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In 1984, while engaged in disaster drills with 412th Medi-
cal Detachment, the medivac helicopter that Brian and 
Cheryl were riding in experienced a mid-air collision with 
another helicopter and fell 75 feet to the ground below. 
Cheryl was seriously injured. Although she would resume 
a normal life, the wounds sustained in that terrible accident 
would re-emerge years later.

In 1991, Brian and Cheryl welcomed the child they had 
so long hoped for, a little girl that they named Jessica. But 
by the next year, the marriage had ended in divorce. Cheryl 
looked for a babysitter to take care of her daughter during 
her shifts at a Louisville hospital and found college student 
Rachel Wright. 

The Wright family were Corvette people. They lived out-
side Louisville in a home that sits far from the main road. 
Each day, Rachel would put Jessica in one of the family 
Vettes and drive the long gravel path down to the mailbox.

“They had no idea the impression this was making on 
Jessica,” says Cheryl. “How many two year-old girls ask 

for a Corvette for their birthday?”

Cheryl wrapped a little metal Corvette to 
give to Jessica at her birthday party. 

“Later I noticed she wasn’t playing with 
it and asked why,” Cheryl remembers. “She 
told me, ‘Mom, we can’t ride in it!’ It took me 
aback. Here I had a three year-old asking for a 
drive-able vehicle.”

Not many adults would have taken such a 
request seriously, but Cheryl did.

“I had always driven a fairly sporty car, 
and I could have had a Corvette when I was 
younger, but [at that time] girls just did not 
drive Corvettes. When Jessica said she wanted 
one, that struck a chord deep within me,” said 
Cheryl. “So, after her third birthday I intro-
duced her to chores to save money for that 
Corvette.”

this is  the story of a little girl who wished very hard and very   long for a 
Corvette, and finally saw her wish come true. Unlike the fairy tales she heard as 
a baby, however, there was no fairy godmother to grant her wish. What she did 
have was a very determined mom —   and a pile of aluminum cans. 
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CHERyL RoWLAND kNEW exactly what 
she wanted, and it wasn’t to settle down in the 
tiny farming community where she had been 
raised. Nor would she join the stream of grad-
uates from her Western kentucky high school 
looking for work in the nearby factories. For 
as long as she could remember, Cheryl had 
wanted to be a nurse — preferably an army 
nurse, thereby following in the footsteps of her 
father and uncle who fought in World War II. 
She enlisted in the 807th Army Reserves while 
still in college and, upon completing her train-
ing as a licensed practical nurse, she became 
a first sergeant and senior flight medic. In her 
unit was another medic named Brian Ginn. 
The two were married in 1979 and made plans 
to start a family. 

It seemed that Cheryl was on her way to 
achieving her dreams when adversity struck. 

trading aluminum 
for fiberglass

Still, Cheryl wanted her daughter to learn the lesson 
of earning and saving her own money for something she 
wanted.

“The only way I could think of for a three year-old to 
earn money,” Cheryl said, “was to recycle aluminum cans. I 
made it her responsibility to take the cans from the kitchen 
to the recycle bag in the garage. I showed her how to step 
on the cans to flatten them, because she was too small to do 
it by hand.”

Soon Cheryl and Jessica became regular visitors to the 
Portland Recycling Center in Louisville. Office Manager 
Crystal Collins asked the child what she was saving for as 
she counted out the bills into Jessica’s tiny hand.

“She told me she was saving for a Corvette,” recalls Col-
lins. “I thought, okay. kids have all kinds of crazy things in 
mind.”

Cheryl took Jessica to visit the newly-opened National 
Corvette Museum at the age of four. Jessica picked out a 

For more than ten years Jessica 
and Cheryl (above) took their 
cans to Portland Recycling, 
owned by Stacy Seibert (far 
right). Though she could barely 
reach the counter, Jessica signed 
her own receipts (below right) 
as soon as she was able. Says 
office manager Crystal Collins 
(right), “We’ve had people save 
for a vacation, for their kids — 
but only one Corvette!”
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t-shirt at the gift shop that proclaimed her intent to drive 
a Corvette when she grew up. She toured the Corvette 
Assembly Plant a year later.   CONTINUED NEXT PAGE             
Mother and daughter put together a Corvette model kit, col-
lected diecasts, and made a game of identifying Corvettes 
on the road. And they recycled cans.

“That was my daily chore,” says Jessica. “Sometimes it 
would get annoying.”

“Sometimes I would say, ‘Jessica, you need to take the 
cans out.’ When she [didn’t listen] I’d say, ‘Fine. I’ll take 
the cans, I get the money, I get the Corvette.’ Then she’d 
come,” Cheryl said.

When Jessica was eight, Cheryl required more surgery as 
a result of the helicopter accident. Her health deteriorated.

“In the spring of 2004, when Jessica was 13, I … realized 
I was going to have to learn to live with disabilities,” says 
Cheryl. “I thought, here we have worked all these years 
for her to have this Corvette. What if I get really down and 
can’t even sit in it? I’m just going to have to bite the bullet 
and buy this Corvette.”

Despite straitened finances due to her many health 
problems, Cheryl started shopping online. She struck up 
a friendship with Dan DaPonte at Bachman Chevrolet in 
Louisville. After searching for eight months, Dan found a 
2001 Magnetic Red Coupe in the Ginn’s price range. on 

December 13, 2004, Cheryl called Jessica to 
say she would be coming home a little late. 
Jessica knew something was up and was wait-
ing for her mom when she pulled into the 
driveway. As Cheryl got out of the gleaming 
red Vette, Jessica had just one question: “Is 
that ours?”

There can be no doubt that the car is theirs. 
Cheryl paid the lion’s share, but one quarter 
of the purchase price came from Jessica’s own 
money saved scrupulously for ten years: birth-
day money, “grades” money, and cans. Thou-
sands of recycled cans.

And while most everyone the Ginns know 
thought it was unrealistic to encourage a three 
year-old to save for a Corvette, there are no 
doubters now. Stacy Seibert, owner of the 
Portland Recycling Center, smiles when she 
thinks of that three year-old, the “Corvette 
girl” as they called her.

“At first it was, Oh, ain’t she sweet? But 
then they kept coming. As the years went by I 
thought, Dang, she’s gonna get a car!”

An excited Cheryl called the recycling center 
the day they bought the car, remembers Stacy.

“She brought it down to show [us], and we 
were all clapping. It was very touching.”

Cheryl knows that her daughter got much 
more than a car out of the experience.

“I wanted her to earn the money,” says Cher-
yl. “I wanted her to learn about a market econ-
omy, [how] to handle money, how to save.”

member for life
There was no question in 
Cheryl’s mind that Jessica 
must become a member of the 
National Corvette Museum. After 
all, Jessica had grown up with 
the Museum (see photos from 
1994, left, 1998, below). The 
same month the Corvette was 
paid off, Cheryl purchased a Life-
time Membership in both their 
names so that “Jessica would 
never have to worry about having 
a membership.” 


