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			Chapter 1

			BREAKING

			Most women of my “certain age” line their walls or fill their shelves with photos of children and grandchildren—happy, gap-toothed smiles inside glossy frames. For years, my walls were hung with beautiful color photos and magazine spreads of my houses, each one unique, expertly decorated, and having its own given name: Hedgerose, Rose Bay, Maple Cottage, Toad Hall. I thought that the physical space, the walls, the paint, the rugs and windows, the way the chairs faced and how the side tables accented a room, the meals that came out of the kitchen—everything that made a house look great and feel great—were the building blocks of home. I believed all it took was organization, hard work, and planning.

			Now all my plans had come undone. As I stood on the threshold of sixty, my marriage was over, I was disconnected from my sons, I spent too little meaningful time with my grandchildren.

			To the outside world, I was the co-founder of one of the most idyllic spots on earth, Blackberry Farm. It was not a farm in the conventional sense of raising dairy cattle or crops. Rather, my husband, Sandy, and I had started with a dilapidated, 1940 low-ceiling house with eight guest rooms and grew it into a Relais & Châteaux estate and restaurant, a stylish, award-winning destination at the edge of Tennessee’s Great Smoky Mountains. Its iconic views, the shimmering trees and hills, the white-painted rockers perched above a sweeping lawn, were routinely featured in glossy lifestyle and travel magazines. People began referring to it simply as “Blackberry.”

			
			Beyond Blackberry, I was known for my own cooking and entertaining, for being married to Sandy, founder of the Ruby Tuesday restaurant chain, and for my photogenic family and two successful sons. And I never dissuaded anyone, not even my mother, my sisters, or my closest friends, that this was my story until I could no longer paper over and pretend. Until I had no choice but to tell my truth.

			

			—

			I began by giving up what I had clung to the longest: my image of the perfect home. From a multi-bedroom house, I moved to a 324-square-foot farm shed on the edge of Blackberry—a space that not long before had been piled high with broken Christmas decorations that no one could quite commit to the rubbish bin. When I stepped into that single room, I left behind the cushion of things, an oversize closet, kitchen gadgets, a long dining table, and matched sets of comfy chairs. Suddenly unburdened of creature comforts and objects, I had no choice but to meet myself head-on.

			If I wanted a view, I would have to step outside into whatever weather we were having and let my eyes rest on the mountains the Cherokee Indians had named the Great Blue Hills of God. If I wanted a rush of cooling air, I would have to stand and breathe the morning fog rising from the creek or the clumps of heavy dew on the meadow. If I wanted people, I would have to intentionally seek them. If I wanted a project, the only available thing to be worked on was me, perhaps the hardest renovation of all.

			
			But I could not begin to build a future until I found a new foundation on which to rebuild my life. It began with a prayer:

			
				Heavenly Father,

				Grant me courage,

				Grant me wisdom

				To learn from the past

				And not be crippled by it.

				So that like Joseph, I may be a

				Blessing to my earthly family

				And the world at large.

				In Jesus’ name,

				Amen.

			

			Starting with those words, I did something I had never done before: I told the truth to myself. I realized I had helped to create a place of flawless beauty, accolades, and daily perfection, Blackberry Farm, while living a life that was flawed. Now, I could finally see the scars. What I learned was that my real story was not the one I had expected. It’s a story about success, yes, but also about tragedy and heartache. Ultimately, it is a story of deciding to consciously choose joy and live through pain, with a deep and abiding faith in God.

			When I started on this journey, I did not know all the ways in which life could be hard and yet still be beautiful. I did not know that seeking forgiveness and finding God’s fierce love would change so many things. I was still learning that home is not a physical place, but the space you make inside your heart. Only when I let go of perfectionism and learned to sit with devastation, and from there slowly breathe in meaning, did I discover that what I had built was not a picture-perfect life, but a real and beautiful one, stronger for the breaking.

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 2

			BEGINNINGS

			I had two truths growing up: that I lived in the most beautifully decorated house in Knoxville, and that most mornings I could not wait to race out our front door.

