m\\..x%bx ¢ &mf\:,,m : Ep?ﬁm\a\

Graddpa opened the brown carved door and let o«m:&;w Hsmwnm.
i w :

The dormant ceiling fans came alive as a r:mn om :Hsnmu m@upsm “air

hit thewm. They walked across the well worn :mnascoa floor nsmn

creaked under their :mwm:n. »ith his arm on the dished and rounded

o !

counter, his tingers toying with the fifty-cent piece, Grandpa mmpas

»I'd like to get a temple recommend please."

uNot a recommend, a marriage license Clint," Jenny whispered,

‘

nudging him in the ribs sras amu.mpcoz. Grandpa mwzm%m was a bit
‘ .

shy around new people, new mcanorsausum» ‘and new anmm. mzn this
w 4 ,

H

marriage situation was almost aoo %pou. T

WExcuse me matam. I mean I need m ?Mwwmea Hmesmmu=
urandpa btried again. |

The smiling clerk replied, =L=m Epssrm vwmmmm. Let mne Hwnn
the right papers. ?su here we are now. H.rw smmn your names.
Yours first. young sm=.= -

uGlinton Nevar Wakefield." : il

"ind your birthday?"

nuugust (8, 1896.n v

"How yours, young ladye"

"Jenny "V'" wells."

Is your father the mail carrler?" asked the clerk, awﬁwrusn
a strand of wayward grey hair from her eyes.

¥Yes," answered Jenny. "He runs cut of Victor."

"I thought so. what is your birth date?®




..zocmacm%a 1896.n

"Thank you. Now if you'll just wait while 1 fill out the rest
of this information, you can be on your way. 1 can see you are anx-
ious to go."™

"¥os,” spoke up Clinton. ™ie need to meet the train in frice
today." He had been looking at Jenny.

“lhere, that will be fifty cents please. You two go on now

and best of luck." ohe watched them go, a nostalgic smile on her

face.

They met the mail coach at the post olfice, found a seat and
sat down to wait for Nr. Kills, the mail driver. Clinton carefully
folded the crisp yellow permit and placed it in his purse. Yester-
day, getting married had seemed so far away. iiow this new form with
oth names written side by side pushed reality nearer.

At last, Mr. }Mills filled up the back seats with the mail.

A few otner people had boarded to ride to Huhtington or on to rfrice
like Jenny and Clinton. ifr. Mills drove east along mh#nmuddy isne
then turned north onto the main road. The mail coach plowed through
the puddles formed in last night's rain. Clinton and Jenny had
hurried to catch the mail coach early that morning, and now they
needed to yo back home and complete unfinished packing. A4is they
neared Huntington, “linton leaned over his seat and asked :r. }iills
if ae could weit while they got their baggase.

»Clinton, 1'll wait all 1 can," kr. Mills told him. HI've
got to have the mail in Price ror the 3:10 train, and 1 can't be

late. 1 can't wait too long." Clinton and Jenny stepped out as



soon as the small old vus came Lo a nalt., Hand in hand they ran down
the soggy lan, catching and helping one another as they slipped now
and then. "You get your bag, Jenny," gasped Clinton, "and then my
bag. 1'11 find my clothes and get the rest of the money from lother."

They were soon back on the road walking quickly, but breathless
from all that frantic hurry, they were soon forced to go more slowly.
Mother Wakefield had also taken some time as she gave them some last
minute admonitions. “Now Clint, you take good care of Jenny and buy her
a nice ring when you get there.* Clinton smiled as he curled his
fingers around the money in his pocket. 1t was more money than he
had seen at one time in his life =nd the seunsation was pleasing and
a little scary.

YHave you forgotten anything? Do you have your clothes? 1Is
your monsy in a safe vwmomw Uive me a hug and kiss and hurry. I
wish I could come Clint, but you know 1 can't,. Hum:z%. remember
what they say and tell me all about it when you get back."

Maybe they wouldn't even make it to Salt Lake.

Jenny looked anxioudly up and down the road and cried, "Clint,
he's gone. Mr. Mills has gonel" |

“Jenny, he said he had to hurry, but he said he'd try. I
wish he would have waited.®

®Now what?" asked Jenny, frantically as tears gprmad intheher
eyes.

BCheer up now Jenny. Let's go on up town zud see if anyone
else is going to Price. lMaybe we can catch a ride.”

Clinton wanted to put his arm around Jenny but his hands vere

-



loaded down with luggage and he couldn't. lie smiled down at her as

she hlinked away the tears. They wandcred toward town, downcast but
{
G earys

8411l hopeful. Elacing their bags ou the porch of Gesy’s ilercantile,
they stood togetner looking, waiting. Clinton»stepped inside the

..nH T\__ur\w 3 o
s “to_PFice

Gra
swingirg old door to ask ﬁwhw if he knew of ¢

il .n\wmx*

right—ieio Clinton," bellowed wadye "liave you come to town just now
for some sweets? I jusi got a new box in today. Would you like to
try them?™

"No," said Clinton. "Jenny and I were supposed to ride to
Frice with Mr. Mills today but he left us. Lo you know of anyone
going to Price right away?"

