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Colossians 3:13

English Standard Version

.... bearing with one another and, if one has a complaint against another, forgiving each other; as the Lord has forgiven you, so you also must forgive.
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Sunlight filtered through stained glass, casting coloured shapes onto the stone floor. The scent of lilacs and polished wood lingered in the air. In the pews, guests shifted and whispered, their faces a mix of hope and nerves, all eyes turning toward the aisle as the ceremony was about to begin.

Most of those faces belonged to Julie’s family and their shared friends. On Ben’s side, there were far fewer relatives. Near the front sat his mother, alone but upright, her gloved hands clasped in her lap. She had chosen her seat carefully, close enough to see her son’s face clearly, yet far enough back not to draw attention. This was the sum of Ben’s family, and she bore it without complaint. She had learned long ago how to hold herself steady, how to make space for joy without letting the old disappointments intrude.

She had done her best by Ben, shielded him when she could, told him the truth when she could not. His father’s trail of marriages and broken promises had left children scattered and ties frayed beyond repair, but she had stayed, constant and unremarkable in the ways that mattered most. Today, watching her son stand at the altar, she felt something loosen in her chest, a quiet vindication. He had grown into a good man. He had chosen well. Whatever else had been lacking, this—this—was right.

From her place in the pew, Ben’s mother studied her son at the altar, her heart full and aching. Ben was tall and handsome, so like his father in the set of his jaw and the way his hair caught the light. But there was more to him, a steadiness and kindness that his father had never possessed. She remembered, with a pang, how she had once been captivated by that same easy charm. She had known, even before their wedding, that he had other children, Rosemary and Tammy, names spoken in hushed tones, secrets she had tried to ignore. Only a few months into her own marriage, already pregnant with Ben, she had discovered the truth: her husband’s wandering heart, the other woman, the betrayal that would shape the years to come.

Yet, as she sat in the church now, she forced herself to let go of old wounds. Today was not about the past, but about hope. She looked at Julie, radiant in her white dress, and felt a surge of gratitude. Whatever disappointments she had endured, this moment, her son, grown and good, marrying a woman as lovely and kind as Julie, was a blessing she would not let sorrow spoil. She straightened her shoulders, blinked away tears, and focused on the joy before her.

Julie paused at the threshold; her arm linked with her father’s. For a heartbeat, she felt the weight of every moment that had led her here: the laughter, the doubts, the prayers whispered in the quiet of her room. Her heart fluttered, not just with nerves, but with a fierce, trembling joy. She glanced at her father, whose eyes shone with pride and a hint of sadness, and squeezed his hand, a silent thank you for all the years of love and guidance.

As she stepped forward, the hush in the church deepened. Julie’s dress, simple and elegant, skimmed her figure, the delicate veil catching the light. She could feel the warmth of the sun on her skin, the roughness of her father’s hand, the gentle pressure of her shoes against the ancient stone floor. Each step felt both impossibly long and far too short.

At the altar, Ben waited. He looked every bit the handsome groom, tall, athletic, his blond hair slightly tousled, blue eyes bright with emotion. But it was the way he watched her, as if she were the only person in the world, that made Julie’s breath catch. Their eyes met, and the world seemed to narrow to just the two of them. Julie felt the peace of God settle over her, a blessing as tangible as the sunlight on her shoulders.

From her place in the pew, Ben’s mother felt tears gather, unbidden. She pressed her lips together, unwilling to cry too soon. She had cried enough over the years, cried for what she could not fix. These tears were different. They were for joy, for relief, for the knowledge that her son and this young woman were well suited.

She watched as he took Julie’s hand, his grip warm and steady, though a faint tremor betrayed him. She knew that tremor. She had felt it in his small hand when he was a boy, standing beside her trying to be brave. Seeing it now, she smiled through her tears.

The vows were spoken softly, reverently, each word a promise etched into the air. Julie’s voice wavered only once, when she promised to stand by Ben in joy and in sorrow, for better or worse. Ben’s mother bowed her head then, a silent prayer rising in her chest, not for perfection, but for kindness, for endurance, for a love that would hold when things were hard.

Then came the exchange of rings. Ben took Julie’s hand in his, slipping the gold band onto her finger with hands that shook just a little. “With this ring, I thee wed,” he whispered, his voice thick with emotion. When Julie returned the gesture, sealing their vows with a radiant smile, Ben’s mother felt something settle at last. A sense of peace she had not expected to feel so keenly.

