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BARNYARD WEDDING

I’m sitting in the middle of the lawn where the green grass is mixed with some 

patches of yellow and brown. On a tiny dirt sidewalk, a pathway of ants is lined up, 

carrying twigs on their backs to build their homes.  In front of this quaint Indiana house, 

family and friends are gathered to celebrate Justin and Heidi’s wedding.  The small 

bungalow beside Route 43 sits alone in the middle of a cornfield where the nearest 

neighboring house can be seen in the distance, a small dot on the horizon.  The band 

plays in front of a worn-out barn, grey as the cotton clouds that gather above and 

forming figures that bear a resemblance to the faces of Greek philosophers.

I was never one for weddings in my twenties. But a lot of things are different now, 

and this is also a different sort of wedding. Besides, I’m working.

The military beat from the drum sounds and goats graze, sharpening their horns. 

The wind blows on a woman’s fake blond perm as she head-bangs, excited by the heavy 

melodies of the solo guitar. The cheap aroma of her shampoo reaches my nostrils.  Her 

lips are burgundy and when she smiles I notice the lipstick has dyed her teeth the same 

color. The two front ones are parted and there is a dark gap between them, like a tunnel 

that lights up only when a train comes from far away.  

She hangs around in the crowd, with a crystal bubble glass filled with Chianti,  

immersing herself in a fog of barbecue.  The same smoke takes over Heidi’s 

grandmother’s curly-puffy hairdo. A bunch of bald uncles and messy kids that stuff their 

faces with cup cakes frosted with the American flag colors. 



I’m in a weird mood. I don’t know how I feel. I’m sitting here, watching, trying to 

catch a hint of what I want, maybe.

The bride requests a song in which, to my mind, the melody matches the oranges, 

fuchsias, and blues of the descending sunset.  Her locks of hair are bursting with big, 

shiny-damp curls, and resemble a mountain of onion rings right out of the fryer.  The 

speakers suddenly let out the sound of orchestral strings playing,  “The Blue Danube, 

Opus 410.”  The groom takes his bride’s hand, and they gaze at each other with smiles 

stretching across their faces.  They begin to move to the sway of the three-four rhythms 

as they dance. The edges of Heidi’s ivory bridal gown wrap around Justin’s white pant 

legs.

I haven’t taken anything. I haven’t even drunk much wine, but I might as well be on 

acid. It’s that kind of a day for some reason. A good day for taking pictures.

As the rhythms of the waltz become more intense, a swarm of mosquitoes pulsates 

around a lamp that hangs from a rusty corner of the barn.  A kid plays with a ceramic 

ornament bell suspended on top of some flowers, and their colors change from stunning 

yellow pudding to deep wine. 

When the dance concludes, the band debates which song to pick next for this 

special occasion. After a brief exchange between the members of the group, Justin 

dedicates a number to Heidi, his new wife.  She looks around at everyone and all eyes are 

on her. Her eye shadow and mascara blend with her tears, and she wipes the whole mess 

out of her sight.  Justin grabs the microphone while looking behind him towards the 

drummer, who crashes the cymbals, starting the next song.  Justin, with his Roger Daltrey-ish 

Afro, matching white jeans and shirt, and black-and-white checkered vans, belts out his first 

scream at the top of his lungs.  



A fat guy in his mid-thirties, dressed up like a teenager, wearing trashed Doc. 

Martens and skinny, ripped blue jeans, walks across the lawn, trying to light up his 

cigarette.  He bangs his shaved head, with a tattoo of a peacock, sounding like a train 

about to arrive at a terminal.  

When the song is about to end, the people applaud, standing up from their seats. 

Some of them start to chase after the goats, which have been frightened into running out 

of their hay-full barn.  The mosquitoes get impatient and the people sitting at the table 

eating greasy burgers begin to slap their arms, legs and feet, as if performing a dissonant 

composition by John Cage.

“Hey there, Billy Goat. Hey there, Billy Goat,” a voice speaks. This voice sounds 

familiar to me, but I cannot figure out why.  I am experiencing some sort of déjà vu, that 

minute of confusion like a camera flash striking in your eyes the second the shutter button 

is being pushed down. 

I turn to see where the sound is coming from but the LCD miniature screen of the 

camera says to “change the batteries.”  As I reach in the camera bag to grab some charged 

triple A’s, I hear this voice again, approaching closer.  Then the voice stops and the sound of 

the harmonica replaces it.  I suddenly realize I can recognize that face: it is Jimbo carrying his 

daughter Luli on his shoulders, while he plays a blues on his harmonica to the goats in the 

barn.  

