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To Anna and Jay, John and Mallory. Thank you for letting me be
a (small) part of your weddings and a (bigger) part of your lives.

I pray God blesses your marriages abundantly.
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O C T O B E R

adeleine Mullins’s perfect wedding would be
like a fairy tale. She’d float down the aisle in a

gorgeous white dress—beautiful but tasteful. Her hair would be
done half up with curls cascading down her back. Guests would
be surrounded by flowers, soft light, and soaring music. Closing
her eyes, she could picture the affair down to the last detail.

But nothing she’d previously imagined or planned could
have prepared her for her actual wedding.

“I finished the invitations. Come see.” Madeleine tugged her
fiancé’s arm, pulling him into her aunt’s kitchen.

She might never get over how nice A.J.’s arms felt under her
fingers. Years of sports along with his current job as a track
coach and church handyman led to a lean, muscular build. The
smile he flashed her way wasn’t so bad, either.

“Okay, okay. I’m coming.”
Aunt Clara’s kitchen was flooded with bright morning light,

highlighting the box sitting out on the table. Lifting the first
invitation, she held it up.

“What do you think?”
She’d spent every spare moment of the last week painting
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each invitation by hand. A watercolor spray of flowers in
burgundy and forest green circled the calligraphy swirling across
the center. Their names—Madeleine Mullins and A.J. Young—
danced in curled letters.

“It’s perfect.” A.J. grinned as he took the square of cardstock
from her hands and held it up to the sunlight. His auburn hair
glowed in the rays streaming through the kitchen windows, and
his green eyes sparkled as he turned his gaze to her. “I can’t
believe how great these turned out.”

He kissed her on the cheek, then handed back the card.
“What do you think?”

“I love them.” Gazing at the creamy white paper, her smile
matched his. She’d spent many long nights agonizing over the
design of these wedding invitations. And all that work had
paid off.

“This wedding is a reflection of us.” Madeleine lovingly
placed the card back with the others. She lifted the lid over the
top and slowly slid it down. “It’s the first day of our marriage.
And I want everything to be perfect and beautiful.”

“But what happens when something goes wrong?”
Madeleine paused for a beat. “It won’t.” She stroked the lid

of the invitations box. “We’re going to have the perfect
wedding.”

A.J. took Madeleine’s hands and lifted them to his lips. He
kissed the tips of her fingers before pulling her into his arms. “I
want it to be perfect for you. But I worry about you.” He hugged
her tight, his chin resting on her head. “I don’t want you to stress
so much about every little detail.”

“I’m an artist. That’s what I do.” Madeleine’s arms circled
A.J.’s waist. She deeply breathed in the smell of him. Even
though it was only soap and laundry detergent, his unique scent
always sent a thrill through her. Her heart rate slowed to a steady
beat.

“Well, Madeleine Mullins, famous artist, you also agreed to
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marry a poor school teacher and aspiring grad-student.” He
pulled back to look at her face. “With only about two and a half
months to plan the wedding.”

“Two months now.”
“Even worse.” He cupped her cheeks in his hands. “So please

give yourself some grace. It’s all going to be okay. As long as we
end up married at the end of that day, the rest is just icing on the
cake.”

“I know it will be.” If each detail fell into place exactly right,
they’d have a beautiful wedding signifying a beautiful marriage.
The invitations were only the beginning.

After everything they’d been through together, Madeleine’s
rocky faith journey, a broken engagement, and a rushed wedding,
Madeleine needed their special day to be perfect.

“I’ll do everything I can to make that happen for you. I
promise.” He stepped bacl. “And this weekend, that means
meeting with Sam and Mr. Patterson about the plans for the
ceremony.”

“I wish I could go with you.” Madeleine grimaced. Now that
the invitations were complete, she had to address one hundred
envelopes. But before that, she had an appointment with the
florist and a phone call with the caterer.

“Divide and conquer.” A.J. gave her one last kiss before
pulling his jacket from the hall coat rack and opening the front
door. “I love you. Don’t worry.”

“I love you too.”
If he only knew how much work was still left to be done,

he’d probably be as stressed as she was.
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