Scary Time
	The family vacation was always the first week of August and the first three days were spent in the clubhouse on a slue which backupped from the Mississippi river. We were excited as we packed up the 1936 Studebaker for the fifty mile trip out of St Louis into the wilds of the Mississippi river backwaters. 
	The year was 1951 and I was well into my 10th year of life and excited about the coming fishing that I loved so much. Everyone found a place in the car for their specialty items, mine being a fishing rod and box with fishing lines, hooks and lures. It was Sunday morning and the sky was a deep blue with no clouds which matched the color of the car. 
Dad was an auto body repair man and came on to this car in a smashed up condition. He put his skills to work reviving the car to Lik-Nu which was the name of his business.  He used several coats of enamel paint which gave it a deep expensive look.   The sun sparkled off the beautiful rear fender begetting a new day. One of the distinctive features of the car was the running board on both sides of the car.  This provided a step up into the car making for easier entrance and exit from the car. 
Mom and Dad, a sister and two brothers loaded their bags of clothes for the three days as we passed by each other from the house to the car. Everyone was bubbling with excitement as the time neared to start the drive. 
For some reason, Dad started the car and let it run in idle while everyone else was still in the house attending to last minute preparations. There I was by myself sitting in the driver`s seat. Being curious, I started shifting the transmission gears around ending in “R.” The emergency brake was off and the car started rolling backwards, slowly, but moving steadily to the street behind. I didn`t know what to do and was scared stiff. Not just because of possible damage to the car and anyone or another car behind but what my father might do to me. 
The car kept rolling out the driveway, onto the street, and across the street, stopping when the rear bumper made contact with the hill on the other side of the street. Dad came out and was horrified to see the car in its new location and came running to the rescue. Fortunately, no person or Dad`s newly redone car was injured and I did not receive a spanking which was another relief. 
	We had a very enjoyable three days at the clubhouse despite an almost rocky start and I learned my lesson about being careful with any future tinkering.  	  

