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"You are hard to satisfy," she said. "I've felt like .in.mg aU day. . .
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WiU you tell Donald to coZlZ^'
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Kes. I m going to see you after this is over?"
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sense that most of the wedding was over
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Donald was whisked away for a brief glimpse at his loveReturnmg, he confronted almost immediately the momemoihis pubhc appearance and confession. Word came"Setroom that the genUemen were to descend forthwith to ^t
SZ"T, J°-

'^-'" -'^^P-d Charles, as th«ei'down - "chest out, chin up!" And Donald grinned baTfe^bly, as If to prove to himself that he still couiVnTwSd^
^breath There was no music to cover these preliminariesbecause of the mourning. In complete stillness ^Z^l'

bttle car-shaped parlor. Through a narrow lane betweenvaguel. discerned relatives and friends the
moved to their appointed place H r^hev stLT",
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stuping on a stout clergym'an, und^:4Lti tt^'-ted scrutmy, through a dreadful pause. Then att'tTZm the company made it clear that the bride was at h.L 1

So without great pomp or ritual, fuss or feathers, came
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