With This Ring I Thee Wed
 

I’m one of those fortunate individuals who married his childhood sweetheart. It’s a rather romantic tale, too. One I’m sure the folks down at the Harlequin Romance factory are dying to get a hold of.    
 

Our romance started the first time I laid eyes on Laurie. She was fresh from the North, a vision of young Yankee womanhood, sitting smack in the middle of the lunchroom at East Gaston High School.  She did to my heart what Sherman did to Atlanta.
 

It was love at first sight, too. For me anyway. The fact Laurie didn't care for me at all didn’t bother me in the least.  
 

You see Laurie had this strange notion I was a nerd. It could have been the polyester pants or my Ronald Reagan hairdo that turned her off. I don’t know.  She didn’t even like my car, which was a volunteer fireman's dream. It was a custom 72 Ford Maverick complete with a souped up engine and covered from one end to the other with red lights and radio antennae's. 
 

It only took me seven years to finally wear her down.  We ended up in college together and ultimately became best friends. It was only after I graduated and went into police work that I won her over. My polyester uniform finally did the trick.  I proposed to her the day after I caught her reading a brides magazine. 
 

The 1-year engagement that followed was rather long but it had a practical side. Laurie's daddy told us we could get married just as soon we wanted to, but there was a catch. I would assume all her liabilities once we married which included paying for her last year in college.
 

Love is one thing. Reality is another.
 

When our wedding day finally did arrive it was not without incident. My best man informed me he was going to play a "good 'un on me."  I never in all my life would have believed just how "good" a one it was going to be if I hadn’t been there and seen it for myself. And I wish I hadn’t been.  
 

The service began and proceeded without incident, until IT happened. All of a sudden, out of the clear blue, my buddy did something so bad, so utterly terrible, that neither my wife nor the editor of this fine family newspaper will let me say what he did.
 

All I have been allowed to say is that what happened at our wedding is still talked about to this day, on both sides of the family, and then only in hushed tones.  It raised the ire of that preacher to the extent he took that fool into his office and gave him his very own personal dose of fire and brimstone.
 

After all that, we roared off into the night to our honeymoon, which we were soon to find was ripe with its own set of adventures. Audie Murphy actually starred in a movie based on our honeymoon. It was called To Hell and Back. 
 

We had very little money, so we had planned a beach trip. Trouble was, the only beach we could afford was the one at Lake Lure. In December. 
 

We stayed there in an old bed minus the breakfast. We couldn’t afford the breakfast. The place was a meandering, spooky old inn that had the charm and smell of your grandmother's attic.
 

A fellow named Bates ran the place and he gave us a corner room on the second floor. It was a large drafty room that had two big windows on each side that overlooked a community porch. The fact that neither window had curtains set the mood for the rest of our trip.
 

If it tells you anything, the place burned down not long after we left.
 

I am the only man I know of who came home early from his honeymoon and was happy about it.  I still owe Jerry Adams for getting me out of it. He was then the assistant principal at North Belmont Elementary and he sent word he wanted to interview Laurie for a schoolteacher’s job. Bless his heart, I have never been so happy to hear from anybody in my life.
 

There is a happy ending to this love story. Just like in an old Randolph Scott picture, I got the girl. 
 

And even better than that, all these years, I still have her. And as aggravating as she is, I am still just as in love with her now as I was the first day I laid eyes her. 

