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“I do.”
The cactus on the kitchen table is dying. It has a disease. I know it’s diseased because it’s shriveling up from the roots to the tip. Turning white and falling over. It’s not from lack of watering or from over watering.

I reach into my bag of tricks and pull out a hula-hoop, no wait, a wedding ring, I squeeze it down around my hips and begin to gyrate, no I mean I slide it over her first and second knuckle and clench my toes together and my asshole; wedging it against the webbed skin between her fingers.

“You may kiss…”

I look around and see only bridesmaids’ teeth. All I can think about are their nipples and my cactus. I can’t do this, I need a change. Weight shifts from my right foot to my left. That’s better. We’re kissing. I blink. She throws the bouquet. Is she supposed to do that? I don’t know, I’ve never been to a wedding before this one. 
On my side of the chapel, mother is chewing what looks to be a dozen pieces of Nicorette. Her skin is yellow and shines from sweat. July 20th. My brother Michael nervously rubs his thick mustache with one hand, sitting on the other. His cheeks and forehead are red from the heat; he got the German side, I got the Italian. Next to him, Zeke checks his watch. The watch says everything is ‘ok’ and he relaxes, re-tucking his breast handkerchief after wiping his brow and exposed chest and underarms. Zeke is my best man and friend of seventeen years. Fifth grade, we were fat kids.
Her side: mom in bandages, dad asleep, sister Sally, and Sally’s miniature Doberman, Charlie.

It was my idea to have the wedding on my brother’s birthday. A day I can’t remember because I was 6 when he was born and subsequently busy playing house with the neighbor’s daughter in our backyard. He didn’t seem to mind when Francesca called to tell him. I wanted to honor him and Franny at the same time. Summer wedding, super day.
Forty-eight hours ago at the rehearsal dinner I decided to shave my head and my balls. I can’t remember if it was before the second course: salmon roe stuffed lamb with shitake puree and squid garnish; or just before desert: the server, drunk on rehearsal wine, dumped 139 fluffy baked soufflés onto F’s mother, F’s father frantically smearing the molten caramel sauce about her exposed face and arms. This isn’t the first time I wanted to shave my head, and usually I take a poll. 
“Hey Fran, what do you think if I shave my head?” I usually ask, leaning over from my computer chair or sometimes from the kitchen table. She’d be eating cereal for dinner, sitting Indian style on the countertop. 
She’d say “Please don’t shave your head, I like your curls – but do whatever you want.” Another spoon full of raisin bran “And don’t call my yoga Indian style.” This morning I jogged past the shopping center that has the Super Cheap Cutz and dropped $20 on Meg for the cut. The caramel topped soufflé left Fran’s mother burned pretty bad. 

Fran was burned up that I cut my hair. The photographer hadn’t yet taken our portrait. But I really feel much cleaner, lighter, more ready for business. My face says “Hey don’t fuck with me, I’m getting married to-mor-row.”
After the portraits, we had to meet up with the DJ booked for the after dinner party to write him a check. Half now, half later. I argued against having a DJ based on principle alone. An obsolete and ideologically intrusive dilettante imposing his foreign narratives associated with personal memories of stories that couldn’t possibly be accurately sequenced together appropriately unless he were so intimately connected to Franny and I that he could in fact recall all of her memories and my own simultaneously such that meaning is created and the playlist is effectively formed. Ironically enough he dated my college roommate six years ago - a real goofy looking kid, kind of ugly, kind of awkward. His head is really fat and his facial hair grows to the top most part of his cheek just beneath his eyelid. Skin looks like clay, beige-grey and rolled around in matching grey sand for stubble. His name is Ricky Banister and he’s a DJ. Zeke said that he’s the worst DJ this city has ever seen, and that he’s rich. Not like, “Don’t worry, my dad will pay for it,” rich - but more like “Suck my cock for 500 dollars and I’ll give you 50 dollars for every line of coke I can snort off your ass before I pass out.” He has this awful shiny second hand leather jacket that might fit an adolescent future James Dean and his legs are thick up to his ass which looks like he was born and bred to be a professional bowler. “I drive a Taurus” this says to me. “I know” I say to his ass. 
We arranged to meet in the parking lot out front of Super Cheap Cutz. Francesca and I are the only people in the parking lot. It’s a Sunday. I notice a car pull in on the far side and I slouch down into the seat, turning up the music. She notices him and steps out of the car, talking at him with her arms. 

DJ Ricky pulls up: in a Ford Contour. I was close. 

Moments leading up to the arrival of the stretch limousine to take us to the Rehearsal dinner, I called Zeke. He’s on his way over. He moved into the same apartment complex last year after he involuntarily quit his computer programming job: doctor’s orders.
“Mr. Kelso, if you don’t stop using the computer today, you will go blind.” Zeke rubs his eyes.
Three beers in the fridge, I offered Zeke the odd one if he talked me into or out of getting married in two days. He smiled and took the third beer. “You need a haircut. And shit man,” he points, “your cactus is dying.”

I say, “I know I need a haircut. Do you think this is edible?” reaching into the refrigerator grabbing at some fuzzy Chinese.

“I don’t think it’s oedipal at all and you should leave your poor mother out of making this decision.”
“no, Chinese” shaking the container.

“is it edible or oedipal?”

“Limo is here, lets roll.” I re-tuck my shirt and stomp into my shiny fucking shoes.
