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1. 
Two homosexual women shiver in February at Long Beach, on the west coast of 
Vancouver Island, beachcombing during low tide, wearing anoraks, fleeces, heavy boots.  
They are not whispery, vaporous, gauzy.  The waves crash behind them, wild and 
combustible.  There is an unholy wind, which has driven heterosexuals indoors to moon 
at each other over Oysters Rockefeller.  In the case of our women, the wind does not 
whip hair, because our women have short hair.  Very short, in fact razor trims above their 
ears.  Gelled tufts atop.  Already we are in the realm of queer.  Shyly, one woman asks 
the other woman if she thinks, maybe, they should maybe get married.  Maybe.  It sounds 
lik ������e a cast-off comment, like nothing special.  Except that it is Valentine’s Day. 
 “Married?” says the second woman, her voice sucked away by the wind.  She 
does not understand this as a proposal; her lover is not on bended knee.  
 “I want to be with you all my life,” says the first woman.   
 The second woman just frowns.  “I want to be with you, too,” she says.  “But, 
jiminy crickets, marriage?” 
 “But marriage is what I want,” says the first woman, then deflates and sighs.  “I 
think.”  She is the first to admit it.  For lesbians, the words are clumsy, the institution 
clumsier.  “I think it’s what I want.  I think want to marry you.” 
 The woman are drawn to each other like moths to lightbulbs, like fingers to sea 
anemones.  They are gooily in love. ������ 
 “Oh, heck.”  The second woman laughs, joy surging through her.  Though they 
are on uneasy footing there among the rocks, she lifts the first woman, swings her and 
shouts, “Yes, yes, yes!”   
 
2. 
Marriage?  Queer marriage?  But what is queer marriage?  What are the women intending 
to say to one another by marrying?  What are they saying to their community?  Neither of 
them really knows.  They just have an inchoate longing towards a deep, secure future.  
They sit over dinner discussing it, falling silent, mooning.  
 “But marriage!  Isn’t marriage--”  The second woman thinks to herself that it’s 
goofy.  Just downright goofy.  To mimic heterosexuals?  Isn’t it just co-opting rituals that 
haven’t even brought heterosexuals much joy?  Isn’t it selling out lezzie culture?  
Anyhow, don’t marriages fall apart at a heady clip?  What’s ������ the failure rate?  Fifty 
percent?  That’s something to ape?   
 The women talk about marriage versus commitment ceremonies, but here they 
agree:  they are already as committed as they would be following a commitment 
ceremony.  Marriage must hold more meaning, or hets wouldn’t bother.  Why do they, 
though?  What’s the draw?   
 “Divorce?” asks the second woman.  “Maybe people head into marriage more 
seriously because it’s hard to get back out?” 
 “Or maybe they just love each other more,” says the first woman, “and they have 
to find a way to express it.” 



 The second woman says, “I love you more.” 
 “Honeybunch,” says the first woman taking her lover’s hand.  “I love you more 
too.” 
 Marriage then.  The women settle, hesitantly, on marriage.       
 But now what?  Where do they go from here?  Back to Vancouver, for starters, 
because they both have work in the morning.  And, also, they want to look at rings, those 
walkabout symbols that tell everyone else wh ���at's transpired.  But what kind of rings?  
Should there be one, or two?  If they try to toe the heterosexual line, they will have to 
choose a diamond (a girl’s best friend) for at least one of them.  But neither of our 
women is femme.  Neither of them are butch.  They cling to the amorphous muddle at the 
middle where diamonds and dresses--well, ugh.  All right, then.  Two simple silver 
bands, one for each of them, as engagement rings, and each of them can choose their own 
accompanying wedding band. 
 “My fiancée,” breathes the first bride that night in bed as she strokes her lover’s 
face.   
 “My fiancée,” whispers the second bride back and giggles.   
 They cannot get used to the ludicrous sound of the word on their tongues. ������  “Are 
we really engaged?” asks the first bride. 
 Are they?  That’s a question about queer marriage:  Is there any such thing?   If 
you think there’s an easy answer, you’re mistaken.  In heterosexual marriage, traditions 
are a given, and add a significance that’s understood by a wider community.  Nothing is 
that simple with queer marriage.  Arguments start up.   
 