			The house was beautiful because of my mother. She selected the antique Heriz rugs that lay heavy on our floors. She hung rich crewel-embroidered drapery to accent our windows and chose the crushed burnt orange velvet upholstery that covered our sofa in the den. Rather than the painted porcelain figurines and colored glass so popular in Knoxville homes, she arranged blue and white Chinese ginger jars and Japanese Imari vases on our shelves and tabletops. In the 1950s, when everyone else was buying matched furniture store sets, Jane Bailey started collecting antiques, intricate secretaries and tall mahogany highboys. Those highboys were the furniture equivalent of Mom, so pretty to look at with their willowy lines, slender legs, and graceful motion. But it was my father, David Bailey, the ex–University of Tennessee linebacker and youngest football player to take the field during the 1945 Rose Bowl, whose outsized presence ruled our home.

			
			My older sister, Keith, and I cannot clearly recall the basic details of our father’s face from our childhood. I can picture his broad shoulders and balding head, his thick hands, the cut of his suits, his fedora hats, and his big legs, but when I try to envision his face, my mind draws a blank. Probably because when he spoke to us, my sister and I were always looking down.

			Almost before we could walk, we learned to tiptoe around his fearsome temper. We told him exactly what he wanted to hear. If my mother wanted to do anything substantive, she did not dare ask; instead, she waited until my father was out of town.

			David Bailey came by his meanness honestly. His own father, Lucien, was formidable. In downtown Knoxville, people would rather cross the street than walk next to him. At the Cherokee Country Club, he took pride in “whooping” his opponents on the golf course and making everyone from the caddies to the pros cringe. His end came on that golf course at the thirteenth hole. A few boys were shooting squirrels in the surrounding woods. One errant bullet spun through the trees and exited onto the fairway, following a near perfect trajectory to reach Lucien’s brain.

			Before he was shot, Lucien lived a big life, and behind that big life was big debt. At age twenty-six, my father assumed control of his father’s investment firm and began working to pay off his many obligations. I’m not sure which man was angrier deep down, but I know my father was a better businessman. He ran a successful brokerage, started a water company, and in 1961 got into liquor distribution. One of his partners was my grandmother, my mother’s mother, Hazel Kreis Oliver, where I got my name. We called her Mammy. In old photos, she looks pretty, but by the time I knew her, she was short and stout. Her face was permanently weathered and ruddy from running the family farm. Mammy never complained; she just tightened her lips into a thin line and kept going.

			
			Mammy was about the only person David Bailey couldn’t bully, though he tried. Among my most vivid childhood memories is the night Keith and I heard yelling and snuck out on the balcony that overlooked our den. We lay down, making ourselves small and flat, and watched Dad shout at Mammy. I have no memory of what the argument was about. Instead, what I see is the scene: Dad pulling himself up to his full six feet, two inches and bellowing at tiny Mammy, who silently held her ground.

			I had seen my father yell at other people: the waitresses at Howard Johnson’s when our food took too long, a cab driver in New York, when he grew so enraged as the man drove off that he kicked at the bright yellow door. But this was Mammy, who left her front door unlocked so I could bike over after school and make warm, buttered toast in her cool tile kitchen or swim in her bright Italian mosaic pool. Mammy, who let Keith and me charge to her account at Long’s Drug Store so we could buy comic books, a cheeseburger, French fries, and a Coke, sit at the counter, eat, and read.

			In that moment on the balcony, as my father’s voice thundered below, I was truly terrified. I resolved to do whatever it took not to make him mad again.

			

			—

			The Bailey household was surprisingly short on formal rules and traditions, because neither my mother nor my father wanted to be bothered with creating or enforcing them. But we did have a rule that everyone must be seated at the table for breakfast and dinner, and at dinner, children had to eat their green vegetable. This was, however, the 1950s and ’60s, when the freshest assortment of green vegetables was usually found in the supermarket’s canned foods aisle. Week after week, my mother fixed Le Sueur canned peas. I would dutifully eat them or scrape them into my hand and hide them in my pocket when my parents weren’t looking, the principle being that by the time the dishes were ready to be cleared, the peas had disappeared from my plate. But Keith refused. She wouldn’t eat her peas, and she wouldn’t put them in her pocket or the other desperate measure: smush them against the underside of the table. The continued presence of Keith’s peas was unacceptable to our father. Night after night, he made her stay in her chair until she ate them. Only when our neighbor Jane told us to spread ketchup on everything did the pea standoff end.

