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places of business. But in the early sixties it was a
power among the plain, severe, hard-mouthed people
who worshipped there an unforgiving God of wrath.

Nearly a year before I arrived on earth a marriage
took place in this church between a boy and a girl.
The boy was a lean, hatchet-faced youth with sharp
eager blue eyes, set in a face marked already with
experience of the world. He was dressed in decidedly
foppish style, with a resplendent waistcoat and a collar
of the old-fashioned ““ choker " type. His dress coat
had brass buttons and very long tails, and his tight
lavender trousers, matching in shade his kid gloves,
were strapped down to the verge of splitting.

The little girl who was marrying the boy was a
beautiful sad-eyed thing with rosy cheeks, a sensitive
mouth and freckles on her nose. Her hands and feet
were small and shapely. Her monstrously ugly clothes
and extravagant hoops did not mar her appearance.

It was a very solemn function, this marriage; no
music, no flowers, no guests; just a handful of the
immediate relatives of the bride and groom. The
father of the boy would almost have passed for the
elder Weller; being a large, horsey-looking man, who
might be otherwise characterised as an old buffer.
The old buffer’s wife was a little prim woman dressed
in grey.

The father of the bride was a military-looking man,
tall and slim, with curly black hair; his wife a hook-
nosed woman with a face like one of the old Spanish
inquisitors.

The marriage being over, the small solemn crowd of
wedding-guests drove away to a small sombre house in
a highly respectable street, and made merry without
the least appearance of joy. :