3. 
For instance, what is the best month to marry in?   
 “June,” says the first bride without hesitation.   
 “I hate June,” says the second bride.  “It always rains in Vancouver in June.” 
 “August then,” says the first bride.   
 “Uh, no,” says the second bride after an obvious hesitation. 
 “Why not?” 
 “I just can’t, okay?” 
 “Tell me.  I want to know why not.” 
 “It doesn’t matter, really,” says the second bride. 
 “It does matter.  To me it matters.” 
 “Carol and I held our commitment ceremony in August.” 
 Silence. 
 “Honey?” says the second bride.  “ ������Does that bother you?  What’s wrong?  That 
shouldn’t bother you.  It wasn’t a wedding, at least.” 
 “Nothing,” says the first bride, turning away her face. 
 “Nothing?” 
 “Nothing, all right?  I said nothing.  Didn’t you hear me?  I’m glad you had your 
ceremony in August therefore wrecking the month for me for all time.” 
 “Snookums?” 
 “Leave me alone.” 
 “Honeybunch?  Let’s just choose July.” 
 



4. 
What should the brides wear?   
 “White wedding gowns?” jokes the second bride. 
   The first bride hoots and says, “That’d work for you, because, technically, in a 
straight's world, you’re a virgin.  But me!  I’ve had sex so often I’d have to wear--  Well, 
all right, let’s say it:  black.”   
 The second bride is absurdly hurt.  “Are you ridiculing me?  You are.  You are 
ridiculing me.  I shouldn’t be put down just because I haven’t had the sleazy kind of past 
you have.  Just because I’ve never slept with a man.” 
 
5. 
The same question again:  What should the women ������ wear? 
 They could both wear gowns.  They could both wear tuxedos.  One could wear a 
gown and one could wear a tuxedo.  They could flip for it.  But neither of them has worn 
a dress in ten years.  They could just wear everyday clothes, but how would that signal to 
their guests how much all this means?  How would that say wedding?   
 And also, what should the maids of honour wear?  Should they even be called 
maids of honour?  Would coupled lesbians be matrons of honour, or only if they’d been 
through a commitment ceremony?   
 “Why can’t we just call them best women?” asks the second bride. 
 “Fine by me,” says the first bride, grinning devilishly.  “As long as we get to dress 
them in ruffled pink gowns.” 
 
6. 
What does queer marriage signify?  There’s no certificate, after all.  The government 
doesn’t suddenly open up with spousal pension benefits.  There are no joint tax returns.  
There’s no financial incentive.  It is merely a cleaving.  Unto each other.  Of tw ������o brides.  
Do the brides care about sickness and health? 
 “What if I was a paraplegic?” says the first bride.  “Would you stay with me 
then?” 
 “Of course I would, snookums,” says fiancée two. 
 “What if I was a quadriplegic?  Then?” 
 “Well, yeah, I think so.” 
 “You think so?” 
 “I know so.  Okay?   I know so.” 
 “No, you don’t.  You’d leave me.  I can tell you’d leave me.  The stress would get 
to be too great and you’d run off with what’s her name.  Your ex.  The French one.  Fifi.” 
 “Well, what would you do if I was that disabled?” 
 “I’d run off with Fifi.” 
  
7. 
Do our brides care about richer or poorer? 
 “Share money?” says the first bride.  “But I earn three times as much money as 
you do!  You expect me just to fork it over?������” 
 “Fork it over?” says the second bride, blinking. 
 “I’m sorry.  But still, how is that fair?” 



