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Having just gotten out of church, I must remark, that today surely is a grim day to have such a chapel ceremony. Dark clouds continue to loom over our town and no one knows for how long the rains will last. The same occurred yesterday afternoon during Anne and I’s outing. The day started off well enough: I arose promptly and ate a good breakfast before finishing my chores, but the walk over to Anne’s left me slightly disheveled. Never to mind, I dabbed forehead off in the pond by her home and proceeded to the door with haste. “Just a moment!” She called out, as a baker would call if he were putting the finishing touches on a marvelous five tier wedding cake for the wealthiest groom in town. Slam! The door swings open and I am greeted with the loveliest girl in the entire world. In sheer bliss I took her hand and escorted her down the lane to the fair. We began our day by sniffing the delicate roses that Mrs. Fields had brought- she was just narrowly beaten by Mrs. Potter in the long-stem contest though. Anne, as it turns out, loves to eat meat, and the turkey leg that I bought for myself was consumed more by her than I! Just then, the clouds started rolling in and, without warning, lightning struck the far-away hill with such a force. Anne and I ran for cover in to one of the abandoned shops (all of the other frightened townspeople had scattered) and hid it a pile of hay.
I don’t want to give too much away, but throughout the course of the next few hours, I learned not only that Anne has a zest for life that is practically unparalleled by any other human, but that fairs happen to be her second most favorite pass time.

I think I am in love.
