
A country weddin’ in apple- 
blossom time
By Eric Wiggin

Worldly-wised Will Fuller had waited until he was 37 to 
wed, and he was certain that Eric, a skinny, naïve farm kid, 
only 22, wasn’t suitable marriage material for freckled, 19-
year old Polly, the apple of Will’s eye. But Mama wanted a 
weddin’, so the conniving soon began. While Will was busy 
tending his Maine country store the second Saturday of May, 
1938, Mama was busy on the phone. First the preacher was 
called, then Eric’s relatives.

Satisfied that the logistics were worked out to suit her 
strategy, Mama fired up her wood-burning kitchen range, 
filled the copper reservoir with bath water, then whipped 
up enough cake batter for a double batch of cupcakes. The 
honeymooners would need to eat during their jaunt to New 
Hampshire’s White Mountains –– there were no McDonalds 
in those days.  She needed to be certain the picnic basket 
was well-stocked.

Cakes in the oven, Mama sent Hilda, 15, out by the well 
at the back door to pick several bouquets of apple blossoms, 
then she hurried across the yard to Will’s store. She helped 
herself to a loaf of sandwich bread, a pound of bologna 
–– which she sliced extra-thick –– and a jar of Grandee Olive 
Butter. “Oh, Will,” she warned, suppressing a grin, “stay 
away from the house. The girls are having their baths.”

“Early fer that, ain’t it, Lucy?” Will knew that Polly, 
young sis Hilda, and Lucy all bathed beside the cast iron 
kitchen sink on Saturday, preparatory for church on Sunday, 
since the Fuller house had no plumbing. But ordinarily they 
waited until he left for his evening job as bouncer at the lo-
cal dancehall.

“I’m using the oven,” Lucy said primly. “Too bad to waste 
the heat.”

Frugal Will had no argument for that. The gas pump bell 
jangled, and he hurried outside to wait on a customer. Lucy 
trotted back to the house. 

Cupcakes and sandwiches were packed, along with a jug 
of Kool-Aid, so Mama busied herself tidying up the parlor. 
She made sure the doilies were all pinned in place on the 
overstuffed furniture, then treated the woodwork to a fresh 
coat of O’Cedar Furniture Polish.

At precisely seven, Will locked his store. He hurried into 
the house by way of the kitchen door, then grabbed a bolo-
gna sandwich Lucy had left on a plate on the counter.  He 
turned to the bedroom door off the kitchen and rattled the 
knob. “Did I leave my silk tie in there?”

Carrot-topped Hilda, busy setting Polly’s walnut hair, 
shrieked.

“You can’t come in, Papa.” Polly managed to stifle her 
giggles. She snatched her father’s necktie from the dress-
ing-table mirror and pushed it past the door, opened barely 
enough for her slender fingers.

“Thanks.” Papa hurried upstairs muttering about “those 
girls.” He had once wanted a son. But at 58, and Lucy 44, this 
wasn’t likely. He’d need to wait until one of his daughters 
married, he guessed. A grandson would suffice.

Will the storekeeper frowned as he slipped into his 
double-breasted sharkskin suit, remembering Eric, the son 
of a successful farmer. A lanky kid in overalls six days of the 
week, Eric was a dandy on Sunday –– gray-flannel suit and 
white wing-tip shoes, his outfit topped with a linen Irish 
newsboy cap when he drove up in his new Dodge sedan to 
pick up Lucy, Hilda and Polly for church. To Will’s chagrin, 
Polly always rode in front.

In 1938 a man of business wore a suit –– and Will’s job as 
a deputy and part-time bouncer was businesslike enough to 
dress up.  Will knotted his tie, pushed his thin gray hair into 
order with Lucy’s brush, then pinned his silver badge inside 
his lapel. Dropping his handcuffs into a pocket and plopping 
his gray felt fedora onto his balding head, he hurried down-
stairs. The dance hall opened in twenty minutes, and it was 
a ten-minute drive over a back-country graveled lane.

Lucy waited at the foot of the stairs. “Will…” She grinned, 
then bit her lower lip. And why was she wearing her best 
dress –– and an apple-blossom corsage?

“You goin’ to the dance with me?” Lucy, a godly woman, 
had quit the delights of dance halls shortly after she and Will 
married in 1917.

She avoided Will’s query. “We need you in the parlor.” 
Lucy opened the door. 

Will stared. Farmer boy Eric’s parents, Elmer and Amy, 
sat with their daughter, Gladys and husband Willis –– all of 
them dressed in their best. Not unusual had it been Sunday 
afternoon, since Lucy and Gladys had been schoolmates in 
high school and college. But Saturday evening? Raymond and 
Ruby, Eric’s brother and wife, were there also.