 “That’s what heterosexuals do.  It deepens the commitment, don’t you think?  
One for all and all for one.” 
 “Can’t we be a little progressive here?  We’re not heterosexual, or hadn’t you 
noticed?  My money is mine.  Your money is yours.” 
 “Fine,” says the second bride through gritted teeth. 
 “You’re mad.  Are you mad?  You’re always mad, lately.” 
 “I’m not mad.  Why would I be mad?  Just because my wife will have to take her 
tropical vacations without me because I can’t afford to go?  Honestly, I’m not mad.  
Good golly, no.  Don’t be absurd.” 
 “I’m just against you getting that co-dependent,” says the first bride. 
 “Screw you,” says the second bride.  “And screw the bank account you rode in 
on.” 
 
8. 
What about the vow “until death us do part?" 
 “Death, woah,” says the second bride.  “Till death us do part.  That’s a really long 
time.” 
 There.  It is finally out.  This is ���������what they are talking about when they talk about 
queer marriage.  Forsaking.  All others.  Forsaking the ones with giddy laughs.  The ones 
who snake around the dance floor at the club.  The ones with snapping eyes.  The ones 
who are short and just slightly overweight.  The exes, with whom it is possible to tumble 
accidentally into bed.  The tall chunky ones.  The lithe ones.  The ones who wear dresses 
and high heels.  The ones who wear black jackets.   The one who pitches in the all-girl 
softball league, with whom the second bride has recently been flirting. 
 “What?  What did you say?” says the first bride.  “Did you just say what I thought 
you just said?  I didn’t know you could be so cruel.  How could you be so cruel?  I 
thought you loved me, but let me tell you, lately I’m questioning the depth of your 
commitment.  I didn’t twist your arm here.  You said yes.  You said you wanted to do 
this.”  
 There is a long pause, then:  “Occasionally, once in a while,” admits the second 
bride, “maybe I have a doubt or ��� two.  Don’t you?” 
 “I don’t.  No way.  I don’t.” 
 “You’re always mad lately.  You’re mad every time I come home from softball.” 
 “So?  So?  I mean, geez, Louise.  You’re gone a lot.  Are you going to be gone 
this much after we’re married?  I mean, yeah.  I wish you’d hang out with me instead of 
going to play ball.  Like, why does it have to be all day every Sunday?” 
 “I thought you liked that I play ball.  I thought maintaining our independence was 
so important to you.” 
 “I’m a baseball widow, that’s all.” 
 “How could you possibly be a widow?  We aren’t even married yet. ������  And besides, 
why should I stay home, when all you do all day long on Sunday is clean?” 
 “Someone has to wash the floors.  We don’t have time all week.  But oh no.  You 
think I should do all the grunt work, don’t you?  You do, don’t you?” 
 “The grunt work?  I do the grunt work.  I take out the garbage.  I fix the washing 
machine.  That’s the real grunt work.” 
 



9. 
Where should the ceremony be performed?  And what kind of ceremony?  How many 
guests should the brides invite? 
 “Listen,” says the second bride, “I know we talked about a church marriage.  But I 
have to tell you, I’ve been having real qualms.  It feels wrong when I’m an atheist.  It 
goes against everything I believe in.  I know it would seem more formal, but--”   
 “You’re not an atheist,” says the first bride. ������ “You’re agnostic.  You’re keeping an 
open mind.  At least, that’s what you told me.  There’s a big difference between atheism 
and agnosticism.”  
 “Well, you believe in reincarnation.  You’ve been dabbling in Wicca.” 
 “Outdoors then.  We can get married at Jericho Beach with just our nearest and 
dearest present.  No fuss.  Less expense.  We can limit the guest list to--” 
 “Ten,” says the second bride. 
 “Ten?  I have six married brothers and thirteen nieces and nephews.  Fifty, 
maybe, though a hundred would be more realistic.” 
 “My mother won’t come.” 
 “She’d let you get married and not attend?” says the first bride. 
 “You know she thinks it’s not a real marriage.  You know she just thinks I need to 
meet the right young fellow.” 
 “Aren’t I your nice young fellow?” 
 “Oh ������, you are, little snoogle bums.  My honeybunch bruiser.  I love you so, so 
much.” 
 “I love you too, popsicle.  Pumpkin.  Pudding drop.” 
 
