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C H U ^ A B E D D I N G  

MISS D. MACLEAN 
becomes 

MRS. V. POMFflfiT. 

Ploture. 

Chelsea Old Church receives a bride 

who wears a veil which Is probably older than the old Church 
Itself. Miss Desiree Dawn Maclean, is the fourteenth bride 
to wear this wonderful heirloom of antique French lace, under 
which shimmers an attractive robe of satin inter-woven with 
bright silver threads. From the cowl 

neckline falls a considerable train of ivory satin which 
requires rather careful management. 

Outside the Church door gather beauty lovers, 

the hoping, and of course the merely curious. A bride 

and bridegroom coming out of Church is an attraction 

which never seems to lose its drawing powar. As brides, 

girls seem to take on an ethereal beauty and 

Mrs. Pomfret, Miss Maclean that was, is certainly no 

exception. By the way, the orange blossoms in her bouquet 
were grown 

at her childhood home in Natal. 

Well, here's wishing them 

all they wish themselves ! One can't, or daren't wish 
them more. 