They both look much better in person than in that MySpace picture. Making sure 

Jimbo doesn’t notice me, I quickly change the batteries in my camera. I,switch the mode dial 

from “Auto” to “Movie” then, abruptly press “Record.”  He plays the harmonica a bit more 

and stops, pets one of the goats, and says to the animal with a bubbly, baby-like timbre in his 

voice: “Hey there Billy Goat, Hey there Billy Goat, How ya doin’ baby?” 



Once I’ve turned the camera around and am looking through the viewfinder, a 

middle aged guy with a feather in his bowler shows me his middle finger.  I guess he is 

not into cam recorders.  I press the “Stop” button and the red-flashy dot disappears 

from the mini-screen. The harmonica sounds again and I bump into Jimbo. He waves at 

me dismissively and his thick wedding band glimmers. He looks distracted as he nods his 

head without stopping to play the harmonica and carrying his daughter on top of his 

shoulders.  We cross paths and, as Jimbo and his daughter continue strolling along, I look 

back towards them.  Our eyes clash.  I blush. He smiles. Now his daughter is playing the 

harmonica that he was playing, sucking at it and making sounds.  A drop of spit oozes 

from her lips as she drools on his brown hair. I turn away, pretending to take pictures 

while I focus the lens on them, spying through them as if the camera were a telescope.  I 

zoom in and out, following where they go until they enter the house and vanish. 

Frustrated, I shut off the camera.

Jimbo was Martin’s best friend. Martin and I used to date in high school. Jimbo used 

to be the guy that every girl in school wanted to have, but he just dated punks who were 

into music, drugs, and casual sex.  He didn’t go for other girls outside that scene, and those 

punk girls were mostly groupies, because he played in a garage band, the last Sid Vicious in 

town.  Martin was the opposite.  He was more reserved or more down to earth. He dated 

normal girls like me, like I used to be. 

Since Jimbo wouldn’t leave him alone, Martin finally joined the punk band with him 

to be cool.  Shortly after that, he dumped me and started dating punk girls.  Martin has a 

MySpace as well. He sent me a request many months ago, but I ignored it.  Instead, I 

accepted Jimbo’s request, but I’m sure he doesn’t know who I am amongst his 1165 

“friends.” We’d never even exchanged a message. But I found myself checking his MySpace 



page out of loneliness and nostalgia more often than I should.  

I’d been stalking him on the Internet, looking at all the pictures he had posted 

there.  One of them shows Martin partially bald, hugging two Playboy bunnies wearing 

provocative outfits and wearing a Santa Claus hat. They are in a bar called “Las Vegas.” 

Disgusting. 

When I came across Jimbo’s pictures with his little daughter Luli--he had tagged 

her in the picture--I felt warm all over.  For some reason, I wanted that, to have a family, a 

daughter.  I was attracted to him. He looked to be settled man, a man that had stopped 

being an immature brat and moved on to a stage of adulthood.  I know that I haven’t 

seen him for the last fourteen years but I would have never imagined Jimbo this way, and 

the surprise of it was part of my attraction. 

He seemed like such a punk back when I knew him, always self-involved, not caring 

about anyone, just like Martin. Martin dumped me without caring about how much I loved 

him back in the days.  I remember one time when Martin and I arranged to go to the 

movies and meet at the door of the theater, by the popcorn counter.  When I got there, he 

was flirting with other girls, chewing gum and eating ice cream with them.  He was talking 

about his garage punk band while they laughed. When he saw me, he pretended not to 

know me.  I was in shock.  He walked away with them, leaving me behind.  I didn’t even 

bother to call his name.

It is pitch dark now and the moon is the only source of light.  Kids gather around as 

they collect dried foliage for some kindling to make a bonfire.  I still can’t believe how 

people change.  I always thought that Martin and Jimbo were going to be punks for the rest 

of their lives, committed to their anarchist beliefs.  But who knows, maybe Jimbo hadn’t 

changed at all.  It might be me who had. I liked to think I have become more mature and 



analytical. But there are days that I still don’t even know what I want.  While wondering 

about all this, I see Jimbo gathering sticks and dry leaves with his daughter.

A kid runs into me and I fall.  As I compose myself, trying to get my hair out of my 

eyes, a hand reaches towards me.

“Are you okay?” a voice says. 

“Yes,” I reply.

“I am sorry. My girl’s a bit anxious today.  She’s only one and when she sees other 

kids, she goes nuts.”

Looking up, I realize that the voice is Jimbo’s. His big, black, penetrating eyes stare 

down at me. He is half confused for a second and frowns as if he has my name on the tip 

of his tongue.  Does he recognize me?

“Ahh.  I understand. Don’t worry. I’ll be all right.”

“You want a beer?”

“Mmm. Well, I am working. I don’t know.”

A voice coming from the stage yells towards Jimbo. “Hey, are you ready to jam?”

