Wedding Wrinkle

by

Eyes Right

Woodbridge, VA – One of the perks of being a teacher is the number of invitations that I receive to weddings of former students.  I do not always attend, but it is refreshing to realize that my work has had sufficient impact on another’s life that I have been included on the invitation list.

This past weekend I was invited by Nancy C. to attend her wedding to Brian P.  It took place here at the First Baptist Church of Woodbridge, a medium size congregation located about 25 miles south of Washington, DC.  The afternoon weather was clear and crisp, but comfortable – much as I am sure that Nancy dreamed it to be for her fall wedding.

It was a small affair, at least compared to some of the more outlandish marriage spectacles about which I have reported to you in the past.  This time there were only three bridesmaids and one matron of honor – not the unsightly gaggle I have seen assembled on some matrimonial altars recently.  The bridesmaids’ dresses were cranberry, sleeveless creations, creating a nice blend of elegance and modesty.  Each carried a small bouquet of red roses on her left arm as she glided toward the altar.

The bride’s family had endured their share of heartaches.  The bride’s only sister, about 5 years younger, has Down’s syndrome.  She was the lead bridesmaid, and acquitted herself with dignity and a continuous smile.  The mother of the bride is in an advanced stage of multiple sclerosis and had to be assisted down the aisle.  To her credit, she chose not to use her walker.  The father of the bride was recently deceased; his photo, along with that of the deceased father of the groom, was flanked by two candles.  When the bride was presented to the groom by the “escort of the bride” [no idea what the relationship was], the new couple paused to light the two candles in memory of their fathers prior to the wedding ceremony.

Leading the bridesmaids as they conducted the “Grand Processional,” a very young girl tossed rose petals with considerable enthusiasm as she somewhat raced down the aisle to the altar.  Every third pew was adorned with a small arrangement of red roses.  Except for 28 white candles arranged in groups of 7, 14, and 7, the altar was barren.  As I said, this was a modest affair, with perhaps 75 people in attendance. 

The pastor conducting the wedding had apparently watched too many TV evangelists.  His remarks seemed very canned, and were delivered with what came across as sincere insincerity.  It felt to me as if this fellow should have been selling used cars. 

The star of the wedding was the bride’s dress.  It was spectacular, with a train of at least 12 feet in length.  The matron of honor carefully spread it out behind the bride covering all six steps leading to the altar.  When fully spread, it had the shape of a man’s tie – a very large tie about five feet in breadth at its widest point.

In exactly 38 minutes the ceremony was over, the wedding party and guests had departed, and I was left sitting in an empty church except for the organist who was still playing the usual selection of wedding medleys.  As I left the pew, I stooped to pick up one of the rose petals to press into the hand of the bride for good luck as I greeted her and her new husband in the receiving line.  Bad idea.  The petals were plastic.  

I thought you might like to know.
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