			
			Keith and I grew up as polar opposites, starting with the way we looked. She was dark-haired and sturdy, while I was blond and spectacularly average. I wasn’t pretty, but I wasn’t ugly. I had a crooked smile, but I wasn’t self-conscious enough to be bothered by having to wear braces for nearly ten years to remake my jawline. I molded myself into the peaceful, passive daughter, thinking that being pleasant and nice would protect me from anything. For years, I liked to say that my motto was

			
				 

				“The answer is yes. What’s the question?”

				 

			
			Keith had it harder. In sixth grade, her teacher, Mrs. Dowell, set up a scale in the hall outside of her classroom. Every student had to have his or her weight measured, and then their names and weights were posted outside their classroom doors, in a peculiar kind of early 1960s hazing and shaming. At five-six and 117 pounds, Keith was pronounced the heaviest in the school. She wasn’t remotely heavy for her height and athleticism—she was a champion equestrian—but that didn’t matter. The other kids nicknamed her Fatty.

			
			We lived differently, fought differently, and when we weren’t fighting, we usually avoided each other. We had the two upstairs rooms: hers was pink and smaller, mine was blue and larger. She had a double bed, I had two single beds, and we shared a Jack and Jill bathroom, which was the source of most of our fights, particularly who got to use the bathroom first. Keith was taller and stronger than me, so she could always win in a physical contest. I retaliated by being the sister who could win the verbal battle, stinging her with a hurtful word, a skill I honed by watching my father. After I spoke, I would, as Mom put it, “run like hell away.” I knew Keith couldn’t catch me.

			About the only thing we were united on was our decidedly mixed view of a new sibling. When I was ten and Keith was twelve, our parents told us they had a surprise for us and asked us to guess what it was going to be. We spent an entire day debating. I was absolutely certain we were going to get a swimming pool. Keith was absolutely certain it was going to be a horse. Neither of us was prepared for the answer to be “a new baby.”

			Otherwise, our worlds rarely overlapped. When as sixty-something women we compared our high school memories, Keith paused and said, “I think you were a cheerleader,” and she only remembered that because she once saw a photo of me in my uniform on Dad’s desk. That obliviousness cut both ways. I recall going to only one of Keith’s horse shows, although she competed in hundreds of them.

			
			Despite my father’s iron fist, Keith and I, and later our baby sister, Kim, whom we both came to love, grew up in a household dominated by women. My mother likes to say that she was an only child because of the Great Depression, but perhaps she was an only child because Mammy married so badly. Pappy was a mason when they met, but he stopped working after the banks failed. What he did instead was drink. Where my other grandfather was a functioning alcoholic who drank heavy each night and then got up, put on a three-piece suit, and went into the office, Pappy was what we called “a drunk-drunk.” He went on benders, disappearing for days or weeks at a time, and leaving Mammy to run the dairy farm and hatchery alone. Before there was the phrase “working single mother” Mammy essentially was one. Hazel and Jane’s regular mother-daughter outings were trips to Knoxville’s Market Square, where they sold turkeys and chickens out of a booth.

			As a child, I ate nearly every Sunday dinner at Mammy and Pappy’s, but often Pappy’s seat was empty. When he was gone, no one said a word. We just made the same small talk and passed the rolls, green beans, sweet potatoes, and pork roast. I never considered the DNA of flawed attachments that passed from Mammy to our mom and down to Keith and me.

			My mother, Jane Bailey, was not like other mothers. Other mothers sported bouffant hairdos and wore wraparound skirts, while my mother’s hair was styled in a sleek, short bob and she dressed her slender five-foot-eight frame in sharkskin pleated skirts and perfectly tailored chemises. She began her day not with a cup of coffee but with a bottle of Coca-Cola and a cigarette, from which she blew graceful, elongated smoke trails. Her age was always twenty-nine. When the Knoxville News Sentinel wrote her up in a feature story headlined “She Lives Fashion and Looks It,” Mom admitted to owning at least sixteen pairs of “home pants,” favoring toreadors and pedal pushers. The article began, “Jane Bailey (Mrs. David T.) is one of the few women who can wear knitted shorts and look like a dream walking away.” The second sentence rattled off her “model” measurements of 35-24-34.

