Fast Forward
Leg 3

Week 8, Day 2

Interview with Rachel

     When I was very young, my mother always would give me a lecture before I left to walk to school each day.  It took me about fifteen minutes to walk up Main Street to the school at the top of the hill.  My mother always reminded me to be good and not to stop to play or to talk with anyone on the way to or from school. 

     I came home for lunch each day.  One day it had rained hard, and a friend and I stopped to float sticks in the gutter on Main Street.  I was late getting home for lunch that day.  After that, my mom never let me forget that I was not to stop and play on the way to or from school.

     Only once do I remember being allowed to spend the night with a friend.  It was her birthday, and I was about ten years old.  My parents reminded me to say “thank you” and not to stay too long the next morning.

     I always had a certain time to be home in the evenings; usually it was before dark in the summer time.

     When I went to college, I was expected to study hard and get all of my homework done on time.

     My parents always needed to know where I was going, who would be in charge, and who would be driving.  My father taught me to drive and let me drive on a few back roads.  I was not allowed to drive by myself until I was much older.  My senior year of high school, I was allowed to drive to the school for play practice as long as an older friend accompanied me home after dark.  I thought some of these rules were rather silly; but now that I hear about some of the freedoms young people have today, I am glad my parents cared enough about me to set these rules in order to keep me from harm. 