Reverend Sawyer from the Christian Church rose from 
a chair in the corner,  and  met Will’s frown with a smile 
through thick, wire-rimmed glasses. Gladys slid onto the 
piano stool. Red-haired Hilda, pert in her party dress, slipped 
in from the kitchen. Raymond rose and the giggling teen took 
his arm. They stepped next to the preacher.

The halting notes from the off-key piano were plain 
enough, though hardly the dance hall music Will was used 
to. Lohengrin.

No beamier bride ever clasped the arm of a groom in a 
gray-flannel suit, as Polly and Eric squeezed in from the 
kitchen.

“We need you to give the bride away, Will. Just say ‘I 
do,’ then it’s off to your dance.” Lucy’s eyes danced with 
irrepressible glee.

“Her mother and I do.” Will pronounced the words at the 
proper place, careful not to emphasize “mother.”

And the bees, done with their buzzing in the old apple 
tree beside the well-box, flew merrily back to their hives with 
their last evening loads of nectar.

Polly is now 91, and she told me this story, though I’ve 
rounded it out with a few details. Polly is my mother, you 
see. Grampa Will soon reconciled himself to her marriage to 
Eric, whose name I bear. Four days shy of a year later, Will 
Fuller had a grandson –– I was the first of five.  And eventu-
ally there were five granddaughters, all told.

That marriage lasted until death parted Eric and Polly.
Church weddings have largely supplanted parlor hitchin’s 

since the 1930s. Too bad. Marriage, for thousands of years, 
had been a family affair. When Jesus said, “What…God has 
joined together, let not man put asunder,” He didn’t mean 
that it took a priest, rabbi or minister to do the job, or that 
the knot must be tied in a temple, synagogue or church. Nor 
does a government paper certificate a marriage make.

Christ had the basic elements of marriage in mind –– a 
public covenant before God and family witnesses to remain 
faithful until parted by death, followed by a private, intimate 
union, making “one flesh” of two. In that order.

Nearly 4,000 years ago teen virgin Rebekah’s marriage 
to Isaac set an example for all weddings since. “I will go” 
and marry Isaac. Three words, spoken to her father, mother, 
and adult brother, with Isaac’s steward as witness, was the 
entire ceremony. Weeks later, when the camel train arrived in 
Canaan, Rebekah veiled herself as she saw Isaac walking in 
the field. “He brought her into his (deceased) mother’s tent, 
and took Rebekah, and she became his wife; and he loved 
her,” Moses wrote of these two covenanted strangers’ first 
night (Genesis 24:58,67).

“At the beginning,” Jesus said, this was God’s plan (see 
Matthew 19:3-9).•
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4210 Grand Haven Rd.
Muskegon, MI  49441

(231) 798-3232 • 1-800-728-6477 • Fax (231) 798-1643

Flowers for All Occasions

Wedding Flowers  •  Because it's YOUR Day

Save with

Fan Money

SUNLOVER’S TANNING
281 THIRD ST
231-865-2105

1 MONTH UNLIMITED TANNING
ONLY $22.00

Hours
Mon - Thurs  9 - 9
Fri  9 - 8
Sat & Sun 9 - 6

Save with
FAN Money

Carpet • Vinyl • Ceramic • Hardwood • Laminate
Window Treatments &  

Carpet Cleaning  & Grout Restoration

FUTURA HOME DECORATING

6360 Airline Rd.• Fruitport, MI

An Authorized Mohawk® Floorscapes® Retailer

Phone: 231-865-3928 Fax: 231-865-6788

Charity Wii bowling tournament a 
huge succes
By FAN staff

On January 31, 2010, the Fruitport Eagles and State Rep-
resentative candidate Ben Gillette teamed up to help chase 
away the winter blahs while raising money for a great cause. 
Thirty-six local Wii bowlers rose to the challenge and raised 
$530 for the Red Cross.

Top bowlers were Jorie Paprocki, first place and Lorna 
Kremmel, second place. Robert Rutkowski and Dave An-
derson rounded out the final four. Jorie was awarded the 
champion’s trophy and a T-shirt.

On February 3, 2010, Ben Gillette presented a check for the 
money raised to David Kendall of the Red Cross during an in-
formative presentation by Mr. Kendall at the Fruitport Eagles. 
Also aiding in this event were local businesses, Teddy Spaghet-
tis and Mr. Quick, as well as many Eagles volunteers.•

Grady Jay Becklin joined his parents, Brandon 
and Rachel Becklin, on November 4, 2009. He 
weighed 7 pounds, 9 ounces.