			
			So much of Keith’s and my childhood is captured in that yellowed newspaper clipping with a photograph of our elegant mother in a long, thin sheath and Keith and me in our matching little-girl sheath dresses, trying to hold ourselves in the same graceful poses. Neither of us succeeded, but I was smaller and more petite, and the instant the camera’s shutter snapped, my mother’s gaze was focused entirely on me and away from Keith, who looks helplessly at her back. Keith hated her peas and loved buttery rolls, and my mother would drive her to an endocrinologist in Atlanta to try to speed up her metabolism and lower her weight. I envied their trips—I thought they were exotic and fun. Keith dreaded them. And neither of us told the other.

			Mom had been a New York runway model before she married. After her freshman year at the University of Tennessee, she convinced Mammy to let her move to Manhattan to attend art school, but she never enrolled. Instead, she took a taxi straight to the garment district. It was just after World War II, and the major modeling agencies were sandwiched next to each other on the same block. Mom was hired by the second agency she visited, not because she had a particular talent, but because she was the exact same size and measurements as its lead model, a woman named Adele. Clothes could be pinned and sewn to mom’s frame, as if she were a mannequin, before Adele showed them off.

			
			But Mom was determined to become a model. She watched and absorbed how they walked and their poses until she could move with the same grace and confidence, and the fashion houses’ latest creations were being fitted for her to display. Then on a visit home to Tennessee, David Bailey took Mom on a date. He proposed soon after, and Mom left New York to be “a good Southern wife.”

			It never quite took. In all of Knoxville, the person Mom loved most was her hairdresser, Kristopher Kendrick. She called him “Brother,” and they shared everything. Kristopher was married with five children, but beneath the facade, he was gay. My mother became his friend and business partner, first in a hair salon, where I remember the cold porcelain sink jutting uncomfortably into my little three-year-old neck when I had my hair washed, and later in a ladies’ dress shop that they named Benjamin Jones. Even though he has been gone for years, she still refers to him, and not our father, as her “soulmate.”

			In our family universe, I was Mom’s mini-me. I loved watching her eat tiny cream cheese and olive sandwiches while I ate miniature cinnamon toast. I happily tagged along when she went to the beauty salon, the clothing store, or the White Store, our local grocery chain, where I would observe every detail about the food displays or the other shoppers. She would let me prattle on for hours about what I had seen, while I wondered why she hadn’t noticed things that seemed so vivid to me. When she left the house to model for Rich’s Department Store or Sunday features in the newspaper, I would cry, “Please don’t go to work,” but she simply sailed off in her convertible, a chartreuse Impala with a white leather interior and matching top.

			
			Over time, watching my mother, I absorbed her independence and can-do attitude. Once I found a large snake slithering on our basement steps, I screamed and froze. Mom came, glanced at the reptile, calmly got an ax, and severed its head with a single blow. When I was about four, she took Keith and me to the Tennessee Valley Authority Fair. Somehow I got separated in the thick crowd amid the rides and animals. Rather than stand still and cry, I walked straight up to a man and asked if I could ride on his shoulders to look for my mom. By the time I was six or seven, I was free to roam the neighborhood alone on my bike. I did not recognize it then, but I was cementing my life around having an easy exit strategy, a way out of any physical space or situation.

			At home, we did not linger around the dinner table or sit together to watch television. We came together and then scattered. We lived parallel but disconnected lives. I became a fixture at the home of our next-door neighbors, the Townsends. I loved that their house was so predictable, unlike my own. Each afternoon, at 4:45, the four Townsend children took their baths, supervised by the housekeeper, and put on their footie pajamas. They ate dinner at 5:30 every night in the kitchen. Each weeknight had a set dinner; my favorite was Tuesday’s boiled chicken and applesauce. Sometimes in the summers, we’d play outside after supper, the Townsends running around in their pajamas. They had a slide, which is where I fell and broke my front tooth. I ran and told my mother, and she said, “Let me see.” I smiled, and she started crying. I kept repeating, “No, it doesn’t hurt, Mommy. You don’t have to cry.” But of course, she wasn’t crying about the pain; it was about my wrecked smile.