As the pastor spoke the words, “What God has joined together, let no one separate,” joy swept through the church: applause, laughter, the joyful peal of the organ. Ben’s mother rose with the others, clapping softly, her heart full to the brim. She was no longer simply watching her son begin a marriage; she was witnessing the closing of a long chapter, and the opening of one she hoped would be gentler.

Arm in arm, Julie and Ben walked back down the aisle together, radiant and trembling, surrounded by love, laughter, and the promise of a new life begun.
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The church hall was bright with bunting and the laughter of friends and family. Sunlight streamed through tall windows, glinting off the teacups and the vases of wildflowers that lined the tables. Julie and Ben entered to a round of applause, their cheeks flushed with happiness and relief. The air was filled with the scent of fresh scones, sandwiches, and the rich aroma of fruitcake waiting to be cut.

Julie’s mother gave a heartfelt speech, her voice trembling with emotion as she recalled Julie’s childhood and wished the couple every blessing. Ben’s best man and closest friend, James, managed to make everyone laugh with stories from their school days, before raising a toast to love, faith, and new beginnings. There were hugs from aunts, jokes from cousins, and a steady stream of well-wishers pressing cards and envelopes into their hands.

After a light lunch and a slice of cake, one corner of the hall had been cleared for a small band, made up of Ben’s friends. They tuned their instruments with easy familiarity, exchanging quiet jokes as they prepared to play. The music that followed filled the hall with warmth and good humour. Julie and Ben shared a quiet first dance in the centre of the hall, surrounded by their nearest and dearest. The music was gentle, and for a moment, the bustle faded away, leaving just the two of them swaying together, hearts full.

As the clock edged towards early afternoon, Julie slipped away with her mother and bridesmaids to change out of her wedding dress. In a quiet side room, her mother helped her carefully fold the gown and pack it away, before Julie changed into a comfortable dress for the journey ahead. Ben, meanwhile, swapped his suit for jeans and a jumper, sharing a last laugh with James as he packed the car.

Back in the hall, the guests gathered for one final round of hugs and farewells. The vicar offered a prayer for safe travels, and the children showered the couple with confetti as they made their way to the car. “Just Married” was scrawled across the back window, and a handful of tin cans rattled merrily as Ben started the engine.

Julie leaned out the window, waving as the church hall faded behind them. The road to Westvale stretched ahead, long and full of promise, as the couple set off together, tired, happy, and ready to begin their new life.

Julie stood by the window of the hotel, her long copper-brown hair tumbling in soft waves down her back, catching the golden lamplight. Ben could not help watching her, momentarily mesmerised by the way it shimmered as she turned, her laughter bright and free. Beyond the window, the sea murmured steadily against the shore.

“Listen to the waves, Ben! I think this is the happiest I’ve ever been. And the room, it’s amazing.” Julie spun around, her dress swirling, laughter carefree.

Ben crossed the room with a grin, Ben crossed the room with a grin. “I agree. But that’s because you’re in it.”

He reached out, gently tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “You look incredible. I don’t think I’ll ever get used to how beautiful you are.”

Julie blushed, her eyes shining. “You’re just saying that because you’re married to me.”

“Maybe,” Ben laughed. “But it’s still true.” His phone buzzed but he ignored it.

He pulled her close, and for a moment they simply held each other, the world outside the window fading away. She drew him down onto the bed beside her, patting the space next to her.

“Come here, Mr Carter. We have a few minutes before dinner, and I want to remember this forever.”

They lay side by side, talking and laughing about the day, the flower girls’ antics, the vicar’s jokes, the way the sunlight had caught Julie’s veil. Ben ran his fingers through her hair, breathing in the familiar scent of her shampoo, feeling the warmth of her beside him. Gratitude swelled in his chest, tangled with a nervous energy for the night ahead.

Julie squeezed his hand. “Are you nervous?” she asked, teasing gently. “About... tonight?”

“A little,” Ben admitted, brushing her hair from her face. “But mostly I just want you to be happy.”

Before he could say more, his phone buzzed. Once. Then again. And again.

The sound cut sharply through the room. Ben’s body tensed as he glanced at the screen, his face tightening. Julie noticed at once.

“Who is it?” she asked.

Ben hesitated, dread rising in his chest. “Just... someone from my family. I’ll be right back.”
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