10. 
Here’s a basic question:  Are there really two brides?  Or is there a bride and groom?  Or 
two grooms?  Because let’s face it, neither of these women is particularly feminine.   
 “I don’t mind being called a bride,” says the first bride. 
 “Ugh,” says the second. 
 The first bride says, “Well, you be the groom.  Do you want to be the groom?” 
 “I don’t want to be the bride or the groom.  What about “marrying partner”? 
 “Oh, that’s just great.  Very simple, easy on the tongue:  Aunt Sylvia, I’d like you 
to meet my ‘marrying partner.'  Yup.  Very nice ring to it.  Very nice indeed.” 
  
11. 
Are they planning to register a china pattern?  
 “I don’t like those plates.  Too many roses.  Look at these ones.  Brown.  Plain.  I 
like these ones more,” says the second bride. 
 “Do you think anybody’s going to buy us china anyhow?” 
 “Of course they’l ������l buy us china.  Heterosexuals aren’t totally stupid.  They’ll 
know we have to eat.” 
 “We don’t eat,” says the first bride.  “Lesbians just have sex.  Everybody knows 
that.  All day every day.” 
 “Yum,” says the second bride and squeezes her fiancée’s hand. 
 The first bride says, “I still like that pattern best.” 
 “I don’t even see why we have to register.” 



 “People want to know what to get you.” 
 “Do you think they’ll even get us good presents?  I mean, we’re queer.  It isn’t 
actually legal.  Won’t they just expect us to break up eventually?  They might not want to 
spend much.  They might just hedge their bets.” 
 
12. 
Questions about queer marriage:  Who will officiate?  And what will the brides say to 
each other?   There is also the question, and it is a big one, of whether the second bride’s 
Uncle Thomas should be invited.  Last Thanksgiving, Uncle Thomas was heard hooting 
when the brides (then girlfrien ������ds, then merely "life" as opposed to "marrying partners") 
kissed.  
 “What are you doing there?” asks the second bride. 
 `”I’m addressing the invitations.  Some one has to get to it.” 
 “But you’re using a Bic.” 
 “So?” says the first bride. 
 “I just thought we decided on calligraphy.  I know we talked about this, and we 
said calligraphy would be more elegant.  Better in the long run.”  
 “Did we?  I’m so tired.”  The first bride swipes a hand over her face.  “Honey, 
you smell like sweat.  Did you win?  Sometimes I wish we’d just--” 
 “What?” 
 “Elope.” 
 
13. 
What about flowers? 
 “I’m not carrying flowers,” says the second bride adamantly.  “No way I’m going 
down the aisle carrying a bouquet like some simpering straight girl.” 
 “You’re walking down the aisle?” 
 “Well, I don’t know.  I never really thought about it.  Aren’t you?” 
 “I never thought about it either.  Maybe I’ll wait at the altar.” 
 “There isn’t an altar.  It’s outside.” 
 “W ������ell, at the seagull poop then.  Anyhow, there isn’t an aisle, either.” 
 “Well, whatever, we still need bouquets,” says the first bride.  “We can’t get 
married and not have any flowers.” 
 “Why can’t we?” 
 “I love flowers.  They’re very hopeful.  I always saw myself carrying 
stephanotis.” 
 “You did?  You’re not kidding?  You know what?  You’re a closet femme.  I’ll 
bet you played with Barbie dolls.” 
 “I had two Barbie dolls.  They were queer.  They got married and had babies 
together.  They harvested one Barbie’s eggs, fertilized them in a petri dish and implanted 
them in the other Barbie.  They had three daughters.  Barbie, Barbie, and Barbie.  They 
lived happily ever after.” 
 
14. 
Who will pay for the wedding?  The brides themselves, proportionate to their earnings?  
Or splitting expenses down the middle? 



 “I talked to my father today,” says the first bride.  “He’s going to pay for 
everything.” 
 “Your father is going to pay for you to marry a woman?” 
 “Yes, he is,” insists the first bride.  “Even the honey ������moon.” 
 “We’re going on a honeymoon?” 
 “Now, we are.” 
 “Where?” 
 “Yeah, where?” 
 “I’ve always dreamed of going mountain climbing,” says the second bride. 
 The first bride says, “You know where I’ve always dreamed of honeymooning?” 
 “You’ve dreamed of honeymooning?” 
 “Niagara Falls.” 
  