			When I wasn’t at the Townsends, I would visit Mr. and Mrs. Schubert, who lived on the other side of our house. Tall and thin, Mrs. Schubert looked like a Disney witch, with pale, nearly translucent skin, heavy black hair, and the two largest nostrils I had ever seen. We were Presbyterians, but the Schuberts were Baptists, and Mrs. Schubert kept a dry home. We would sit in her kitchen, chatting, and watch the red mercury in the glass barometer rise on sunny days or fall before a storm. Mr. Schubert was stocky and spent most of his time with his vast model train collection. Each night, like clockwork, I’d see him from my bedroom window walking around his backyard. I’d ask my mother what Mr. Schubert was doing outside, even in the winter, and my mother would reply, “Checking his garden,” although his “garden” was nothing more than a piece of patchy lawn. No matter how often I asked, the answer was always the same. It was years before I knew that he went outside because he kept his liquor bottles buried in the ground.

			
			That’s how almost everything Southern goes. You don’t say anything. Nobody’s an alcoholic. Nobody’s abusive. Nobody’s having affairs, nobody’s gay. Nobody’s sad, or sick, or deaf. If you fry your chicken right, butter your beans, and put just enough sugar in the sweet tea, everything is good. If your hard, brittle Zoysia grass looks too brown in the winter, like Mrs. Long’s on the corner of Kenesaw and Keowee Street, then you just pay your lawn man to spray-paint your front yard a bright spring green.

			I was guilty of it, too. I believed that “Yes” was the one, reliable answer that would make everything fine.

			But sometimes it is the question that matters most of all.

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 3

			SANDY

			Sandy Beall wasn’t introduced to me; I introduced myself to him. It turned out to be my first big interview, and I didn’t even know that I was being considered for a position.

			While he was in college at the University of Tennessee, Sandy had opened a restaurant named Ruby Tuesday. Now, three years later, Ruby Tuesday had three locations and was about to launch its fourth in Gatlinburg, Tennessee; it was officially a chain. My friend Pat was desperate to go to the opening, not because she wanted anything on the menu, but because she wanted to date the restaurant’s new assistant manager. “Well, let’s go,” I said. She looked slightly horrified and said, “We can’t. We’re not invited.” I just smiled and said, “That’s no problem. They’re not going to kick us out. It’s okay.” I was convincing enough that she got in the car and we drove the hour and twenty minutes to Gatlinburg.

			

			—

			
			I wasn’t worried because while on paper Knoxville is a city, it operates as a small town. I knew Sandy Beall the way that many Southerners know their mom’s best friend’s cousin’s nephew. For years, I had seen the Beall family at church on Christmas and Easter, and his mom and my father’s sister had been childhood friends. To my twenty-two-year-old mind, that was enough of a connection to just walk in.

			There were no fireworks when we shook hands. We said hi, and Sandy invited us to his house for another party after the opening. I went to help Pat in her quest for a date. Sandy never showed up. We left and I didn’t give Sandy Beall another thought.

			At the time, I was taking an evening typing class. I had graduated from Tulane University with an art history degree, which qualified me to do absolutely nothing except work at a museum like the Metropolitan in New York, and I couldn’t have gotten a job there if I’d tried. Instead, I enrolled in paralegal school in Atlanta. In 1974 in the South, being a paralegal was a new profession. I went to school for three months and came home to Knoxville as a paralegal who did not know how to type.

			My parents were friends with Senator Howard Baker and his wife, Joy, and that, along with my college degree and new paralegal skills, helped me land an internship in Senator Baker’s Washington office. But the internship didn’t start until the summer, and I had six months in Knoxville to fill. I went to see an administrator at the University of Tennessee’s legal aid society and told him I wanted to volunteer as a paralegal. His response was “What’s that?” I gave him my best definition of the job that also happened to fit me: “A paralegal is an assistant who cannot type.” He made me a criminal paralegal, working with some of the most vulnerable people in Knoxville, and I had visions of Perry Mason, helping the unjustly accused go free.

			
			So in the spring of 1975, I was volunteering, waiting for my Senate internship and my move to Washington, D.C., and taking a typing class. What few rules there were, I mostly followed, but I had no overarching plans for “what would come next.”

