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There was once a friend I had who was incredible. 

Remarkable.	Exciting.	Too	splendid	for	any	adjective	
in	the	English	language.

She	is	still	my	friend.	But	she	no	longer	fits	any	
description above. What she is now is what most of 

us	are	–	ordinary.	Normal.	And,	too	often,	downright	
ho-hum.

But once? Once, she was an adventuress who lived 

out	experiences	–	often	exotic	and	tantalizing	–	then	
returned to her native South to 

recite the story in the most beau-

tiful	language.	Spellbound,	I	and	
other friends listened to her tales 

and I, for one, tried to tattoo into 

my	brain	some	of	the	gorgeous	
phrases	that	dripped	alluringly	
from	her	tongue.

A	female	Hemingway	is	what	
she was. On a moment’s notice, 

she dashed off to Africa to see 

giraffes	and	elephants	wandering,	
unrestrained. Once, she spent an 

entire summer in Paris, pretend-

ing	she	belonged	not	to	the	South	
but	to	the	poets	and	writers	who	littered	the	Left	Bank.

“Would you like to have dinner on Wednesday?” I 

asked once on the phone.

“No, no,” she replied absentmindedly as I heard her 

flipping	through	her	mail.	“I’m	leaving	Tuesday	for	
Brazil. A quail hunt.”

As my rare fortune would have it, I had recently 

read	an	article	about	hunting	being	illegal	in	Brazil.
“If	you’re	goin’	huntin’	in	Brazil,	I	hope	you’ve	

found	a	good	attorney	to	rescue	you	from	dreary	pris-

on life,” I replied.

At	that	moment,	I	knew,	she	stopped	looking	at	her	
mail.	“Why,	on	earth,	would	you	say	such	a	thing?”

“Brazil	doesn’t	allow	hunting.	I’ll	send	you	the	news	
story.”

Unfazed,	she	shrugged	it	off.	“Then,	we’ll	hop	over	
to	Venezuela	or	visit	a	rain	forest.”	She	yawned	slight-
ly.	“Though	that	wouldn’t	be	tremendous	fun	because	
I’ve already seen a rain forest.”

She was sophisticated in a way that, admittedly, I 

admired. She read books that were slim volumes of 

poetry and used intellectual parlance. Once, she had 

come	to	spend	the	weekend	with	me,	having	no	grand-

er	place	to	visit	–	though	she	did	admit	that	seeing	a	
place called Blood Mountain where, once, two tribes 

had	warred	against	each	other	to	the	point	that	blood	
coursed down the mountain and trickled across the 

Appalachian	Trail,	was	as	almost	as	fetching	as	the	
Denali	had	been	–	and	this	I	will	remember	always:	I	
went	to	bed	after	midnight	but	she	stayed	up	to	read	
Dante.

Around	four	in	the	morning,	I	slipped	out	of	bed	for	
a	glass	of	water	and	from	the	darkened	kitchen,	I	could	
see	her	on	the	sofa,	still	reading	by	a	soft-lighted	lamp,	
completely absorbed.

Delight	is	what	she	almost	always	brought	to	me	be-

cause	her	stories	were	engaging	and	the	freedom	of	her	
life – provided by a trust fund that was mostly funded 

by	Coca-Cola	stock	purchased	in	the	1930s	–	was	
awe-inspiring.	In	those	days,	the	most	I	could	hope	for	
was	a	week’s	stay	in	Daytona	Beach	or,	using	frequent	
flier	miles	and	money	scrimped	together	for	years,	a	
week in Ireland.

Then, it happened. The day I learned that I would no 

longer	live	vicariously	through	her	carefree	journeys,	
my heart broke. It was the end of a happy era.

While	in	Washington,	DC,	where	she	was	visiting	
a friend who was an Ambassador or someone of an 

equally	grand	title,	she	met	a	charming	man	and,	in	her	
typically impulsive way, eloped within days.

Quickly, his charm evaporated and several years 

later,	after	five	shots	of	Scotch	–	the	only	woman	I’ve	
ever known to drink hard liquor — she admitted what 

a	grievous	folly	it	had	been.
Her	flowery	language	had	wilted	and	her	carefree	

ways – children can be a damper on free-spirited folks 

– had melted away like ice cream in the Monte Carlo 

summer.

I’m	not	sure	who	regrets	it	more	–	she	or	I.
Ronda Rich is the best-selling author of St. Simons 

Island: A Stella Bankwell Mystery. Visit www.rond-

arich.com to sign up for her free weekly newsletter.

Recently,	I	called	Archie	Manning	with	a	routine	
request which led to an informal conversation 

which	often	takes	place	a	few	times	during	the	
year.

There is a lot of humor when we talk. There is 

no	profanity,	no	mean-spirited	gossip.	The	down-
home	mores	he	learned	as	a	boy	in	Drew,	Missis-

sippi are still there. Archie has always been and 

will	always	be	the	consummate	gentleman.	We	
both suffer from neuropathy, but we don’t lapse 

into “woe-is-me” lamentations.

We talk about family and mutual friends. A mod-

est man, it was his birthday but 

he made no mention of that. I 

needed Internet help to find out. 

