Blind Deception

by

Eyes Right

Charlottesville, VA -  I now have a new definition for excess:  twelve bridesmaids.  That is not, of course, counting the maid of honor.  Let me explain.

We drove down here recently for the wedding of Sarah, the younger daughter of some friends of an earlier era.  Sarah graduated from the University of Virginia a few years ago where she had met her fiancé.  Although not one of my students, she had obviously followed my advice, namely, marry rich (the first two or three times).  Her catch was the oldest son of an extremely wealthy Memphis family.  They own many car dealerships.

The wedding was held in the chapel on the grounds of the university.  Although it was an extremely old structure, it, thankfully, was air-conditioned.  Over 200 guests crowded into the small, stone building.  As it turned out, I was seated next to the best man of the father of the bride – at least that is what he told me had happened 35 years earlier.  This fellow had initiated the conversation as we sat waiting for the bridal party to appear.  He asked me to describe the ceremony to him as he was “legally blind” due to detached retina issues in both eyes.  Since this guy had no white cane, and appeared to be very normal in all respects, I found myself wondering if any of his story was true.  Mulling options, I decided to become his play-by-play man.

As I looked around the chapel for things to report, I immediately felt as if this guy and I were being perceived as “wedding crashers.”  Several good looking young women initially smiled, then gave us the knowing look, “Oh, yeah, those guys are wedding crashers.  Look at the one guy constantly whispering to the other.”

Fortunately, I was soon spared further embarrassment by the arrival of the wedding party.  Twelve young men in black tuxedos came down the aisle, each increasing in size, with the last one having the height and girth of a NFL linebacker.  Then came the smiling bridesmaids, decked out in greenish-gold strapless dresses.  My blind buddy wanted far more information than I could tastefully deliver.

The front of the chapel was too small to accommodate the first 24 folks who came down the aisle, much less the best man, maid of honor, the bride, her father, and the cleric.  Two little boys, probably 4 years old, who had walked in front of the maid of honor, seemed to disappear in the crowded mix on the altar.  As I described the ensemble to my new friend as “a gaggle,” he wanted more details about the bridesmaids.

The cleric gave an entertaining homily in a rich deep-South accent.  He was an excellent showman, complete with flourishes, gestures, and very pregnant pauses.  Soon it was over, the bride gave a surprisingly short peck of a kiss to the groom, and everyone headed to the three rented busses for transport to the reception at Farmington Country Club.  All-in-all the wedding ceremony was simply the religious-legal centerpiece of a $200,000 weekend.  (More on the reception in a later column.)

As the twelve bridesmaids had headed down the aisle, my blind friend asked me again to describe each one.  My suspicions concerning his visual disabilities were confirmed when he waved to the father of the bride as he passed by.  And later at the reception, his sight impairment seemed to totally disappear as he danced with most of the bridesmaids.

But I was not unhappy.  I now have a new career option:  wedding color commentator.

I thought you might like to know.
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