
Bride and Groom
by Tina Barry

At the flea market where we buy candles shaped like fairies and
soap that wafts patchouli sits a man in a wheelchair. He wears an
old black tux, shiny at the elbows, and his gray hair has been styled
and sprayed into a fragile tornado. On his lap sits a Chihuahua
wearing a bridal outfit—veil and all. No one seems to notice the
couple, except us. We can't stop staring at them staring into each
other's eyes, so much in love.
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