15. 
There is still the question about who will stand up with them. 
 “Who do you want to be your maid of honour?” asks the first bride. 
 “I thought we were calling them best women?” 
 “Best women, then.  Are you still thinking about asking Dorothy?  Because she 
was real������ly snotty to me at the party on Sunday.” 
 “But Dorothy’s my best friend,” says the second bride. 
 “I’m just saying.” 
 “What are you saying?” 
 The first bride says, “I’m saying:  If we’re a team now, shouldn’t we be making 
joint decisions?” 
 “About who I want to stand up for me!” 
 “If we’re a team.  Are we a team?” 
 “We’re a team, but I still want Dorothy.  You’re asking Claire,” says the second 
bride. 
 “What’s wrong with Claire?  Suddenly there’s something wrong with Claire?  
Claire happens to be one of the best people I know.” 
 “Well, so is Dorothy, if you’d give her half a chance.  And she’s the most 
important person in the world to me.” 
 “I thought I was.” 
 
16. 
A large question:  Is queer marriage even safe? 
 The first bride’s mother is convinced it might not ������ be.  She tries to convince the 
women to reconsider having an outdoor ceremony.  They have to apply for a permit--
what if word gets out?  Bystanders could take exception.  The press could show up.  
Wackos could bring guns. 
 “Because of two people pledging their undying love?” says the first bride. 
 “Don’t pretend you don’t know what I mean,” says her mother.  “You know very 
well what I mean.” 
 “We have the right to do this in front of everyone.  We won’t hide.” 
 “People might not like it, is all I’m saying.” 
 “That’s their problem, then.” 



 “Unless they pump bullets into you.  Then it’s yours.” 
 “I plan to say I love this woman.  I plan to say it right out loud.  This is our 
marriage, Mom.”  The first bride reaches for the second bride’s hand. 
 “I don’t like i ������t,” says her mother.  “It’s not what I wanted for you.” 
 “It’s not?” says the first bride.  “Why ever not?” 
 
17. 
There is always, always, the question about shaving. 
 “Are you planning to shave your armpits?” asks the second bride. 
 “Are you out of your mind?  Why would I do that?  I thought I might shave my 
mustache, is all.  Or maybe wax it.” 
 “I thought I’d shave my armpits.  Along with my legs.  I mean, if you’re going to 
slide a garter down my leg--” 
 “I could go for that.” 
 “Mmm,” says the second bride.  “Me too.  Now that I think about it.  Me too.  But 
wouldn’t we have to take our pants off first?” 
 
18. 
And the question about names. 
 “Are you going to take my last name?” says the first bride. 
 “Are you going to take mine?” asks the second bride. 
 “We could hyphenate.” 
 “Let’s just keep our ow ������n names,” says the second bride.   
 “You don’t want my name?  But you could become Mrs. Squat.” 
 “Well, you could become Mrs. Idona.” 
 “Mrs. and Mrs. Idona-Squat!” 
  
19. 
Should the brides hire a professional photographer?  Or just someone they know?   
 Oops.  It seems the first bride neglected to tell the second bride that once, in a life 
far away (Kelowna) and long ago (two years earlier) she and the photographer happened 
to be lovers.   
 “It was not a serious affair,” says the first bride.  “Merely a fling.” 
 But the second bride is not mollified.  She feels defiled.  “When were you going 
to tell me?  When I was grinning into the lens?  Everyone at the wedding would have 
known but me!” 
 “So?” 
 “So!  How many women have there been?  Honestly now.  Is it more than ten?  
More than twenty?  More than fifty?” ������ 
 
20. 
There are too many questions and too few answers.  To reach the simplest of answers 
proves exhausting. 
 The second bride throws herself across the bed and says she wants to call the 
whole thing off.  “I can’t do this,” she wails.  “It’s not even legal.” 
 “It’s legal in my heart,” says the first bride. 



