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Y O U R

My family owns a second home in 

Santa Rosa Beach, and through the 

years, we’ve come to love it more 

than I can say. I justify it because I firmly believe 

if you live near the beach your children will keep 

coming to visit—and, indeed, that belief is pushing 

us closer and closer to making it our primary nest.

Another big reason we take any chance we get 

to scoot on down to the coast is our friendship 

with a young couple named Megan and Joel.

Several years ago, my husband, whom I af-

fectionately refer to as “Mr.” most of the time, 

walked up from an afternoon on the beach and 

announced he had made a friend—a nice young 

man named Joel, who just so happened to live 

across the street. They had hit it off immediate-

ly, talking about fishing and hunting and Ala-

bama football… and, wouldn’t you know it, Joel 

had grown up 20 miles south of my husband’s 

hometown. Mr. told me he had set up a play date 

with his new little beach buddy and told him to 

bring his wife along. You see, the two were only 

a week out of their wedding, having postponed 

the honeymoon due to Joel’s work schedule. 

However, the happy couple were leaving the very 

next day, and Mr. informed me he had invited 

them over for a drink to wish them bon voyage.

“I’m sorry… what? You’ve invited two newly-

weds to cocktail hour with Maw Maw and Paw 

Paw? Well, I’m sure his new bride will simply be 

thrilled about that.”

The clock struck six, and in they walked. She 

was mad at him for dragging her away from the 

frenzied honeymoon packing, but she hid it well. 

As I expected, she looked like a twenty-some-

thing movie star, but she was so delightful that 

I couldn’t even be mean about it. We soon dis-

covered that Mr. was old enough to be their dad-

dy, and I was old enough to be their babysitter, 

but neither fact deterred us one bit. After our 

daughter met them, she pulled me aside and 

asked, “Why do those young people want to 

hang out with y’all?” I honestly had no clue, but 

at 11:00 that night, we were all four still sitting 

in the den talking and laughing—about every-

thing and nothing at the same time.

Several months later when we announced our 

intention to go to brunch in our wedding clothes 

and serve cake to everyone in the restaurant for 

a wacky 20th anniversary celebration, Megan 

and Joel agreed to dress up and join in with us. 

That’s when I knew this was all meant to be. In 

the years since that first meeting and that crazy 

brunch, the two have become a part of our fami-

ly—and it seems like they always have been.

About a year ago, Megan and Joel added Baby 

Rowan to our group. I call him our “practice 

grandchild,” and I’ve already taught him how 

to pull pots and pans out of the cabinet and 

use wooden spoons to play the drums. Turns 

out little Rowan and our son Jake have the ex-

act same age difference their daddies do, and, 

while it seems crazy to think of a 22 year old be-

ing friends with a baby, I’m pretty sure I know 

what lies ahead years down the road: two more 

boys spending afternoons on the beach talking 

about fishing and hunting and Alabama foot-

ball—and wondering why their parents never 

really grew up. 


