MY BEST FRIEND’S WEDDING

BY VICKIE TAYLOR MURRAY

     “I was thinking perhaps an English fourteenth century wedding. What do you think Vickie?” My long time friend Brenda Joyce said, as she motioned for the young waiter to bring us another bottle of red bordeaux.

     “You mean A Camelot Wedding? Like King Author and Guinevier? I answered in response.

     “Exactly!”

     “That’s a wonderful idea!” 

     “Wonderful? You mean ROMANTIC!” My very much in love friend beamed with excitement.

     “Will this theme wedding you have in mind go along with the gown your aunt Anita insists you wear?”

     “I think so. I’ll wear a crown instead of a veil. What’d think?” she asked, reaching for the bottle of wine and nervously pouring us another glass.

     “I think it’s a terrific idea, but…” I paused to take a sip of my drink.

     “But what?” Brenda returned nervously.

     “Well, ah, what about…” I stuttered, attempting to choose my words carefully. “I was just curious how you intend to talk Bill into wearing a pair of tights, a cape and a tunic?” I laughed at the thought.

     “You just help me find the proper wedding coordinator and I’ll worry about Bill,” she teasingly returned.

     “A wedding coordinator?” I said with insult. “Have you forgotten who your best friend happens to be?”

     “But, it such a difficult task!” Brenda objected, nervously reaching for her wine glass. 

     “Okay! It’s settled.” I insisted sharply! “ We’ll use my restaurant, and my brother Joe and my father will take care of all the food and etc… Let’s make some notes and we’ll get the general stuff out of the way and then we’ll work on the menu.”

     “Oh, God! I can’t let you and your family do all that work!” She objected again.

     “Nonsense! That’s the business my family and I are in- that’s is to say the food and beverage industry, this theme wedding of yours… well, that’s a different story, but… hey, how hard can it be!” I responded playfully, HAVING NO IDEA! …

     Half-tipsy and three bottles of red bordeaux later, here’s what we came up with, and I might add, at about half the cost of hiring a wedding coordinator. Of course, I realize not everyone is as lucky as my friend Brenda to have a friend like myself, who just happens to own their own Restaurant and Bar- AND happens to have a father and a brother that are both CHEF’s! But even so, a lot of things on a theme wedding of ANY nature can be done without the assistance, or the expensive, of a wedding coordinator… Especially, if one’s funds are limited…

     Instead of hiring a calligrapher to make scroll-type invitations using Old English writing- and having them roll the pieces of parchment paper into tubes and sealing them with a wax seal, and then stamping each seal with the couples initials- We used a computer, light weight construction paper, and then rolled the pieces of papers in a scroll shape, using different colored ribbons to tie around each invitation. We, used stickers with the couples initials to seal the scrolled invitations.

     Since Brenda’s aunt wanted her to use her old wedding gown- which was a close fitting gown with a scoop neckline and long, tight fitting sleeves, and full skirt just below the hipline- We had a friend of ours attach a long train at the shoulders of the gown and add a silver coteharide. In place of a veil Brenda wore a crown that we glued lots of colored crystals, gemstones and beads to… The affect was really wonderful… She decided to carry the traditional bridal bouquet in place of the traditional white bible of that time period.

     We didn’t worry too much about the color scheme of things- we just asked all the guest to dress according to that time period- that is except for the wedding party. Several of our friends, Millie, Mary, and Tonya made the knee-length tunics, capes, and jazzed-up over-sized floppy hats with feathers and etc… for the men in the wedding party, we purchased standard tights for leggings and boot-type house-slippers for the men to wear in place of shoes or boots. We both agreed the men in the wedding party didn’t have to wear helmets, arm shields & etc- However, we did hire a few, young local actors at the local theater house to dress the part for the wedding processional.

     The bridesmaids wore very comfortable sheer nylon and lace loose fitting dresses, matching the bride’s coteharide. No trains. We have several friends who offered their services, beauticians, by trade- they braided the bridesmaids hair with beaded jewels- the colors matched the bride’s crown of gemstones and beads.

     The flower girls, were two four-year old twins, who were dressed as the bridesmaids except, they wore cone-shaped veiled hats. Their job like any other wedding, was to spread fragrant rose petals along the bridal path… They were adorable.

     The ring bearer was also dressed as the best man- A page. The rings were attached to a velvet ribbon and tied to a scroll.

     The church was decorated with candles along the alter- flower garlands along the sides of the benches. We were too afraid to display open flamed torches.

     The music- we hired a couple of high school bagpipe musicians and a bugler to announce the royal couple.

     In place of the usual rice throwing or bubbles we used a confetti cannon.

     We rented a horse and carriage to take the newlyweds to my restaurant. The owners of the horse and carriage decorated the carriage with flowers and ribbons. 

     As for my place of business for that evening, it was closed to the public. I magically turned my restaurant into a Romantic Camelot for an evening- Round Table and all!
     I asked my employees to use phrases like ‘your majesty’ and etc… I replaced the restaurant’s reservations book in the lobby with a large scroll for the guest book- those invited could sign in using a quill pen.

      For music and entertainment, I hired a court jester, a magician, a juggler, a harp player and a mandolin player. Again, all entertainers were from the local theater house and mostly high school or college students.