			I was working on a Monday morning when my phone rang. It was Sandy Beall. He had tracked me down through a friend, gotten my number, and was calling to ask me out. As luck would have it, my car was in the shop and I needed a ride home. A date seemed particularly convenient, so I asked Sandy to pick me up after typing class. He rolled up in his silver Jaguar with two cut-crystal highball glasses filled with icy gin and tonic waiting on the dashboard. I was a girl who didn’t really drink or go on dates with boys in fancy cars. It was as if I had stepped into a scene straight from a Hollywood romance. In my ugly brown corduroy skirt, I felt special and sophisticated and more than a little smitten. Sandy felt it, too. After that, we saw each other nearly every night. I was enveloped by Sandy Beall.

			Sandy wasn’t handsome in the traditional sense. He was short and had the beginnings of a belly, with a soft face, blond hair, and a terrible-looking scraggly beard. But he was confident with an enthusiasm for life that practically radiated off of him. Our relationship wasn’t a “sweep me off my feet” type of attraction. I was never terrified that my world would implode if I did not have him. Rather, I saw a man who was self-assured, directed, and didn’t depend on me to fulfill some emotional void. And I thought that perhaps I would never meet anyone quite like this again.

			I fell in love with Sandy’s energy and his ability to answer a question without the slightest hesitation. Sandy Beall has probably never uttered the words “I don’t know” when it comes to making a decision. He never left any doubt that he knew what he was talking about; no one had time to consider the possibility he might be wrong or improvising. He was that fast. With Sandy, I felt like I was standing on a precipice, but the plunge would be exhilarating; we could jump off at any time, parachutes deployed, and glide our way to the next grand adventure.

			
			I proposed to him two weeks after we met, which was hardly romantic and highly impulsive. It was a matter of logistics. Since we had started dating, I had fallen asleep at his house nearly every night. We would wake up in each other’s arms, and soon thereafter, my panic would set in. I had to get home before my father knew I was gone—I was still terrified of him. So I looked at Sandy one night and said, “Listen, if we are going to continue with this routine, we should probably just go ahead and get married.” He answered, “Okay.” We took another two weeks to consider the proposition and determine that it was in fact a good idea. Four weeks from introductions to engagement. But no one ever said, “What are you thinking?” Least of all us.

			Our marriage, I would come to understand, was built like those old, double-sided partners’ desks, with two separate sides, separate drawers, and a clear division of decisions and labor. It was a highly successful pairing of two independent human beings.

			Sandy offered to get me an engagement ring, but I said no. Instead, I told him that whenever we could afford it, I wanted a pool so I could swim. During college, I had grown to love the repetitive, mind-clearing motion of swimming laps, and I imagined walking out to my own backyard in the mornings and diving in. Sandy, being Sandy, didn’t flinch, he simply said okay.

			
			We got married four months after we met, scheduled in between Ruby Tuesday restaurant openings. Sandy was planning and opening new locations so quickly that I hardly saw him. A friend offered to throw us a Great Gatsby engagement party, complete with period costumes and old cars, I went to a men’s shop, M.S. McClellan’s, and bought Sandy a white linen suit, a pink shirt, and flat cap made of white linen, so that he’d look like Jay Gatsby. I charged it to his account and didn’t think anything of it. I didn’t even consider whether he had enough in the bank to pay the bill. If he didn’t, Sandy never said a word.

			Our wedding day was flawless and completely over the top because I let my mother plan the entire thing. Keith had already gotten married, but there had been no wedding. She and her boyfriend, Jack, had eloped in neighboring Maryville. I was in college at the time and didn’t even know my sister was married until I came home. My wedding was my mother’s chance to put on a beautiful show. I remember her saying, “What do you want to do for your wedding?” My answer was “Whatever you want. I want you to do it.” She said something like “Come on,” in her slightly husky, smoke tinged voice, and I replied, “No really, everything you do, I’ll like. All I want is to pick out my dress. That’s it.” And that’s all I did. She did everything else.

			It was the one time my father was generous and happy to oblige; it no doubt helped that I was marrying so respectably. Sandy not only gave off the aura of success, but also came from a well-regarded Knoxville family. One of his friends made wedding T-shirts that read “The Great Merger.” Sandy’s father, Sam, was a top engineer at the U.S. government’s Oak Ridge nuclear facility; he had worked on building the components of the atomic bomb that U.S. forces dropped on Japan to end World War II. Sandy’s mother, Mary Anne, took care of their five children, played tennis, and was a prized member of the Junior League and Sequoyah Presbyterian, the church down the hill from my home. Almost every Sunday, the seven Bealls would march into church and take their seats in their preferred pew.