 “I don’t want to get married unless I can really get married.  Otherwise, what’s 
the point?” 
 “I thought I was the point.” 
 “I can cleave without a wedding,” says the second bride, sniffling. 
 “Don’t cry,” says the first bride.  “If it means that much to you, we don’t have to 
go through with it.” 
 “You don’t want to go through with it?  Is that what you’re saying?  You don’t 
want to be my wife?” 
 “I want to be your husband.” 
 “Very funny.” 
 “I’m sorry.  I do want to marry you.  That’s not what I was saying.  ” 
 “You do want to?  I want to too.  I do.  I really do.” 
 “C’mere.  Give me a hug.” 
   
������21. 
Finally, it’s time, July fourteenth.  If there are questions now, other than on the lips of the 
guests milling about near the duck ponds at Jericho Beach, it’s too late to ask.  It’s sunny; 
the ocean is as flat as a mirror.  Gulls wheel across the sky calling raucously.  The 
mountains in the distance look like blue reclining nudes.  Tables of food are set up. 
 But look--the second bride’s mother wasn’t wrong.  There are protesters, 
fortunately held back by police.   
 The second bride wears a tux and the first bride wears a very off-white gown.  
This is because the second bride is pretending to be butch (she is packing) and the other, 
femme (she is also packing, but only for the honeymoon trip to Niagara Falls).  The first 
bride’s mother sits on a white folding chair in the front row dabbing her eyes with a 
tissue.  ������The second bride’s father nods his head sagely. 
 The second bride’s mother is there, but out of sight behind some bushes, peeking 
in, also weeping.   
 The brides promise a justice of the peace that they will love, honour and cherish 
each other forever.  A small emerald is placed on the ring finger of the first bride.  A 
labyris is pushed onto the ring finger of the second bride. 
 Protesters hold up placards saying God hates fags.  Saying Die, Sodomites.  They 
try to drown out the ceremony with their shouts.   
 When the women kiss, the congregation claps and cheers.   
 So do the protesters, only their cheers are jeers. 
 At the reception, the brides sign a registry on the dotted line, but not quite on the 
dotted line.  Being queer, they are required to sign a little outside the line, and it is 
requested th ������at they use crayons.  The usual colour is of course lavender, a vibrant, 
solidaritous lavender, but they are free to choose whichever colour most pleases them.  
There are no thought police here!  Just, suddenly, horrid Uncle Thomas in drag--where 
did he come from?--holding apples against his chest, dancing around the floor bussing 
men on the lips. 
  
22b. 



They have ordered up the honeymoon suite at the Niagara Falls hotel, but when they 
register, the clerk says, “I have Mr. and Mrs. Idona-Squat registered. There must be some 
mistake, ladies.  That suite is reserved for honeymooners.” 
 “Us!” say the brides, exultant. 
 The clerk’s lips thin.  “Oh, I don’t think so.  Perhaps--  We have a room on the 
first floor that would surely be perfect.” 
 “We paid for the honeymoon suite,” insists the first bride.  “We reserved it.” 
 “I’ll have to talk to my manager.” 
 Finally, after tears, after threats of legal action, the matter is sorted out.  The 
brides are shown, holding hands, into the ������ honeymoon suite, where a vase of red roses 
waits beside a bottle of chilled champagne and two champagne flutes.  The bed is red and 
heart shaped.  There is a red whirlpool bath.    
 “Holy toots,” says the first bride and throws down her back pack. 
 “Jesus christ,” says the second bride and flops down on the bed on her back. 
 “Could you believe that jerk?  I couldn’t believe that jerk.  Like lesbians aren’t 
allowed to fall in love.  Like there’s something unsavory about us.” 
 “Never mind him.”  The second bride rolls onto her side.  “Are you unsavory?  
I’m feeling a little unsavory.  In fact, never mind unsavory.  I’m feeling a little perverted.  
A little--married.” 
 “Are we really married?” says the first bride, grinning, clambering onto the bed. 
 And that, of course, is the last question:  Are they? 
  
  
  
 