"Wihat are you going to Price for?% asked mwmmmu,

"Jenuny and I are supposed o get married tomorrow but we won't
if ve can't catch the 3:10 train at Frice."

“i'mm, that doesn't give you much time does it. 1 don'ti know..."®

Suddenly {rom the porch Jenny called excltedly to Clinton.
®Clinton, there's Dad. He's just dropzing off the mail."

"Dadl® she cried anc¢ waved frantically to call ndn over.

"Jenny, why aren't you on your way to Price?" inquired Dad
Wells, Wkhat are you doing here?"

"Oh, we were supposed to ride with IMr. liills but he had to
hurry and he lel't us. WNow we don't know what we're golng to do."

there's Clinton?" asked Dad Wells. Jenny pointed just as
Clinton encrged from vary's.,

“"Hi Clint," Dad called. "Jenny just told me what happened.
Did you find anyone going to frice?"

ar <
“No," answered Clinton. _._mmau doesn't know of anypody."



wjell let me see. If I quickly plck up the mail here for vic-
tor, I can take you and drop it off at victor on the way back. I
don't think the folks will mind getting their mail late today for a
wedding. Come on Clinton, throw those bags in here and let's goe
We don't have time to stand around and jaw about it. 1 just hope we
make it. The roads are quite wet in the draws, and we might get
stucke But let{s try it. I think we'll be all right.

(uickly Clinton and Jenny stacked their bags in the ilodel T,
leaving room for the mail. After a quick stop at the post office,
they were off. lt was wet and more soggy Ly the river, but Dad
Wells was a skillful driver, and they managed.

Jenny asked, "Dad, how did you get that mail so quickly?

Usually gou have to wait a half an aour.®

Her dad laughed. "1 just told them to hurry bec:use I was
takkn m! daughter to Price to catch tne 3:10 train, and if we were
late because they took too much time, they'd catch sometihing besides

the mail. They threw on the mail sacks faster than l've ever seen

wLook out Dadl It's muddy here," yelled Jenny. "1'm afraid
we'll get stuck yet.”

“Now don't you worry honey. If ir. i{ills can make it, 1 can
too. You just hang on to Clint there and we'll be in time for the
train today and not tomorrow."

Four miles out of Price, as they were going uphill, the tires
spun on a muddy spot. The wheels settled in and they were stucke.

nI1111 pueh,® yelled Clinton as he leaped from the car before



the wheels had hardly come to a rest. He pushed, his hands on the
metal fender, his feet digging into the soft mud for purchase. Just
then, Jenny spied the train, steaming around the hill into Price.
®There's the train,"® cridd Jenny. "Oh we'll never make it nowl®

MThat train has to stop and unload and reload passengers,® Dad
Wells reassured her. "We'll be in time."
= Clinton wasn't makeing much progress alone. "Jenny, I need your
help," he panted. %If you'll help Sm“.zm can do it. Come here beside me
and push when I do. Push hard if you want to get married." With that
Jenny forgot the mud collecting on her shoes and pushed.
= ¥Keep pushingt® yelled Dad. The back tires grabbed onto dryer
ground and the car surged forward.

"Oh hurry Clinton," cried Jenny. "I just heard the train
whistle." Bakk into the car they scrambled. Clinton gave Jenny
his pocket knife to scrap the mud from her shoes. Dad stepped on
the accelerator and they sped into Pricd. Reaching the depot, t hey
could see the nuge gray train walting, yet sighing to move on.
Clinton ran to buy their tickets. and Dad and Jenny brought the
baggage. Just then, lr. Mills came running breathlessly up to
them.

®I ' so glad you made it he puffed. I hated to leave you
but I couldn't afford to be late with the mail. But now you're here.
Good Luck!¥ he said. He turned and headed for his mail truck where
several station attendants were gquickly unloading the mail sacks anc
placing them on carts to carry them to the train.

It wasn't until the tickets hkd been purchased, the baggage was



stowed away, a hasty goodbye was sald, and the train was out of town,
stowed away
that Clinton and Jenny both relsxed. They setiled back into their
seats and smiled into each other's eyes. They congratulzted themselves,
exultant that they had caught the train. Then Jenny, tired from the
many events of the day, rested her head on Clint's shoulder and was soon
asleep. Clinton absorbed hiriself wita the passing countryside. The
patches of gray-uhite snow on the north slopes reminded Clinton of
the fall he had first net Jenny.

le had worked late tnat summer, finistiing out the coutrzct for
vover joles for Utah Fower and Light that would bripg power o dunting-
tone. He started to school late in the year and heard rumors of tne
new girl in school, but he hadn't paid them much mind. That Ucéober
noruing, He needed to talk to the principal anyway and talk to ir.
Nielsen aosout band. He straightensd things around and went to classe.

ind there was Jenny. y

Then came dances, especially tne big one put on by Utah Fower
end Licht. ile always played his trombone in the dance band, but that
¢idn't stop Jenny from demcing every dance. /ind there had been slei h
rides, parties and get-torethers, welks and talks home. His men ories
of these yood times seemed to take but a noment. already, the whistle
vwas blowing aud the train was gulling into Soringville. Jenny woke
o with a shy yawn, rubbed ner eyes, and looked adsout. “unpringville
already," she remarked. "¥ slept longer than I thought.”

