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Standing before me is the most beautifull women of the day. Dark shoulder length hair framing a smiling face with smiling brown eyes beamed at me. She stands five feet and two inches in flats. Her gown is modest and full length. Her mother was adjusting the veil. Her father, the father of the bride, proudly behind her. I am the bride in the mirror before me, and he is my dad.

"Are you ready, pumpkin?" my dad asked. He stood five feet ten inches. As far as I was concerned he was the second most handsome man that in my life. His name is Tommy James Green. His friends call him TJ, but I call him daddy.

"Oh, yes, daddy." I turned around and faced him.

"You are the prettiest thing here. You look like your mother did twenty years ago." He held his arm out for me.

I took his elbow as he guided me out of the room, down the hall, and into the vestibule. Mom followed behind. Daddy and I stood back behind the wedding party. Mom moved into the sanctuary as one of the groomsmen lead her to her seat.

The music shifted in tempo setting the wedding party in motion. The flower girl tossed pink and red petals while the ring barer concentrated on walking at a pace little boys are not accustom to walk. Each of the brides-maids moved in step single file down the center isle in time to the music. My high school friend, my best friend, as maid-of-honor was last, leaving me and daddy waiting our turn.

Once again the music changed tempo. Everyone in the sanctuary stood as one and turned their smiles towards me. I whispherd, "This is our que, daddy."

We stepped in time with the music and in sync with each other. The small door on the right side of the platform opened and out stepped the groom and his groomsmen. They took their place on stage completing the wings of attendents on each side of the minister. 


1

