The sheepish shuffle of the
wedding dance is having a
makeover. Canny couples
are now wowing guests with
carefully choreographed
tangos and Travolta-like
moves, says John Gihb.
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verything’s gone well so far. Holy
Trinity looked sublime, sunlight
arching through the stained glass
and catching the exuberant flow-
ers hanging like jewels from the
ends of the pews. The salmon en crofite
and pommes dauphinoise went down
well, as did the accompanying buckets
of Cristal. And thankfully, there were
no embarrassing moments during the
speeches. But now it’s party time and
you're just about to walk onto the dance
floor while the band prepares to launch
into its version of You Do Something To Me.

You are on display, alone in front of a
dowager duchess, a sprinkling of Guards,
a coven of maiden aunts and a gaggle of
cousins, nieces and nephews. The lights
are on and everyone’s staring. Remember
the excruciating wedding dance in Four
Weddings and a Funeral? “Well,” you
think, “that’ll be nothing in comparison
to the trauma of a Jimmy Choo slingback
caught in the hem of a £10,000 wedding
dress as the young bride and her groom
stumble onto the dance floor.”

Wedding dance jitters is a phenomenon
1 was unaware of until last autumn when I
was prospecting for stout in the Silvermine
mountains to the east of Limerick. | found
myself in a bar in Tipperary where the
landlord let it slip that there had been a
bit of a hooley up at Kilshane House in
Bansha. “It was a society weddin’” he told
me. “Thet pretty young filly from the TV,
yknow. She’ll be after tellin’ you the
weather fortune.” I discovered eventually,
as the conversation slowly unwound, that
the girl in question was Lisa Burke whom
I, like millions of other men, had long
been happy to watch convert even the
foulest weather system into something to
enjoy. She had come here to marry Adrian
Wells, head of foreign news at Sky, and it
had been a grand affair with the full nup-
tial mass at Holycross Abbey.

The story began to fragment when the
publican told me that camels had been
hired from Dublin Zoo and a ballerina
booked to dance The Dying Swan at the
reception. The bride and groom had, he
added, performed a perfect foxtrot fol-
lowed by an encore — everyone was talking
about it, “There was two fillum crews there,
a harp and a top-hole band,” he enthused.

I liked the idea of a couple performing
their wedding dance with style. Back in