“Yeah, I’ll be there in a second.” Jimbo calls back gruffly. Then, to me, in a softer voice 

he says, “I think that I know you from somewhere… Are you…?”

“Matilda. The ex-girlfriend of the asshole friend of yours from high school.”

“Wow! Martin’s ex-girlfriend?”

“Yes. Indeed.”

“But you have changed a lot! You have shorter hair and look, look—” 

“Say it! Skinnier?”

“Mmm…well, yeah…that was fourteen years ago though.”

Jimbo doesn’t look like a punk anymore, which makes me a bit sad even as I’m glad 



he seems to have changed. Maybe I’m just sad because I realize how long ago we stopped 

being teenagers. Back then, I didn’t stay normal for long. Something inside of me had 

always wanted me to be a punk girl when I was dating Martin, and even more so when 

he dumped me. But I didn’t wanted to upset my mother, who would have a panic attack if 

I decided to straighten or spike my boring curly hair. So, when I moved out of my mom’s 

house, my curly hair was replaced by dreadlocks, I sold my car to buy my first Pentax 

K1000 and with some remaining money I bought a fuchsia Schwinn varsity road bike for 

twelve dollars. That was the day that I became myself, the day that I became the punk I 

wanted to be.

The band starts to jam and Jimbo leaves me abruptly, without excusing himself. 

Heidi, the bride, joins the rest of the band to play the saxophone, and Jimbo’s father plays 

the guitar and sings blues.  The first flame of fire begins to grow right next to the barnyard 

and pretty soon flames lick the leaves of the trees above. Kids and their parents, siblings and 

friends gaze at the fire as they approach the heat, their pupils reflecting the shapes of 

crackle and their faces illuminated orange. I ask a mother with her child to pose for me.  A 

strange sensation comes over me suddenly.  I wish to be that women for just a second, right 

on the other side of this lens, happy with a family and comfort.

“I said I know it's only rock 'n roll but I like it, I said I know it's only rock' n roll but I 

like it, like it, yes, I do Oh, well, I like it, I like it, I like it…” shouts Jimbo’s father with a raspy 

voice. He plays the guitar sloppily and it slides because of the bump in his belly.  

Agitated, Jimbo jumps off the stage and heads my way. He chugs his beer and then 

he wipes his lips with his forearm.

“Hey, here’s a beer for you!” Jimbo hands me a Three Floyds.

“Thanks.” I give him a nervous smile, holding back a little, keeping myself from being 



too friendly.   I like him, how gentle and attentive he has become. The idea that he is a 

parent, that he wears a wedding ring, stops me from really showing my feelings towards 

him.

“Hey Matilda, can you take a picture of us?” says Heidi, hugging Justin next to the 

bonfire.

“Sure, but one with a kiss and one looking at the camera, all right?”

Besides this being a gig for me, I am glad that I can be Heidi’s photographer at her 

wedding.  It’s is an honor to be recognized by her as someone with talent, since she always 

has been the favorite student at our photography classes.  I wish she had pursued 

photography as a career like me, but for her it just became a hobby.

The happy couple smile at the camera lens.  Click.  The flash of light saturates them 

in white, blinding them for a brief moment.  All of a sudden, I begin to track with my 

memory the last time I had been passionately kissed by someone.  I can’t seem to 

remember.  My mind is blank, like trying to browse for that answer when I press enter on 

the keyboard, expecting Google to give me exactly what I am looking for. It remains blank. 

A chill strikes my skin and I see goose bumps invading my body.  I need someone to kiss, 

perhaps Jimbo. But I know that I am not his type.  I never was. Now he might be married. 

He is a grown man. He seems happy, living a comfortable life. I don’t want to think about 

this when I am working, but these weddings always make me think about being loved.

I start to wander around with the camera, trying to focus on my work rather than 

on the emptiness I feel seeing others joyful.  The sound of random people talking to each 

other fills the air, a noise of infinite conversations. The jamming band goes on and on, 

sometimes playing the same song over again, like a jukebox at a dive bar.  No one cares; 

everyone seems to be enjoying themselves drinking beer, flirting, laughing, drinking, laughing 



and drinking again.

I continue wandering.  

A group of people do jell-o shots simultaneously.  

Click. 

Click.  

A guy lies in his own vomit.  

Click.  

Oh, wait; maybe I should erase that one… 

A couples makes out in a dark corner. I quickly change the aperture, wishing for a 

second it was Jimbo and I.

Click.

Jimbo tuning an electric guitar.  

Click.  

My palms break out in an unusually cold sweat as I struggle to push the shutter 

button.  I should stop drinking.

He downs his Heineken and does a shot of Bushmill’s with Justin.  Cautiously, before 

he does the shot, he winks at me.  I take another picture.  He unbuttons his shirt. I take 

another picture. I decide maybe I’ll grab another beer after all, even though I shouldn’t.