			
			Now Sandy and I would be getting married in that church, where I used to color and doodle my way through Sunday school. When we went for our premarital consultation, Sandy’s only request to the Reverend was that the actual service be as short as possible. He was very happy when at the rehearsal he discovered it had been whittled down to seventeen minutes, barely enough time to pledge the most basic vows. It was even more remarkable considering that we had twenty attendants to get up and down the aisle. All I remember was rounding a corner inside the church before the ceremony and seeing Sandy standing there, smiling, dressed in his elegant tails and clasping his bare hands. He had forgotten to bring his formal white rental gloves, while all his attendants had their gloves on.

			Our reception was held at the Cherokee Country Club, and walking in, I felt completely in awe. My first thought was Who are all these people? Four parents had invited nearly eight hundred people. The receiving line took forever. Because I had abdicated the planning, I was as surprised as anyone to see how magically the club had been transformed. There were beautiful linens on every table, some of which belonged to my grandmother. Big columns ran along either side of the ballroom, and my mother had designed it so that swags of greenery were draped from end to end below the vaulted ceiling. Suspended at the center was a three-foot-tall classic antique brass birdcage, similar to the one that had been displayed at my mother’s wedding. Inside were two lovebirds, waiting to be presented to the bride and groom. Their job was to look pretty and coo happily while people passed and admired both their union and their charming house.

			
			After an evening of eating, dancing, and making small talk with hundreds of friends and near strangers, Sandy and I, newlyweds, hopped in his shiny silver BMW and headed to the Grove Park Inn in Asheville, North Carolina. Within seconds of getting in the car, Sandy wadded up his rented tuxedo and threw it in the back seat, and I remember us laughing as we pulled out of the circular drive. It may not have been the head-over-heels kind of love, but we were young and I was excited by the idea of being bound and promised each to the other and exhilarated by the possibilities stretching before us.

			But as we drove away from our family and friends, and it was only the two of us, I had another nagging thought that began to work its way up through the layers of giddy excitement. Well, you’ve really gotten yourself in it now, Kreis. There’s no getting out of this one. Even at twenty-two, I had always had an escape plan, to the next-door neighbors’, to my blue bedroom, to the pool at the country club, to college in New Orleans. This time, there was no exit strategy as Sandy and I cruised through the mountains at seventy miles per hour, toward what the minister had told us was supposed to be forever.

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 4

			AND BABY MAKES THREE

			I’d never met anyone willing to spend as much on a meal as Sandy Beall. We started our honeymoon in Hilton Head, South Carolina, at Sandy’s parents’ house on Deer Island. It was a cute treehouse-style home on stilts to protect it from the tides. Our first night, Sandy found the finest restaurant in the area. It was a French place, La Maisonette, with a German chef named Boris, and the food was outstanding. I don’t remember the exact meal but it was something like beef filet, oysters Rockefeller, Belgian endive and radicchio salad, scalloped potatoes, and an elegant molten chocolate cake, on a preset menu. What I remember more clearly was the cost. The bill came to more than a hundred dollars, which was a lot of money in 1975. I told Sandy it was delicious, but not something we could possibly do again. Sandy didn’t say anything, but the next night, we got in the car and he drove us straight back to the restaurant where we had the exact same meal and spent even much more money on wine and extras. Our repeat appearance also made us friends with Boris and his wife. After the restaurant closed, we went to their house, opened another bottle of wine, and talked about restaurants. This might seem unusual for a honeymoon, but it was typical for Sandy Beall.

			
			Sandy was no different the day after we got married than he had been the day before. There was no expectation that I would take care of him. He did not ask me to cook dinner, do the dishes, or go to the grocery store. If I wanted to, I did; if I didn’t, it was no problem. We were like two friends who had signed a contract to live together, but when it came to meeting our own needs, he didn’t ask me and I didn’t ask him.

