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Counting save the date notes, there are current-

ly 7 weddings noted in my calendar.  SEV-

EN—and more interesting than the number 

of weddings I’ve been invited to are the people who are 

getting married. You see, I’ve reached an age in my life 

where my friends aren’t planning weddings anymore, 

their children are. Their children. How on earth did this 

happen? Am I not still 22 years old? Did I not get mar-

ried only months ago myself? No matter how I may feel 

or what ways my mind tries to trick me, the truth is—I 

AM old enough to have friends whose children are get-

ting married, and it’s terribly fun. Young love, starting a 

life together…..it makes me smile. And I can’t help but 

wonder what all of their stories are. How did they meet? 

How long have they dated? Where did he propose? All 

of those thoughts have taken me back to the year I met 

my husband and my memories couldn’t be more dear. 

My face sometimes starts to glow just from the thought 

of that wonderful summer almost 25 years ago.

I moved to Birmingham to help some family friends 

with their children and also took a job as a lifeguard at 

their club where he just so happened to be a member. 

When he walked up to me on the pool deck one after-

noon and asked if he could sign up to be a Guppy—in 

other words, a member of the 7 and under swim team 

I coached—it was love at first sight.  We were engaged 

by July, and after a quick scan of the Alabama Football 

Schedule, we set the date in November. When I went 

home to announce I was marrying a 29-year-old man 

that I had known barely two months and would not be 

returning for my final semester of college, my mother 

was elated. (To be clear, that is completely sarcastic.)  

Of course, my parents had met him several times, he 

had asked my daddy’s permission to propose, and my 

mother did love him, but….marriage?  That was anoth-

er animal all together.

I was in love and couldn’t have cared any less about 

“The Wedding.” I wanted to get married in the sweet 

little home town church where I was christened, where 

I taught Sunday School (sorry to the parents of those 

children by the way), and where I learned to love the 

Lord. Other than that, I couldn’t have cared less about 

any of it. I would have married him on the steps of City 

Hall if it wouldn’t have killed my mother. 

I think about our wedding day and all the days since, 

and find myself wishing I could share the things I’ve 

learned with all these young couples. I want them to 

know that marriage in real life is not a scene from a 

dreamy Nicholas Sparks novel. Not even close. Oh, 

sure, you’ll have those wonderfully romantic moments 

from time to time, but they are far from a day to day 

occurrence - especially as the years go by.
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The best way to sum up my thoughts on marriage is 

with a quote from one of my favorite old movies: the 

1968 classic Yours, Mine and Ours, starring Lucille 

Ball and Henry Fonda. Mr. Fonda’s character gives a 

wonderful speech about true love. He says,“You want 

to know what love really is? Take a look around you. 

Take a good look at your mother. It’s giving life that 

counts; and until you’re ready for it, the rest of it is 

just a fraud…..Life isn’t a love in. It’s the dishes and 

the orthodontist and the shoe repair man and ground 

round instead of roast beef. And I’ll tell you some-

thing else, it isn’t going to bed with a man that proves 

you’re in love with him; it’s getting up in the morning 

and facing the drab, miserable, wonderful, everyday 

world with him that counts.” Talk about hitting the 

nail on the head. 

I must confess, there are days when the trips to the 

orthodontist and the shoe repairman can start to wear 

on my nerves. Sometimes I would like to burn all of 

the laundry and load my dogs up for a move to a des-

ert island, but when push comes to shove I would do 

every last bit of it all over again. And even though I 

would often times like to hang him up by his toenails, 

I will gladly eat ground round with him any night of 

the week—maybe with a nice Cotes Du Rhone—and I 

wouldn’t change a single thing.