Soon they were in oalt Lake and fourd themselves in tus loboy
cf the Down Towa Zotel. 7They shyly asprozched the cesk. "ie want
sep:rate rooms please." Lt the man's look, Zlinton aaced, Nig're

v

getting married tomorrow.”



Inside one of the rooms, Jenny sat on the bed, holding her handbag
tightly, and Clinton sat on the single chair., Neither had nmuch to say

for a minute. Clinton felt a little overwhedmed as he thought about the
tender responsibility faciug him to take care of this little woman, and
Jenny, in turn, was feeling a little fright as she was struck wi th the
all-importance of the big event that faced them.

ulet's go window shopping," Jenny said.

Relieved, they nearly ran from the hotel. They spent the evening

arm in arm, looking in store windows and walking around Temple Squares

In the early morning darkness of iarch 1y, 1919, they met
Grandma Cooley at the Temple and exchanged news of the family. Then
in a happy daze, they were ushered from room to nooa..hwos rites to
ceremony. Ifinally they kneeled facing each other, and the officiator
spoke the words, "By the power invested in me..." and sealed them
husband and wife forever.

That afternoon, the newlyweds stepped into a Jewelry store to
buy a wedding band. The jeweler kindly showed them a sparkling array
of rings to choose from. After much thought, they finally selected a
slender gold band. Jenny was radiant as Clint slipped it on her finger.
As they stepped outside, Jenny glanced down at the glowing momento on
her left hand. It caught the sunlight and as it did so, it seemed to
reflect the tines she and Clinton had spent together. As she smiled
into the recollection, it faded away and suddenly, (Wasn't it but a
shaglle moment?) sne was an elderly lady of 78 sitting in her living

room, twisting the band roundaanod round her finger.



tJenny, 1've just got to go to Huntington. 1 haven't been there
for a month and there's a lot of work needs done. I'll just go down
this afternoon and be back tomorrow night."”

"lut, 1'm sure Paullhas been keeping the place up,"™ replied
Jenny with a slight tremor in her soft voice.
= "I know," Clint said, "but 1'm sure he could use my help, and
I don't have anything to do here. Let's eat so 1 can leave early this
evening,."

Grandpa turned into the bedroom to gather his clothes, ard Jenny
stepped into her kitchen. She stood nervously creasing her apron.
Since Clint had first mentioned this trip earlier in the week, she had
at times been momentapily paralyzed with anxiety at the idea of staying
alone in that big house on the busy street by herself. True, she told
herself, Clint had been away at night before. ®2ut, she thoughty, always
someone else had stayed with her. If he went, she would be comp letely
by herself. She roused herseli from her revery as she heard Clint
coming into the kitchen. Drushing flat her apron, she reached for the
frying pan, keeping her face averted so he would not see the tears she
felt forming in the corners of her eyes.

#1111 even brinyg you some fresh eggs from nome if those hens are
still a layin' 'em. For all 1 know they may have quit by now." lhis
spoken as Clint sat iu nis usual chair watching Jenny prepare the neal.
Jenny's usually deft movements were dulled, Lut her guietness was rob

consciously noticed by Clinton in his anticipation of the trip."

After a quick meal, Clint was on nis way. 4 hearty kiss to
Jenny was hls goodbye. ™I'll be home tomorrow evening. “Look for

me then," he said as he placed his arm on the back seat and settlec



himsel? into the driver's side.

Jenry returned bto the huge house and turned ou the televisgicn
for company. Lu was only four o'clock, She washed the dishes, but
they were {inished too soon. «lthough she'd just cleaned the oven
12st week, she scrubbed it again,, but it too secmed to take only a
bit of time. Hervously she sat i her rocking chair and picked up
the paper, but she coulda't keep her mind on ite. Tne fourth rerun
of Gilligan's Island was on Z.V. and Lawrence Welx wouldn't be on
antil tomorrow nigzht, so she turned oif tae televiszion and gicked
up her crocheting, but her eyes blurred and she could hardly see the
piece of work. f“hen she noticed that she hadn't done enough double
crochets in one of the holes and had to unravel for a ways. After
that, she just sat listening t> noises she had never heard belove

n the old house.
2

The sound of the car whigping into the drivewsy forcec itself
into ner awareness. OSie waited, tense and alert, hoping, but not
too much, in case it was some other husband in some other csr re-
turning to some other lsdy in 2 hardwood rocking chair.

'lowever, when the screen door slammed closed, she gave w2
to her feeiings. Wiping her eyes with her hankie, she rushed W
meed him. Olint came in the back door, 2 sheepish gringon his face
ancd uls frce and his hand lamely uolding the suitcuse. "I'LL vo
early in tae morning," he said, and turned for their room. Jemy

turned 2150 with tears in her cyes, but this tine she did nov hide
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