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with a drummer named Pete Best,
Timothy Leary was teaching at Har-
vard. R. Crumb was designing greet-
ing cards in Cleveland. J. Edgar Hoo-
ver was head of the FBL

Me, I was getting married.

What one wore to one's wedding
wos 0 tuxedo, Since hardly anybody
actually owned one, they had fo be
rented. | got mine out on Pico, one
of those long, palm-clutiered streets
that plod monotonously from ceniral
Los Angeles to the Pacific Ocean. My
jacket was a shade of dusty oream,
white being correct from May Day to
Labor Day. Black was for winter, the
more serious seasom, when treaties
are signed and cabinet officers die.

For a flat fee, vou got the jacket

suspende
were dnﬁnrt:-ly supposed to po either

‘up or down, I forget which) and studs

(little jeweled dumbells which
quired the fingers of a surgeon to
urge them through the tiny starched
holes), You also got the mnjn‘hmr
chuckling over your upcoming mar-
ringe as he measured your insoam,
using the same insinuating paternal

tone that flower shop owners affected

when you purchased a corsage.
Everybody looks terrible in a tux-

edo except Cary Grant and people |
who look Fke Cary Grant. But look-

ing good wasn't the point. The point

was to look dressed up.

by Jon Cavrall

¢
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The date was Sept. 1, 1963, John | (the shoulders were llm:i'i too big My hﬂ:m‘iu-hw-m-h: took me o
F. Kennedy had two and a hall more mdth&mnthun;fmm pads like hiimh-rhu day bhefore the
months to live, Richard Mixon had a lablecloth), shirt [Iﬁ formica), wedding. 1 got a haircut, a shave
retired from politics the year before.  pants (with the black silk stripe run-  (staring at the ﬂllllng. my face cov-
John Lennon and his mates were play-  ning down the leg), clipoon bow-tie, ered with hot foam, the practiced
ing a sleazy nighiclub in Hamburg rs, cummerbund (the ridges  strokes of the slralght razor like a

feather across my neck) and a mani-
cure while the barber and my father-

in-law-to-be talked about when my

wife-to-be was just a little girl. Other

customers joined in with tales of their

_children and how they grew up fast,

flecting mirrors e
B summer b e >
Saturday, and =1L
they sald the | = ' =!
things they were L=k
supposed 10 say, Nl TH "
because they were “*' Rl
u:ppnled to say RN :
bhem. Back Declsions About
Furniture




These pages of Rags are copyrighted by Baron Wolman and the authors,
and cannot be reproduced without permission.

-then, nobody had to make up his own :

lines.

The wedding was al the
“Marina Hotel, a hoxy strocture off
Sepulveda near the LA Airport. Lots
of stewardesses staved there. 1t wos
“wery new  (indeed, construction had

not been finished- ond if you opened
the wrong door you were likely to
find vourself outside in a2 ‘maze of

boards and sawhorses) and the res-
son we were there, a5 opposed to the
Beverly Hilton or the Bel Air, was
that the Airport Marina had hired
gway the best caterer in town. At
least, the mothers’ underground (a
mysterious and powerful organization,
akin io the CIA but more ruthless)
said he was the best caterer in fown.

He made Chicken Kiew for 173

people, and it was very good. Maybe
he was the best,

I'd had a stag party two days before
the wedding, in a room we had rented
at the Hiltop Hotel in downtown LA,
a comfortable distance from our par-
ents, We had dinner in the room, 12
jovial college students playing at life,
and lots of boore—bourbon and vod-
ka mostly, mixed with & progressive-

ly peculiar procession of fuids. The:

high point of the evening was a siag
film which my best man, a tall, pear-
shaped fellow named Bob Carr, had
purchased in Tijuans i great personal
sacrifice,

The movie was called The Shick.
The alleged Arab and his Indy Wwere

shown fucking on a table for some
minutes, The man kept his lennis
shoes on throughout, The film was
wery scratchy. We ran it frontwards a
few times, then we ran it backwards a
few times (sperm retreating into the
penis), then we tried to project it out

- the window onto the building across
- the street. Then one person threw up,

and several more went to sleep, and
Bob Carr and I took all the ice cream
left over from dessert and threw it on
the tiled walls above the bathtub and
watched the pistachio and strawberry
slump down the wall info the tub,
leaving a sticky green and pink trail
on the wall,

Bob Carr now works for the 1.8,
State Department in Afghanistan,

The wedding was called for one in
the afternoon. “Called for” it one of
those phrases that people scem to save
in' their minds from Big Event to Big
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Bvent. Called for. It sounds wvery
elassy.

We had to be at the hotel at ning.
Thit was 50 we could put on our fux-
edos, prease por hair down (some-
hody gave me a small tin of some su-
per hair prease from Europe that re-
toiled for 55 an ounce; it made my
hinir look like a wet tire), got our pic-
tures faken, and still have two houvrs
to stare out the window,

So we sat there, me. Boh Carr, my
father, her father and the three ushers.
Conversation was hindered by the
solemnity of the occasion and the
chasm of the penerations., Mv father
talked to her father about the Dodpgers.
Bob Carr made a few jokes ahout mis-
placing the ring. Eventually, the rabbi
arrived, said some professionally hu-
morous things—the old veieran relax-
ing the rookies—and then drew me
aside to sign the licenze, Then the
wshers went ouf to ush and her father

years later, 1 finally comprehended the  When she reached | © .o | =«

assumption—that i's embarrassing to ~ the platform, and |~ O o

have a woman hear you piss—J was I looked ot her ok LN

stunned. ] legs as she went AL
by. She had good b
legs. e

The groom is the least important Then the doors b
member of the wedding. He sneaks in

A Wedding Band
for Brad
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ish weddings, the bride and the gr

drink out of the same glass and
that glass is broken. Nobody el

guing to get a taste of that
sweet wine, The symbolism gets
muddy. | had & terror of failin




