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You Don’t Give Dogs Champagne

My niece Trudy calls me and says, I’m getting married, 
and I say, To who? and she says, What do you mean, to 
who? To Sam! and I say, The one who slept with his sister 
for eight years? and she says, That’s over now.

My sister Leslie, Trudy’s mother, comes to my office 
building in Santa Monica to get money for a mother-of-the- 
bride dress. I won’t let her come up to my office, I’m a 
legal secretary for one of the partners at a big law firm that 
represents all kinds of famous people like Jay Leno and 
Warren Beatty and I don’t want them to know anything 
about my family. Sure enough Leslie shows up in a dirty 
white tee shirt, size XXXL, that says Pig Farmers Never 
Starve, and of course no bra, which means her boobs are 
playing rugby with each other whenever she moves, and 
she’s holding a Bucket O’ Soda, because a Big Gulp isn’t 
big enough. And she’s with her boyfriend Andrew — her 
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husband Dave’s away in prison for armed robbery. Andrew, 
a good old boy from Autaugaville, Alabama with a face like 
a vanilla Moon Pie, weighs 300 pounds and is not wearing 
a shirt. 

It’s too hot for a shirt, Dolly, he whines, flexing his chest 
muscles to make his breast tattoos shimmy.

Bubbie can’t find her teeth, Leslie says, taking two 
twenties and a ten from me. Our grandmother Bubbie lives 
with Leslie now that my mother’s dating again.

Well, I don’t have them, I say.

The wedding is next Saturday afternoon at the back of a 
travel agency in a mini-mall in Panorama City, screened off 
from the posters of Turkey and Argentina by a portable 
mural depicting The Last Supper, with apostles that look 
like the Mexican Mafia and a supper of enchiladas and 
frijoles.

Leslie has managed to score a mother-of-the-bride dress 
that looks like its last job was transporting Idaho potatoes; 
I figure most of the fifty I gave her went to Andrew’s 
oxycontin habit. The groom’s mother, an amateur porn 
actress named Cowgirl Kim, is wearing a two-piece powder 
blue cheerleader’s outfit with white faux leather fringe. 
Her boyfriend, whose professional name is The Tongue, 
is surprisingly underdressed in a tweed sport coat and 
trousers. Only his leopard print loafers tip you off that he’s 
in show biz. 

As you might expect, the bride looks like Backwoods 
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Barbie, clutching her little poodle Spanx and an enormous 
bouquet of blue plastic hydrangeas. I have brought the 
wedding gift that she and Sam requested, a Fry Daddy large 
enough for turkeys. 

Do dju Trooby promet to lub Sam in sickens and helf? 
the priest, or proprietor, or the Captain of the Enterprise 
asks.

Woof, says Spanx.

Leslie leans over and whispers in my ear, They spelled 
Trudy’s name wrong on the cake, Dolly.

I thought they didn’t put names on wedding cakes, I say.

She raises her savagely plucked eyebrows at me and 
shrugs.

I look around at the guests, all of who are standing 
because there are no chairs. Bubbie (who thank God 
found her teeth), my sister, my mother, my niece and 
the kids, three of who are Leslie’s, the flotsam of a half-
dozen botched relationships, married and otherwise, and 
I wonder, how did I get into this ragtag family? And, more 
importantly, how do I get out?

My mother and Bubbie are crying now and saying what 
a beautiful ceremony. I am trying not to laugh. My mother, 
who recently had her eyes lifted, tries to give me a dirty look 
but it’s too painful. I pull myself together and concentrate 
on Doubting Thomas in the mural pouring hot sauce on a 
burrito.

After the ceremony Leslie says, I used to be skinnier 
than you are when we were kids. She is looking at me in my 



4

Brandon French

size 4 silk wrap dress with big brown mournful eyes.

Hey, Les, I say, feeling bad for her because she’s my 
big sister and I love her but the truth is she’d probably 
be pregnant by Alabama Andrew if my mother hadn’t 
convinced her to have her tubes tied after the fourth kid. 

You look great, I lie, and she knows it’s a lie but she 
smiles anyway.

Staring at all the Mexican food imagery has made me 
hungry for some frijoles, but the reception is next door 
at the Korean barbecue. Korean? I say to my mother like 
did you have to? She says, When you’re rich we’ll go to 
The Olive Garden, which she considers the pinnacle of 
gourmet. I remind her as we’re waiting in line to order that 
I’m a vegetarian and probably can’t have the food.

Oh yes you can, she says, all superior like she knows 
something I don’t know. The Koreans don’t use real meat, 
she says.

Oh, really, ma? What kind of meat do they use? I ask, 
wondering what lie she’s going to tell to get me to eat.

And you know what she says, like yum, get ready to be 
hungry? 

Cats.