I pretend to get lost among the multitude. I grab a beer from the cooler next to a 

tree.  It’s the only can of beer left, floating on the melted ice.  I open it and I drink it.  The 

last beer of the summer and I am thirsty, my mouth dry like I just woke up. 

Moving nearer to the bonfire, I join the kids playing and singing kindergarten songs. 

The music in the background comes and goes as the wind moves it from place to place.  I 

think of grabbing my coat from inside the house, but not just yet.  Not until I get my 



paycheck at the end of the night. 

 “I said I know it's only rock ‘n roll but I like it I said I know it's only rock' n roll 

but I like it, like it, yes, I do Oh, well, I like it, I like it, I like it…” the same song again. 

Jimbo’s father again, but he seems to be losing his balance on stage, and his voice too. 

Suddenly, the bass player’s amp shuts off.  The music stops abruptly and the lights go out 

on the stage.  The patio darkens and all at once only the bonfire, along with the moon, 

and the glow of natural light, illuminates us.

My bladder swells and my urge to find the bathroom grows.  This is what I hate 

about beer.  As I walk by the stage, I hear Jimbo’s father and the bass player arguing.

“What the fuck, man?” the bass player shouts.

“Who killed the lights?” Jimbo’s father responds, coolly.

“Man, this is bullshit, if my amp’s blown your ass is paying for it,” the bass player fires 

back.

“Calm down, kid… It’s only rock and roll,” says Jimbo’s father.

I reach the bathroom door and knock.   No one seems to respond, so I proceed to 

open the door. I unbutton my blue jeans; I push them down and sit on the toilet.  My crotch 

feels like an open fire hydrant at the corner of a neighborhood block on a summer evening. 

Lowering my head, I catch my face in my hands, supporting the weight of my head with my 

elbows on my knees.  As I gaze towards the floor, the aroma of ammonia and sulfur fills my 

nostrils. 

Relieved but dizzy, I compose myself as I rise up from the toilet, dribbling a little bit 

on the seat.  As I open the bathroom door to get out, I bump into Jimbo, who is trying to 

get in.  

“Oh, excuse me,” I say.



He pushes me back inside the bathroom as he mumbles something I don’t quite 

understand.

“What are you doing man?” I whisper to him.  “Are you nuts?”

“Shh. I said I have to tell you something…” he says.

He locks the door.

“Have you ever…?” He mumbles indistinctly.

The lights go off.

“Aren’t you married? Where’s Luli?” I whisper back fiercely.

“Shhh…I always wished I could…” More mumbling.

I feel his sandy hands grabbing my neck, touching my chest and my cleavage.  I feel 

the heat from his alcohol breath on me.  I cannot see anything.  It’s completely dark. 

Breathing deeply, not moving a muscle, I don’t know what to do.  Someone knocks the 

door.

“Shhh,” Jimbo whispers in my ear.

He grabs my face and his wet tongue enters my mouth like a flame.  He pushes me 

against the wall and our tongues play the game like a ferocious tide on the beach, one wave 

on top of another wave. I grab his buttocks and I feel the sweat on his rack.  Someone 

insistently knocks the door again. 

He licks my neck and I suck his ear, drilling the orifice with the tip of my tongue.  His 

earwax is bitter and pasty.  We are all alone and we don’t care.

“C’mon.  Fucking open the door now!  Who is in there?” A man growls from the 

other side.

“I said I know it's only rock 'n roll but I like it I said I know it's only rock' n roll but I 

like it, like it, yes, I do, Oh, well, I like it, I like it, I like it…” sounds from the outside again, this 



time with acoustic guitars, while our breathing rhythm gets heavier and heavier as we 

cover each other in fluids, saliva, bites, salty licks, and then feel each other inside. We are 

by ourselves. We don’t care.

The power comes on and the three bulbs that hang from the top of the mirror 

now illuminate the bathroom.  My hair is all messed up and my black mascara smeared, 

even though it is waterproof.  He pulls his pants up and attempts to open the door to 

get out without even looking at me or saying anything.

But I suddenly start to cough intensely and violently, with an involuntary severe 

wheezing, breathing both in and out.

“What’s going on with you?” he asks.

I cough and cough, shake my head. There’s nothing in here for me. I feel like I am 

about to explode.

I grab my camera, push him and open the door. I find my way out to my car as I 

continue coughing.  I start the engine up and step on the accelerator.  At the first red light, I 

look at the rearview mirror.

I open the window and spit out a piece of gum that has lost its minty flavor. All these 

fuckers are all the same. Jimbo, it turns out, had not changed at all. 

But maybe I have.
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