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Shawnee and Cherokee, who fought to stay here. I leave to others 
to tell those stories.

Though my family has been here on the creek almost 200 
years, we would have to be called the Late-Late Ones. In the 
1830s, when the cholera epidemic devastated Kentuckians a lit-
tle farther south in Scott and Fayette counties, one of our people 
acquired a large amount of land along Eagle Creek to escape the 
disease. Soon, all his kin followed him to this mecca of pure, un-
contaminated springs, including his son-in-law, my great-great-
grandfather, Silas Hudson. My line stayed put, generation after 
generation, and in time, I inherited a chunk of their land on Eagle 
Creek, including the large bottom shaped like an oxbow and an 
old farmhouse on the high hill overlooking it. 

I no longer live on the farm. I am old and prefer to sleep 
near hospitals and DoorDash. Charitably, I might be called a 
conservationist protecting rough, undeveloped land. In reality, 
I am but a placeholder in a long line of others who have fallen 
under the ancient spell of this piece of Kentucky. 

Although I think our farm is beautiful in its rolling, up-and-
down Outer Bluegrass way, I resisted when our grandson and 
his fiancé approached me about having their wedding reception 
there. “We have a tight budget,” they said, “and want to have a 
simple, inexpensive, outdoor gathering at the farm.”

“But it’s a wild old place, and our barn is only a barn inhab-
ited by cows and the memories of cured tobacco,” I argued. They  

persisted, however, and since our grandson is the seventh genera-
tion of our people to know and love this land, I relented. I advised 
them to keep their guest list small and their plans, indeed, simple. If 
they did that, I reasoned, not too much could go wrong. 

Ten months before the wedding: Their guest list ballooned 
like an inflatable at a tire dealership. And their emerging plans 
were obviously—well, I will merely say they looked puzzled 
when I described the menu at my wedding a half-century ago of 
only cake and lime sherbet punch. (And mints, I added. We also 
had mints.) I began to worry about what could go wrong.

Six months before the wedding: Everyone began to notice 
that the electric line sagged low over the only semi-level site for a 
wedding tent beside the farmhouse. From its uphill transformer 
in the barnyard on its path downhill to the farmhouse, the line 
had always swung low, but age and gravity now made it hang 
precariously like a fat man’s belt. “Can we bury it?” I asked. “Well, 
no,” said the electrician. “You have a cistern in the wrong place.” 
This was something going really wrong!

One month before the wedding: After much consultation, 
wringing of hands, and complicated scheduling, the electric line 
was moved to a transformer on a pole downhill behind the old 
house. This also required relocating where the new line entered 
the house. That’s when the electrician said, “A 1949 fuse box??? 
Are you kidding?” Yes, the old farmhouse had to be rewired. But 
surely nothing else could go wrong now. 

Three weeks before the wedding: We had a septic tank crisis. 
I will spare you the details but envision digging up one whole 
side of the lawn at the farmhouse, plus a wide strip across the 
hayfield directly behind the tent site, and begging grass to grow. 
But surely nothing else could go wrong. 
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Two weeks before the wedding: The professional photographer 
was hospitalized with a medical crisis. We relied on generations 
of friendship to locate another. But surely nothing else. 

One week before the wedding: The groom’s father landed in 
the ER after nearly cutting off his finger while helping the groom 
ready the lawn for the big day. Not to be outdone, I fell through 
the attic floor and destroyed the kitchen ceiling at the farmhouse.  
Miraculously, I was only bruised, and a nearby saint dashed over 
and replaced the ceiling. But surely nothing ... 

Five days before the wedding: An early morning fire at the 
rental emporium destroyed the bride’s carefully chosen linens for 
the tables.  Her “vision” having gone up in flames, she descended 
into tears and despair. Everything had now indeed gone wrong. 

Four days before the wedding: The bride consented to a new 
“much-altered vision,” and the groom’s mother and I scurried to 
find a source to make it reality. But surely ... 

The Wedding Day: And we were right. Absolutely nothing went 
wrong. The young couple filled the lawn with summer blossoms 
and wildflowers—and with happiness and love.  Heaven gifted the 
bride and groom with a day of ideal weather, neither too hot, nor too 
cold, with nary a drop of rain, and delivered it with a gentle breeze. 
The spread of old trees over the yard beside the farmhouse—now 
minus the low-hanging electric wire—provided a natural canopy so 
beautiful that the bride and groom canceled the rented, commercial 
tent to save money. When evening came and the celebration began, 
the newlyweds glowed as brightly as the candles on the tables, the 
bride beautiful, the groom handsome. The guests laughed and made 
merry and danced barefoot on the grass under the stars on our 
Kentucky patch of Eden. 

I’m not sure I believe in ghosts, but I’m pretty sure the Early 
Ones joined us that night of celebration at the old farm, and maybe 
a few Shawnees. Of course, all my great-great-grandparents and 
my parents and grandparents were there. It was quite a party!  We 
agreed that we could not predict the future for the young couple, 
and certainly, we know all that might go wrong in a lifetime, as 
it can in planning a wedding. But if they carry with them the 
persistence and endurance that has forever defined this ancient 
place and the people who have loved it, along with the joy of this 
night—oh, never forget joy—that should be enough to anchor 
them wherever they wander.  

“…love, I remembered, is more like light than sound. It 
keeps moving though time and space long after it leaves its 
point of origin, nurturing one generation after another …”

 –  from Small Acreages 

	

Georgia Green Stamper is a Kentucky writer whose published 
works include Butter in the Morning and You Can Go Anywhere. 
Her newest book, Small Acreages, available from Shadelandhouse 
Modern Press, was Longlisted for the 2023 PENAmerica Art of 
the Essay Award.
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