I	asked	how	his	grandson	Arch	
is	doing	at	Texas.	“Arch	is	fine,”	
he	replied.	If	things	were	not	
well in Austin, the family would 

not	carp	about	it.	For	all	the	glo-

ry	that	has	come	to	the	Manning	
household over the years, they 

are	not	into	pointing	fingers,	
pouting,	and	finding	fault.

Like	father,	like	son	has	be-

come a family tradition. Each 

generation	has	traditionally	become	a	chip	off	the	
old block.

If you remember when sons Peyton and Eli were 

at Tennessee and Ole Miss, they did not opt out 

following	their	junior	seasons	for	the	National	
Football	League.	Conversely,	Arch	didn’t	run	to	
the	portal	when	Quinn	Ewers,	last	year’s	Long-

horn	starter,	announced	he	would	be	returning	to	
Texas for his senior year.

You	likely	know	about	the	Manning	Passing	
Academy, which is held each summer at Nicholls 

State	in	Thibodaux,	La.	Archie	and	his	sons—
Cooper,	Peyton,	and	Eli—run	the	camp	for	high	
school	and	college	quarterbacks.	The	Mannings	
have	invited	Georgia’s	Carson	Beck,	and	he	will	
join	them	as	a	counselor	this	summer.

Who else will be there? Quinn Ewers and Arch 

Manning.	That	shouldn’t	surprise	anybody	and	
should	tell	you	something	about	the	attitude	with-

in	the	Manning	family.
Archie is the Chairman of the National Football 

Foundation	and	has	been	since	2007.	The	only	

other	person	I	can	think	of	who	has	had	a	longer	
“titled”	run	with	a	sports	organization	would	be	
Bobby Jones who is President in Perpetuity of the 

Augusta	National	Golf	Club.	Archie	has	tried,	on	
several	occasions,	to	resign	as	President,	but	the	
NFF	won’t	let	him	go.

With	the	changes	that	have	come	to	college	
athletics, ole timers lament the selfishness and 

greed	that	has	come	about.	That	is	when	it	makes	
everybody	appreciate	the	legend	of	Archie	Man-

ning.
Ole	Miss	fans	will	never	forget	the	glory	days	of	

the	Johnny	Vaught	era.	That	was	when	the	Rebels	
were known as a powerhouse in the Southeast-

ern	Conference.	Everything	on	campus	revolved	
around	the	football	program	as	Ole	Miss	was	an	
annual contender for the SEC championship.

In	the	fall,	the	Ole	Miss	coaches	managed	to	
shoot	doves	early	in	the	morning	before	study-

ing	game	film.	They	quail	hunted	in	the	winter	
months,	and	when	spring	practice	was	over,	they	
played	golf	until	football	drills	began	again	in	
August.

Ole	Miss	football	coaches	had	the	greatest	
routine	ever	in	the	league.	They	worked	hard	and	
dominated	the	state	in	recruiting.	Vaught	was	
highly	regarded	in	his	era	when	he	would	take	
strong	and	compact	fullbacks	and	make	guards	out	
of them. I remember when coaches talked about 

the athleticism of the Ole Miss players.

The Rebels, as they were known then, always 

had	a	quarterback	with	head	turning	ability.	They	
also	had	backs	who	could	make	the	tough	yard	but	
could	go	the	distance	with	the	exceptional	speed	
with which they were imbued.

What	they	talked	about	with	deep	and	abiding	
respect was that the Ole Miss linemen wore low-

cut shoes. When your team has linemen who can 

run wind sprints with the backs, you know you 

have rare talent.

With what has come about in football today, Ole 

Miss	has	a	much	greater	challenge	to	be	as	rele-

vant as the Rebels once were. That is why they all 

love and revere this one-time quarterback.

Archie	Manning	reminds	them	of	the	Vaught	era.	
Ole	timers	will	never	let	go	of	that.

Loran Smith is a UGA commentator and colum-

nist for Mainstreet Newspapers.
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If you’ve ever read one of Walter Isaacson’s books, 

specifically	his	biographies,	you	know	why	he	could	
be	considered	the	greatest	biographer	alive	today.

He’s	written	about	Einstein,	Da	Vinci,	Steve	Jobs,	
and now, Elon Musk.

In	a	book	whose	95	chapters	cover	nearly	700	
pages	(there	are	no	‘short’	Isaacson	books),	the	for-
mer	editor	of	Time	Magazine	and	President	of	CNN	
reveals the complexity of Musk, who many believe is 

responsible	for	bringing	electric	
vehicles and reusable rocket 

ships to America.

Isaacson, who said on MSNBC 

that Musk is a person who will 

both	“enrage	and	engage	you,”	
wrote	a	fascinating	account	of	a	
complex man who started PayP-

al, Tesla, SpaceX, Starlink, Ope-

nAI	(which	he	co-founded	with	
Sam	Altman)	and,	most	recently	
purchased	Twitter	(now	known	
as X, which is also the first name 

of	Musk’s	young	son).
When you read Isaacson’s 

remarkably	honest	book	(he	“followed	Musk	around	
for	about	2	½	years”),	you	end	up	thinking	Musk	
is somewhere in between an Einstein-like intellect 

blended	with	a	Trump-like	temperament	(i.e.	not	
always	bad,	but	always	‘on’).