      Next came the food…

     My brother, Joe has many talents in the kitchen of a restaurant including those of an ice carver. His rendition of King Author’s Castle left me at a loss for words. I was truly amazed…

      The raw bar consisted of; clams, steamed mussels, oysters, and shrimp… 

     The salads; Amienoise- a salad of Belgian- apples, lettuce, and walnuts- A spinach salad in a flaky bakery shell- fresh spinach, onions, bacon bits, hard boiled eggs, curtons topped with a warm sweet & sour vinegar dressing…

      An assorted array of h’ors de oevres; heart toasts with salmon roe caviar and sour cream- smoked salmon with herb mayonnaise and cucumber sauce- summer beef salad lined with watercress- and, lemon chicken with saut’eed lemon sauce…
     The Main Meal; hearty roast beef- roast pig- roast lamb- And, grilled sword fish on skewers…
     Brenda passed on the hearty meat pies dishes and stews…
     Vegetables; Haricots Blanc Sauce Picarde (roughly translated; dried white haricot beans simmered with onion & carrots topped with a thick onion sauce)- Gratin de Choufleur Picarde (cauliflower topped with a thick onion sauce)- Asperges A’ La Normande (asparagus topped with cream and baked)… The bride to be’s favorite…

     Soups; Soupe au Cresson Cauchoise (cream of watercress)- And, Potage Roscovite Au Choufleur (cauliflower and potato soup) …

     Assorted fruit balls garnished with strawberrys and assorted cheeses…

     Breads; carrot muffins- pumpkin muffins- cranberry and orange muffins- black bread- lemon poppyseed rolls and hearty yeast rolls…

     Desserts; An incredible wedding cake by my father, Chef Milford Taylor- Ameratto cream pie- Grand Mandier’ cream pie- And, Old English Style bread pudding in vanilla sauce…

     As you might imagine it was truly a wedding and a meal fit for a KING and QUEEN!

     Everything was set in place and in proper working order the glorious event was only a few short hours away… I was busy at work assisting Brenda with her gown and the usual things one does to help a friend on her special day…

     “For goodness sakes Brenda! Calm down. You look beautiful… The gown is magnificent. Your hair is perfect… Everything is taken care of… Bill phoned and said to remind you not to forget to wear the earrings that belong to his mother, so we know he’s not going leave you at the alter, right?” I mused teasingly attempting to calm my friend down. “What could possibly go wrong?” 

     She glared at me suspiciously. “Umm. I don’t know. But there’s something. I feel it! Don’t you feel it?” she insisted crossing the room and flopping down in her grandmother’s old antique rocker.

     “There is nothing missing!” I said with insistence. “It’s just the jitters… You know, a lot of people get them just before the wedding.” I smiled crossing the room to join her.

     She shook her head stubbornly. “No! That’s not it… There’s something we forgot.” She returned knowingly, as she nervously sat there clicking her long fingernails on the arm of the rocker. She looked thoughtful.

     “Okay. Fine. Let’s go over everything. Hey, if it will help…” I was saying when she cut in.

     “We sent out all the invitations,” she said. I nodded.

     “We got back all the confirmations,” she said. I nodded.

     “The church is ready,” she said. I nodded.

     “The cake is ready,” she said. I nodded.

     “The food is ready,” she said. I nodded.

     “The employees are all in place,” she said. I nodded.

     “The horse and carriage…”

     “Are ready,” I offered, getting bored with her silly insistence of something missing.

     She leveled her gaze on me. “And?” she said in a forced whisper, as her eyes widened in horror.

     “And what For Chrissakes, Brenda!” I snapped losing all self-control.

     “You did hire a photographer didn’t you?” she asked excitedly.

     I slowly nodded yes, but my words came out, “no. I thought you said you would take care of that!” We both stared at one another speechlessly for several silent moments.

     An instant later she squealed out. “See, I told you there was something we forgot!” she swallowed excitedly.

     “Swell.” My one word response. “Okay, try not to panic. I’ll think of something.” I offered not really knowing what I was going to do.

     The next instant I fled the room almost dying of heart failure, and almost knocking Brenda’s poor old grammy Joyce on her fanny. I instinctively reached out to stop her from falling. Thank God!

     “Where ya off to in such a rush?” she asked, still half-winded from our impact.

     “Are you all right grammy Joyce?” I asked with reluctance, hating the thought of the guilt I would have to endure if I had’ve actually hurt the poor old woman.

     “I’m fine dear,” she said in response, attempting to straighten her dress- which by the way never had a wrinkle on it. 

     “Oh, God! Grammy Joyce. I … I … I have to hurry up and find a photographer. Brenda and I forgot…”

     “Calm down my dear. That’s not a problem. I’ll take care of it. I have someone in mind, don’t give it another thought.” She said smiling sweetly, and patting my hand. Relived, I swallowed hard, thanked the Lord, and returned to doing what it was that I was doing before my near death experience!

     At the wedding I was much too excited to pay very much attention to all the flash cubes going off every few seconds during the ceremony. Or the few young fellows casually strolling around getting everything on video tape. But, I could hardly wait to see them after the photographs had been developed.

Well, as it turns out… The wedding was amazing... The food superb! … And, the photographs… Well, let’s just say- hiring a wedding coordinator might not have been such a bad idea after all! …  After all, they’re paid not to forget anything!

     Or perhaps the lesson to be learned from my story is; for all those couples out there, that are planning to marry in the near future… No matter what the theme of their wedding, the size, or the budget… DON’T FORGET TO HIRE A PROFESSIONAL PHOTOGRAPHER  as one of the top few things to do first when planning your wedding!
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