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                             Place Memoir:   Florida Vacation with My Kids

    . . .  I don’t have the money or time to go on a trip this summer, but its o.k.

I chuckle and smile often when I remember a trip I took with my two kids to 
Jacksonville, Florida. I was thirty-something and recently divorced from their dad. 
School was out!   It was summer! They were teenagers and eager to go on one our annual 
“Budget” road trips. 



     . . .
Off we went to Florida for a week in my red Sunbird. . .which I later gave to my 
son when he got his driver’s license. . .which he loved. . .which he used in his senior 
pictures.  We stopped to gas up several times, but there was this gas station in Kentucky, 
and I had to pee.  I was in this dingy bathroom. I went pee.  As I flushed, my keys 
dropped off the back of the wriggly old commode. Round and round they swished and 
quickly began to spiral downward toward the abyss at the bottom of the bowl.  In 
desperation and automatically, like you blink your eyes, I reached down into the yellow 
water and retrieved my car keys.  I thought, oh Lord, how disgusting, but I had to do it. 
I washed the keys. I washed my hands.  I carefully dried each key and the tiny keyring 
teacher eraser my kids had bought for me last Mother’s Day. 

    My daughter sighed, because she loved seeing the palm trees as we entered Florida. 
     We made no hotel reservations. Once in Jacksonville, we found ourselves a budget 
motel.  It was small, with black bars over the windows.  The exterior was bright hot pink 
stucco.  Parts of the letters were missing from a half’lit sign out front, and the vacancy/no 
vacancy sign was broken.  It was a lot like the Hotel Coral Essex in the Nerds movie
.  It 
was in-between two name-brand hotels, so the kids didn’t care.  They used the amenities 
of the neighboring hotels, like the bowling alley inside the next door pricy one. It didn’t 
matter where you slept. The beach was for everyone. Greg played volleyball. Kris went 
boy-hunting.

     My son, Greg, christened the two double-bed room we had, in the same way he 
always does, by romping back and forth, jumping from one bed to the other, looking like 
a tall chicken leg Egyptian. He has done this in every hotel/motel room we have ever 
stayed in since they were little.  Did I mention he was 15? He always has his baseball cap 
on. Too   Kris, his sister, Chants up to him, Geek! Geek!  
      We ate fast food the whole week. . .budget.  “Let’s go south of the border tonight 
mom,” says Kris.  So, we go to Taco Bell, which she loves.  It was crowded.  As the kids 
and I stood in a long line of people that made a circle around the soft drinks bar, we 
noticed one customer becoming agitated.  Slender looking and young, a little Jamaican 

looking,  he was a Don Johnson wanna-be, straight out of Miami Vice.  He suddenly 
began uttering under his breath and clearing his throat.  He finally blurted out toward the 
counter, “Am I f-ing invisible?(ecept he didn’t say f-ing
)”.  He exclaimed, “I’m going 
home get my piece, be back here and see if you f-ing a-holes can speed up behind that 
counter!”   He then threw the door open, ran out, and disappeared walking down the 
sidewalk.  We quickly got our tacos and drinks and got the hell our of Tijuana asap. 
   

     The kids wanted to call their friends back in Michigan every night. There was no 
phone in our room. They used the aged relic pay phone, located at the end of the parking 
lot, where the sand began.  They talked for as long as 50 cents would allow. 
     The week went fast. On the way back, we stopped at Mamaw and Papaw’s house, in 
the smoky mountains of Virginia
, where the houses are gray from coal dust, and stayed 
overnight. Early the next morning, Mamaw fed us a breakfast of biscuits and gravy, eggs, 
bacon and sausage, then we head home to Michigan. “Bye Sissy and Grieeg,” says my 
Dad as we back out of the driveway. Be careful Donna.
     Ohio. It was hot. We made a gas and pee stop. Greg pumped the gas. Greg’s dad had 
given him some money for us to use toward gas. He had said earlier he would pay next 
fill- up. Kris and I went pee. Greg drained his lizard, too. We left the gas station.  Two 
hours up the road, I asked Greg if he got a receipt when he paid for the gas. He said, No, 
mom, I thought you paid.”  I had thought he paid. Oh, crap. I checked the rear-view 
mirror for cops.  I felt awful, but I was not going to drive two hours back to pay. I asked 
God for forgiveness for our oversight that afternoon. 

      The kids are grown now, are married and have their own kids, they take on vacations.  
Greg still jumps on the beds, with his son.  My daughter-in law told me.  He still has the 
post-card of the motel on the refrigerator. He tells his kids about that fun trip he had with 
Kris and Grandma (me).  Kris still says he’s a geek. He has over 100 baseball caps. Kris 
laughs about how she had to use her finger to dial around the numbers on the payphone. 
She talks about the palm trees and loving the ocean breeze.

     All in all, that vacation was well worth, getting my keys out of the pee.
Donna:  The humor shines through here, as does the love.  Life was in uproar for you then, and the vacation indicates uproar of a more fun variety for you to focus on.  I’ll never forget the pee keys!  Thanks for bringing such laughter to us.  -Mike
�I’ve gone on a few of those, myself!


�Beware overuse of ellipses


�This is just so yucky, but so funny too.   Gotta love good bathroom humor!


�I can totally picture it.  A fun reference for those of us who know and love the Nerds movies.


�So funny!


�You can delete this part.  It’s clear enough without this explanation.


�Ha!  Funny phrasing.


�Love the Smokies.


�Ha!  Classic.