Musk,	whose	net	worth	is	estimated	at	nearly	$200	
billion,	is	one	of	America’s	great	innovators.

Isaacson’s	book	begins	with	a	detailed	look	at	
Musk’s	difficult	childhood,	growing	up	in	South	Af-
rica with a verbally abusive father—a father he and 

his	brother	Kimball	now	no	longer	speak	to.
There	are	stories	of	the	bullying	the	young	Elon	

Musk took at the private school he attended includ-

ing	once	being	beaten	by	older	boys	so	badly	that	he	
was	still	having	reconstructive	nasal	surgery	“de-

cades later”. His father, who must have been some-

thing	like	Conway’s	‘Great	Santini’,	had	berated	him	
at	home	after	one	of	those	beatings.

His	parents	divorced	when	Musk	was	eight,	as	the	
overbearing	father	became	abusive	to	Elon’s	mother.

According	to	Isaacson,	Musk’s	childhood	laid	the	
foundation for his mercurial personality today—a 

personality	that	Musk	says	is	related	to	his	having	
Asperger’s,	which	can	greatly	affect	a	person’s	so-

cialization skills.

You	will	see	throughout	this	book	the	two	fac-

es of Elon Musk—one that thrives on chaos with 

angry	outbursts	(Isaacson	called	it	his	‘demon’	side)	
and	another	side	that	shows	a	genius-like	focus	in	
his work, a commitment to detail that enabled him 

to	range	from	successfully	designing	rockets	and	
human-like	robots	to	providing	satellite	technology	
assistance to the Ukrainian military in its defense 

against	Russia.
You	will	learn	about	Musk’s	relationships	(both	

good	and	bad)	with	other	high-powered	CEOs,	

including	Oracle’s	Larry	Ellison	and	Amazon’s	Jeff	
Bezos,	and	one	particularly	unusual	meeting	with	
Microsoft’s Bill Gates.

Gates had wanted Musk to put some of his con-

siderable wealth into charitable causes, but the 

relationship turned sour when Musk found out Gates 

was	‘shorting’	his	Tesla	stock,	which	meant	Gates	
was	betting	that	the	Tesla	stock	would	underperform	
and	go	down	in	value.	Gates	was	wrong,	as	Tesla’s	
stock	soared,	leaving	Gates	with	a	$1.5	billion	loss,	
according	to	Isaacson.

Isaacson writes that Musk was furious—and could 

not	understand	how	Gates	would	be	asking	for	
Musk’s	help	if	he	was	betting	against	Musk’s	com-

pany. Musk said he was convinced that “[Gates] is 

categorically	insane	(and	an	asshole	to	the	core).”
In return, Isaacson writes that Gates was perplexed 

at Musk’s reaction but still respected his achieve-

ments,	saying	“…you	can	feel	whatever	you	want	
about Elon’s behavior, but there is no one in our time 

who has done more to push the bounds of science 

and innovation than he has.”

Musk is the father of 11 children with three dif-

ferent women. His first child died in infancy. That 

memorable	passage	of	the	book	showed	a	grief	that	
nearly overcame him.

The book examines how his failure to achieve a 

work-life	balance	was	also	a	major	contributor	to	his	
success	as	one	of	the	country’s	great	innovators.	He	
would often sleep in the Tesla and SpaceX facto-

ries,	go	down	the	assembly	line	at	both	companies	
and	ask	detailed	questions	to	the	engineers	that	they	
could often not answer.

Still, writes Isaacson, Musk’s net worth is around 

$200	billion,	much	of	it	coming	from	the	meteoric	
rise	in	Tesla	stock.	Isaacson	continued,	“…in	Octo-

ber	2021,	Tesla	became	the	sixth	company	in	U.S.	
history worth more than $ 1 trillion. Its market value 

was	greater	than	its	five	biggest	rivals—Toyota,	
Volkswagen,	Daimler,	Ford,	and	GM—combined.”

This	is	one	of	those	rare	biographies	you	could	
not	put	down,	not	unlike	Isaacson’s	2011	biography	
of	Apple’s	Steve	Jobs	(Isaacson	compares	the	two	
leaders and their hands-on driven, nearly dictatorial 

management	style).	After	buying	Twitter,	one	of	their	
executives told Musk that it would take “six to nine 

months”	to	move	a	server	facility.	Musk	replied.	“…
you have ninety days to do it. If you can’t make that 

work,	your	resignation	is	accepted.”
Musk’s	unpredictable	personality	makes	for	a	great	

story—reading	almost,	at	times,	like	fiction—and	
you	will	ask,	“Did	he	really	say	this	or	really	do	
that”?).

The answer to those questions, as you will read, is 

always yes.

David R. Altman has been nominated as Georgia 

Author of the Year for his second poetry chapbook, 

Cold Remembered. He lives with his wife, Lisa, in 

Hoschton and can be reached at altmandavidr@

gmail.com.
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