			Sandy already owned a cute house, an original log cabin on Glenmary Road in Knoxville with a tiny contemporary addition. It had one bedroom, one bathroom, dining and living rooms, and a kitchen, but it was clearly a bachelor’s house, with some ugly furniture and a very funky smell. Unfortunately for the house and for me, it was fully carpeted, even in the bathroom. The smell could be fixed by ripping out the carpet, but the furniture was more of a challenge. Mixed in with a brass bed and some pretty secondhand antiques were several major eyesores, particularly the sofa in a style that the 1970s called “early American,” with a hard, upright wingback and a tufted skirt around the base. The skirt concealed a pair of rockers, and the whole thing was upholstered in a fabric decorated with red birds. At one point, when it was being moved in a pickup truck, a cushion had blown off. Sandy’s mother had a new cushion made, but the only way to do it was by cutting a big piece of fabric off the back, patching the bare spot, and pushing the sofa against a wall. My mother came over and took one look at the Glenmary living room and said, “We are going shopping.”

			More than creating our shared home, however, work defined our early married life. Sandy has an endless capacity for work. As a child, Sandy was already entrepreneurial, selling baby chicks at Easter. When he became an expert tennis player as a teenager, he would bring his practice partners and his friends to his room and try to sell them his tennis clothes or whatever else was in his dresser drawers.

			
			By college, classes were a distant second to his entrepreneurial drive. He had a tennis scholarship to East Tennessee State, but was “burned out” on sports. His dad was a nuclear engineer but there were five children to put through school, so a scholarship was important. It was during the Vietnam War, and Sandy joined the Air National Guard at the University of Tennessee. He transferred to UT and prepared for training, until he broke his toe. The Guard reassigned Sandy to office duty and he started working at a Pizza Hut. He quickly became the manager and then the area director, all while he was still in college. For years, I gave him a hard time, saying that he probably never went to class, just to the pizza ovens and his director’s desk.

			The owner of the Pizza Hut franchisee territory in Knoxville really liked Sandy, and he was also dying of cancer. Before he passed away, he gave Sandy some stock and told him, “Sandy, the American dream is to have your own business, and you need to go into business for yourself.” Sandy took that to heart. He sold the Pizza Hut stock, found some partners, and opened his first Ruby Tuesday in 1972. Concept restaurants were big in the 1970s. Sandy modeled Ruby Tuesday after PJ Clarke’s, a legendary pub-style restaurant on the Upper East Side of Manhattan, decorated with Tiffany lamps and leather barstools. He wanted each restaurant to have an old-time feel, so he rented a truck, drove to New York’s antique district, and stuffed it full of things to hang in the restaurant. When he got back, he hammered the nails and hung the décor on the walls himself.

			
			The concept worked. By the time we were married, there were two Ruby Tuesdays in Knoxville, one in Chattanooga, one in Gatlinburg, and a fifth in Nashville. For years, he picked out things for his restaurants, until the number of locations got so big that he had to have people help him. When he opened a Ruby Tuesday in Memphis, he asked my mother to oversee the design.

			I did not aspire to be a millionaire like Sandy did, but I was starting to think about my own career path. I had missed my internship with Howard Baker by getting married, although it certainly wasn’t as if Howard Baker was waiting for me to come work for him. In 1975, the menu of professions for women was limited, primarily nurse, teacher, or lawyer. I thought law school would be the best fit. All fall, while Sandy continued to expand Ruby Tuesday, I worked as a paralegal, and we enjoyed being newlyweds. We went out to dinner, traveled on weekends, and had fun. Then sometime in January, I started throwing up.

			After days of not feeling well, I called my gynecologist. At first he prescribed some antinausea pills, but after five days, those hadn’t worked, so he told me to come but said there was no way I could be pregnant because I was on birth control. But, the pregnancy test came back positive. I represented the half percent failure-rate statistic. I sat in his office stunned. It wasn’t that I didn’t like children, or I didn’t want children, but I had never even thought about them. A baby at twenty-three was not part of my admittedly vague life plans. My doctor told me to take it easy, and I thought petulantly, No, I’m going to do whatever I want. If I want to take up jogging, I will. I even wondered if I should consider an abortion, but I immediately realized there was no way I could do that. Not ever.

			I didn’t know what I was going to do with this baby, but like everything else
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