
ANOTHER ADVENTURE EXPERIENCED 

Yoo-Hoo!!  I’m locked in! Someone let me out PLEEZE!  Yoo-Hoo! 

While waiting at the Richmond airport to board my flight, I got up to visit the 

lady’s room.  My daughter, Sara, suggested that I wait until I boarded the plane. 

Since I was the first to enter the plane and my seat was close to the rear of the 

plane, I hurried to the lavatory.  Exiting the “potty” is usually a simple act of sliding 

the small barrel bolt that locks the door.  But NO!!! It wouldn’t budge!!   My plea 

began -- “Yoohoo—I’m locked in!  Someone please let me out!!”   After a few 

scary minutes, I could hear voices.   At last I heard a voice saying “someone is 

coming.”  

There was a big “bang” on the door in the vicinity of the lock and it released.  Yaa-

hoo!!   We landed at Lake Charles, LA, airport where my dear friends, the Millers, 

met me. Off we went to their lovely home/farm. It sits among several other 

homes—like the Kennedy Compound.  So I call this the “Miller Compound”. 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

The next morning, the “boys” (now 50 & 53) came for breakfast.  As they were   

leaving, I asked “Chris, do you still have the pond behind your house and do you 

still have a pet alligator?”  His reply—“yes, but we have 3 alligators now!!! The 

boys play with them!!!!!!! “  

Later that day we visited Laccasine where a new Rum Distillery had been built.  In 



the astoundingly beautiful building, tours are given daily.  The pipes and valves are 

twined around 4 huge vats.  Each vat has 4,000 gallons of rum in it.  The “gift 

shop” is loaded with goodies to buy! 

 

On the grounds near this New Orleans style building stands an old farm house 

built in 1903.   This was the home where my husband and I lived for 25 years.  The 

staff calls the house the “Findley/Miller House”.  Chris Miller and his wife, Gena, 

had bought the farm and house after we decided to move “into town”.  “Town” is 

Iowa, Louisiana—population about 2500!  How did the house get here???  The 

Millers lived in the house until it was cut in half and moved to this location to be 

used as a Visitor’s Center. When the staff found out that we were the “Findley and 

Millers” they were so excited and treated us like royalty. When it was time to pack 

my bag to come home I had to leave my little travel pillow—after all, the space 

was needed for my 750 ml bottle of rum! 

 

My friends took me to the airport in Lake Charles where I boarded a flight to 

Houston. Departure time from Houston to Richmond was supposed to be 2 pm.  It 

didn’t happen.  My waiting time was extended to 7 hours.  The passengers were 

never told that our plane and many others had been grounded since 8 am due to 

a “computer glitch”.  The bar set up in the waiting area was becoming more and 

more tempting.  I managed to resist the temptation.  Dinner was a few peanut 

butter and cheese crackers and 2 pecan pralines!! 

The news of the computer glitch had been on National T.V. but was not showing 

on the TVs in the crowded noisy airport.  After mingling with the other passengers 

until about 8:30 pm, it was announced that a crew was being called in and our 

flight would lift off by 9:00 pm.  Richmond, our destination, looked good even at 

1AM.   I fell into my bed at about 2:45AM.   

 

 

—-   Margie Findley  —- 


