A wedding.
From above, a  mockingbird’s eye view, it was a lovely, pastoral setting along the fringes of the piney woods. A light breeze stirred the air. 
The music was provided by the mockingbird, a lilting melody of joy and happiness. 
The bride was lovely, wearing a dress and shoes. Covering her head was a white, lace shawl. 
The groom seemed nervous. Fidgety. 
The “Pastor,” a Notary Public, a kindly old man who had been living here since 1842 and the Armed Occupation Act of that year, seemed at ease, though somber at his task. 
The bridesmaid was lovely as well, wearing her “Sunday” dress, one she had not had occasion to wear in a long time. She beamed.
As did the best man. He was a young man, a boy actually, with slender features and sandy hair. 
The bride’s mother, dressed in a slightly frayed but clean, pressed dress, cried.
The father of the bride stood next to his wife, his arm around her. He smiled, contentedly. 
The guests gathered around and looked on with interest and affection as the nuptials were spoken by the “Pastor.”
“Do you, Ozzy, take this … woman?”
“I do.”
“And do you, Susan, take this man?”
“I do.”
“Then you may kiss the bride.”
All grew silent, even the mockingbird paused in mid-song, as the bride and groom looked into each other’s eyes.
And looked into each other’s eyes.
After a moment for awkward giggles, the Pastor utilized his eyes to nudge the groom onward.
Nothing. More stifled giggles. 
Finally, the maid of honor utilized her eyes to tell the best man that he should do his duty and give the groom a little nudge, which he did.
This seemed to get the attention of the groom. 
Still, he hesitated, prompting the maid of honor to give the bride a nudge.
This seemed to help, and it only took a couple more nudges to produce the desired effect.
The kiss.
It would not be one to go down in the annals of wedding-dom, but lips did indeed meet, at least enough for the Pastor to announce the deal sealed. 
With a sigh of relief, he declared, “By the powers vested in me, I now pronounce you husband and wife!”
The guests cheered, the bride and groom glowed, and the mockingbird belted out a rousing version of Felix Mendelssohn’s Wedding March.

