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It was August 22, 1953 and I was get-
ting married to a beautiful girl named Lee
Woods. Lee had gone home for the summer
so she could work and prepare for the wed-
ding. I stayed at Olivet so I could work and
attend summer classes. Finally the day
arrived. The wedding was to be held in the
Warren Avenue Church of the Nazarene in
Columbus, Ohio. It was not the church Lee
attended, but it was larger and more conve-
nient. My father officiated at the ceremony
with Lee’s father assisting. My twin sister,
Earline, played the organ. My father was
the pastor of the Arlington Street Church of
the Nazarene in Akron, Ohio. He told me
that day how well the church was doing
and that a new organ was to be dedicated
the following morning.

We expected a lot of our college friends
to be there. I had been Best Man at my col-
lege friend’s wedding two weeks previous.
The bride was Lee’s college roommate and
Lee was the Maid of Honor. I was very ner-
vous before this wedding, but that seemed
to get the nervousness out of my system for
my own wedding. Our ceremony went
beautifully without a single hitch. 

I knew that the guys from the college
would be planning to play a lot of pranks

on us. As we left the church, the fun start-
ed. The car in which we were to go to the
reception wouldn’t move. Besides being
decorated in the usual manner with shoe
polish on the windows and tin cans tied to
the bumper, the car was jacked up (center
photo) just enough so the tires would not
touch the pavement. Taking care of that
problem, we went to the reception. We had
a good time. Nice gifts and fun gifts such
as baby bottles were given. 

We knew we would have to sneak away
in order to leave on our honeymoon. I did
not have a car of my own so we were going
to use my father-in-law’s car. It was hidden
in a family friend’s garage located a few
blocks from the house. The guys from the
college fixed every car they thought we
might use. They crossed the spark plug
wires on cars of wedding guests. They did
not know that my family from Akron had
brought friends along to the wedding whose
parents lived in Columbus. These friends
borrowed a car from her parents to attend
the wedding. Since none of my college
friends recognized this car as belonging to
a wedding guest, it was not bothered. We
used this car to get away to where our car
was hidden. We had the last laugh.
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About three o’clock in the morning there was a knock on our motel room door. We
were informed that we were to go to White Cross Methodist Hospital. There had been an
accident and my mother was in the emergency room. Because of the pranks my college
friends might do, we had kept the location of our motel a secret from everyone. Norma
Gunnerson, the wife in the family who had attended the wedding with my parents, was the
only exception. None of our friends knew her, and it would not matter if I told her where
we were going. Being in the car wreck, she was able to tell the authorities how to reach us.
When we arrived at the hospital they led us to where they were working on my mother.
They were stitching her face. It had been smashed and cut quite severely. The hospital
informed me that they would not admit her unless I would promise to pay the bill. The
only money I had in the world was the little I had in my pocket. By that time two members
from the Akron church had arrived. They told me to sign the papers and assured me that
the bill would be paid. 

In those days morticians were responsible for ambulance service. When I left the emer-
gency room, the funeral director told me that my sister lay dead in his ambulance parked
behind the hospital. My father also had not survived the accident. Norma Gunnerson had a
broken leg, Hanford, her husband had a broken shoulder, and their little two-year old boy
had a toe nail torn off. He had been found crying in a nearby corn field.

The driver of the car which had hit them
was returning to college. His brother had
given a going away party for him before he
left. He was drunk. 

At nineteen years old, instead of going
on a honeymoon, I planned two funerals.
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