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The Luckiest Boy on the Planet

into the eighth grade
when my parents

transferred my brother and
me from Myttle Schoolto
the old schoolin Dallas. My
fatherhad acceptedacallto
pastor Community Baptist
ChurchontheDallas-
Stanley Road. This was
the seventh school Thad
attended inless than eight
years, sol was accustomed
tomeeting new people and
blending into new envi-
ronments. I'was initially
assigned toMrs, Smith’s
class, but whenmy grades
caught up I was transferred
to Mrs. Hoffinan’s room.

‘When Ijoined my new
classmates, they were at
morning recess onthe
playground across from
the school. I quickly found
some boys withwhomThad
played baseball and foot -
ball. Aswestood talking,
Inoticed a very pretty girl
standing on the girl's side of
thered clayfield. Shewas
tall with brown hair and
wearing anavy blue dress
that buttoned up the front.
My heartleapt in my chest.

I was just three weeks

She was the prettiest girl
had ever seen.

Since we were seated in
alphabetical order, Mrs.
Hoffman assigned me to
a desk right behind that
pretty girl. Her name was
Carla McGinnis. Icould
barely breathe asIplaced
my books beneathmy desk
and sat behind her. It was
clear, however, that the
attraction wasn’t mutual. I
wasnearly six feet tall and
weighed just 130 pounds.
Ihad thickeyebrows and
afacethat hadn’t caught
uptoitsnoseand ears. My
curly darkhair was well -
oiled with Vaseline hair
tonic and swept back at the
sides in the fashion of the
day. Carla smiled politely,
but Icould see she was just
being nice.
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Two years and forty
pounds later, a little less
hair tonic and alot of per-
sistence convinced herto
goon adouble date with her
cousin, his giflfriend and
me. T kissed her on the lips
in the backofa1954 Ford.
Holy cow! Woweekaloosa!
Thatwas it! Myworld
changed forever.

Weboth lived inthe
country, separated by the
entire length of Kiser Dairy
Road. On Saturdayeve-
nings, I walked two miles
down the narrow, winding
blacktop frommy house
tohers. Wesat on the side
porchin a swing, talking
about everything imagin-
able, holding hands and
snuggling when we were
sure her parents weren't
paying attention. Her
mother usually called herin
around 10 ¢o’clock. ITwalked

back down that old country
road singing Flvis and Dean
Martin songs to the cows
and afew stray dogs (this
was before the Beatles).I
was the happiest and lucki-
est boy on the planet.

We married at 19. Iwas
asoldier onmy way tothe
Armiy’s Officer Candidate
School at Fort Sill. She
joinedmein Oklahomaa
few months later. The rest
is a blur. We had two chil-
dren, a girl and aboy; ayear
of separation whenIwas
nVietnam, college, and
graduate school at Chapel
Hill; one job after another;
abusiness webuiltand
managed together; months
when we paid everybody
but ourselves; hard times,
good Himes, struggles,
prosperity, sickness and
health; and four amazing
grandchildren.

Shewas diagnosed with
breast cancer when she
was 40. Iremember telling
our 15-year-old son that
hisbeloved mother was
scheduled for surgery and
probably chemotherapy.
He went to her with tearsin

his eyes and in his clumsy,
teenage way showed her he
loved herand that his heart
was broken.

Shenursed me through
my bout with cancer, hold-
ing myhand and giving me
areasonto fight through the
darkness. She has donethe
same for so many others,
speaking quietly to friends
and strangerson the tele-
phone, encouraging them,
writing cards, driving them
to their therapies, cooking
mealsfor their families.

She istherockof our family
and still just as beautiful as
she was ontheplayground
when we were 13 years old.

On Dec. 18, wecelebrated
our 50th wedding anni-
versary. Ilove her more
now thanThaveeverloved
her. She is the best person1
know, and I am a better man
because of her. Ithank God
everyday that she loves me.
I'm still the happiest and
luckiest boy onthe planet.

—Michael “Mick™ K.
MaMahanis a busi-
nessman, author and
motivational speaker.
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