Religious Differences
“It wasn’t about the wedding, this time,” Feather stated as she burst into the house.

“Really?” Thaleia stared into her cup of coffee.

“Yes, really,” Feather sank onto the couch.

“So, you’re barging in at 5 am because…?” Thaleia asked expectantly.

“It’s my father; he insists on walking down the aisle with me.”

Thaleia arched a golden eyebrow as her blue eyes narrowed.

Feather waved her hand dismissively, “I know, I know; but it wasn’t about the wedding.”

“You did explain to him that it’s not that kind of ritual, right?”

“Yes,” Feather stated in exasperation and brushed her brunette locks back in frustration.

Thaleia set her cup on the coffee table, “If it wasn’t about the wedding, what was it about?”

“Don’t you want the whole story?”

“Not right now. It’s the buttcrack of dawn, just get to the point,” Thaleia stifled a yawn.

“It’s about our religious differences,” Feather stood and began pacing in front of the couch.

Thaleia tucked her legs under her, “That sounds like your father, alright.”

“He thinks that since I was raised a good Christian girl, I should be married like one.”

“Even though it’s not your religion of choice,” Thaleia sighed.

“What am I going to do? Arthur and I are to be handfasted in two days,” Feather shook her head.

“Actually,” Thaleia glanced at the clock on the wall, “about a day and a half,” she spoke dryly.

“That’s not the point,” Feather glared at her.

“Do you want my opinion?”

“That is why I’m here.”

“Compromise,” Thaleia shrugged.

“Spoken like someone who hasn’t had to plan their own wedding,” Feather frowned.

Thaleia shrugged, “The last single girl standing, but even if I wasn’t I’d say the same.”

“Would you let your father have his way?”

Thaleia smiled wryly, “My father and I haven’t spoken in over a decade. It wouldn’t be an issue.”

Feather stared at her best friend.

Thaleia blinked up at her patiently.

Feather rolled her eyes, sighed and turned towards the door. “I’m going to have to talk with the priest and priestess about this. At least he’ll be happy since he’ll be stalking down the aisle with me.”

Thaleia grinned, “Stalking is such a judgmental word.”
