirrel. Clearly, they 

all had the sense to stay in out of the rain. We start-

ed to wonder if we were walking in circles, but we 

finally reached a paved road. A man and his family 

drove by and picked us up, but they were in a truck 

so we had to ride in the back. At this point we were 
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completely soaked and freezing, and, although we 

were grateful for the ride, I will say— if you’ve nev-

er ridden in the bed of a truck while being pelted 

by rain, I certainly don’t recommend it. 

Soon we came to a house, and the nice man 

walked us to the door. He knew the people who 

lived there and assured them we were legit. 

Thank goodness this was years before The Walk-

ing Dead or they might have believed the zom-

bies had arrived. They let us in to use the phone 

and gave us towels to dry off with. I distinctly 

remember the smell of the gas wall heaters in 

that old house and how wonderful it felt to stand 

next to them. My daddy called some friends, 

gave them directions to come collect us, and be-

fore I knew it, I was home in a hot bath while my 

mother made Russian tea to warm me up. I can’t 

remember how we got mother’s car back home, 

but I do remember we laughed for days and days 

about our adventure into the woods.

Over the last 25 years since I left home, I have 

been very fortunate to have many great adven-

tures. I have walked through vineyards in Napa 

Valley. I have gone snow sledding in Central Park 

with my daughter. I have watched the sun set 

over Montego Bay. But the one adventure that 

tops my list wasn’t planned, and it didn’t cost a 

dime. Just a family of three lost in the woods and 

the rain, having the time of their lives. 
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