A National Nuptial

by

Eyes Right

Washington, DC  -  Since we are nearing the crescendo of political wackiness, I thought it appropriate to share with you what is really happening in the Nation’s capital these days.   I am talking weddings, my friends.

Last weekend I attended a wedding in the Daughters of the American Revolution Memorial Continental Hall in the heart of DC.  On our right was the Washington Monument, directly ahead the Ellipse, on our left, the White House.  It does not get any more “DC” than this.  

The wedding had a patriotic theme, complete with a fife and drummer couple in very authentic Revolutionary War garb.  They walked solemnly up the aisle, not to an altar, but to the front of a large mirror and played a loud version of drum and fife music (which, to me, always seems to be the same tune).  Then the colors were posted, i.e., brought by an Honor Guard to the front of the mirror, where two clerics, a monk in brown and a “pastor” (who was the father of the bride) were standing.  The colors were then withdrawn by the same military procession which brought them in, including the drummer and the fife.  Then, from seemingly nowhere, came an extraordinarily loud bagpiper, who marched in and out playing some painful Scottish tune. We had not yet seen the groom, the bride, or anything remotely associated with a wedding.  It was at this time that my wife whispered to me, “Are we in the right place?”  Since I was holding the program which had so far correctly predicted these elements of the ceremony, I nodded a quiet “Yes” but was thinking, “This is totally surreal.”

Finally the bridal party entered, complete with a Runner Guard, a Train Bearer, a Ring Bearer, several bridesmaids, and, finally, the bride.  The wedding ceremony was relatively tame, except for the almost continuous music being played by a chamber quarter (two violins, a base, and an accordion) in the rear of the room.   We did not hear the exchange of vows, but we did hear quite a lot of chamber music.  Two of the bride’s brothers sang solos.  My dominant thought was that they should keep their day jobs.

The reception followed almost immediately.  The food was superb, and obviously expensive (Moroccan Vegetables in Phyllo).  Following a toast by the Best Man, the groom asked to address the guests and then proceeded to deliver a 10 minute commercial extolling the virtues of his company (a large defense contractor).  Everyone assumed that since the entire affair was being videotaped that this was an effort to gain a tax write-off for the entire wedding.  Dancing and much champagne followed. Music was provided by a 6 piece orchestra and female vocalist.

The wedding, by the standards of the filthy rich, was not at all ostentatious, but it was an indication of how to spend $100,000 or more to say “I do.”  It was the second time for both.

I thought you might like to know.

E-R

