West Comes East 

by

Eyes Right

Washington, DC   -   I attended yet another wedding recently.  This one was here in the nation’s capital at a rather tony location, The City Club at Franklin Square.  It was a Saturday evening, so I was able to park across the street, but directly in front, on I Street, saving myself from having to shell out 15 bucks for a parking garage space.
The wedding took place in a ground floor lobby; anyone walking or driving by on I Street had a clear view through large glass windows adjacent to the sidewalk. Chairs (just slightly more elegant than card table chairs) had been set up between six Ionic columns in the lobby.  In front there was a Japanese style gazebo draped with white curtains serving as a backdrop for the marriage ceremony.  

An usher asked if I was a friend of the bride or the groom so that he could seat me on the appropriate side.  I smiled, “Neither,” and escorted myself to a nice seat on the aisle near the front.  Waiting for the ceremony to begin, I waded through the 16-page program labeled “PLAYBILL.”   Apparently the bride, from Virginia, and groom, from California, had opted for a theme based on the theater, with the play entitled, “An Autumn Wedding,” starring Emily and Jamie.
The second page of the program told us that this was to be a three act play, with Act I being the Procession;  Act II, the Ceremony; and Act III, Husband and Wife.  The next page listed the 215 members of the cast by name, starting with “The Bride” and ending with the three “Readers.”  The next 8 pages provided detailed bio’s for each of “The Players.”  Let me give you a taste of these bio’s by quoting the exact words describing the minister, Melora Lynngood.

“Rev. Lynngood grew up in Los Angeles and attended Swarthmore College, coincidences  so close to Jamie that no other minister would be acceptable.  She now lives in Washington, DC with her partner and their new baby daughter.  Rev. Lynngood is a minister in the Unitarian Universalist faith tradition, which welcomes in all souls [their italics], encouraging each individual to follow his or her own spiritual path while working together to create a just society for all people and a sustainable planet for all beings.”

I am not kidding.

The wedding itself went rather smoothly.  The good Reverend smiled continuously and seemed pleased that the bride was showing way too much cleavage.  She ensured us that it really was a religious ceremony, although there was no mention of any god at any time.  The “Readings” were a selection of poems by Rumi, as translated by Coleman Banks.  Rumi, for the uninitiated, was an Islamic mystic and scholar who lived from 1207-73.  He began writing poems after an encounter with a dervish.  Much of his poetry centers around love, and the selection reflected that theme.  [e.g., “Lovers don’t finally meet somewhere.  They’re in each other all along.”]
As soon as the wedding party exited the aisle, the mother of the groom went outside onto the sidewalk and smoked pretty much continuously for the entire reception.  The hors d’oeuvres and beverages were great, and the sit-down meal for 180 was superb.  The two women next to me left early before being served, so I asked for, and received, a doggie bag with their dinners.   Maybe I should attend more of these California style weddings.
I thought you might like to know.
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