FATHER OF THE BRIDE

Saturday 27th October 2007.

A lioness is Lucy

And carries my pride

She’s often been a fighter

Swimming against the tide

Of secularism and unbelief

She’s been a relief

To many love has betrayed

With life and laughter visited

Those with Aids

Caring and cleaning – no glamour

In that work! Often the clamour

Of London dragged her down

But I call on you all here to notice

That Lucy is still around

She’s worked for many projects

And she’s been torn inside

By armchair critics – voices have criticised

Her work and motives but

She did not give way to fear

She helped organise the London churches for a year

With Esther and Linda and Claire,

In powerful prayer and intercession

And led through many a session

Herself, thus showing she can lead

As well as follow,

Though as her Dad may I say

She’s been slow to learn her lesson; the need

Is not always the call

There – let that be a pompous message for us all!

She travelled to Romania: thrice

To help out orphaned children

Where conditions were certainly not nice,

She found Slovakia to be full of dissent

Where with her Tie Team she was sent

To Bratislava: the hostile locals hated

These helpful visitors who had to invent

Everything from scratch – all this unpaid

And tell me, how can you aid

Those who will not help themselves

And choose Despite, preferring darkness

To the wholesome light?

Now here’s a topical political thought!

There’s huge recrimination about the state of immigration

In the UK at present and what ought

To be done at the Home Office.

Listen, Lucy can help you! Her passport

Was stolen in Slovakia. Armed only

With her smiles she travelled miles

Across the border to get to Vienna,

Then boarded her plane

And got through Heathrow

Still quite sane, and so back home

Phew! And this was

When Slovakia was outside the EU!

So, if your cherished plans unravel

Just ask Lucy – with her travel

Round the world – you’ll not get caught

Even without your own passport!

You know our Lucy is a voyager?

I’ll tell you no lies

France many times, Taiwan

The USA, you’ll not be surprised

To learn she went on helpful visits

To New York City, to stay with Sarah and Kenny

The airfares cost a pretty penny

Not that she thinks this is a loss

For Lucy loves her friends, is staunch

And rarely counts the cost

Twice she’s been off to Oz, the second

With Emma Viney : they visited the longest pier

Anywhere in the Southern hemisphere

At Margaret River. Lucy has such zest

For Oz, she‘s  toured  both East and West

Coasts of Australia, filled with mirth,

Sydney, Melbourne, Adelaide and Perth.

Not always fun, however,

When off the beaten track

On Snowy Mountain, she went tobogganing

And raced some blokes

And broke her back!

To cap it all, she made light of her fall

“Its ok, Dad, “she said

During a telephone call

To me, “You see

I won, I beat him!” ‘Oh fine! I thought

So that’s all right!’

Nothing about the terrible fright

She’d given us, No! She’d been having such a ball

Before the accident! Still

There’s a silver lining in this all

For you Dino! She’s lost a disc.

So now she’s not so tall!

Yes folks, this is really true.

She even lost some height, Dino,

Before she dated you!

One should convalesce

After an accident ! Don’t you agree?

Well, I know I’d sit and

Take it easy, wouldn’t you?

It is the sensible thing to do.

But oh no! not Lucy. No fear!

She ran the London Marathon

The spring of the next year

Which neatly leads me on

To greet our guests from Greece,

Who claim that everything is Greek

In origin. They’re Dino’s kin.

I ask myself, ‘Is this the film

My Big Fat Greek Wedding?

And are we all mere extras in it?’

Anyway,  yiasas and ti kanete

Welcome to you all

That’s what I say!

Emma was at school

With Lucy, so was Kate Senior, over there

She’s a Pompey teacher and no fool

And mum of lively Will

And that’s a double entendre, even a pun

Because you see, that’s what she called her son!

Then there’s the singers Wikki Wa Wa and Lil

They’ve done shows and gigs around

The country – and often make a splendid sound

But not at White Wedding, a dreadful show

Where Lucy met Charlie-boy – and in London City

They’ve shoe-shined together – mores’ the pity

As theatre work dried up, they had to, for the money!

But never mind there was a good  result

Charlie met Sophia – it’s quite funny

To think of Lucy as matchmaker!

Lucy has always been full of song

When three she composed this one: you can sing along

If you like now, don’t be shy

“I see a butterfly up in the sky

Oh butterfly up in the sky

He not like a stone he like a bird

My butterfly up in the sky”

Aah!

Since then she’s performed weddings

And at shows professionally, in the West End

In Disney’s ‘Beauty and the Beast’

Where she was swing: she loves to sing

Though career-wise its been more famine than feast

With shows in Croydon, Norfolk, Highgate

Too many towns for me to relate

To you all today! I’ll simply say

This is a different show, I think you will agree

Than the one our Lucy ever thought she’d see

And  back to Disney – if she is Beauty

Dino’s not her beast, oh no, instead

He’ll get ordained, and then he’ll be her priest!

Lucy and her sisters

When they get together

Are something special

Let me tell you – whether

Happy or not – they are a noisy lot!

At reunions I always say

“Hello, welcome, happy day”,

And then I slip away

For quiet, while they

Communicate – its like speed dating

Only worse – rating

Force 9 on the Richter scale

And as for speed of tongue

I challenge anyone, come who may

To chat and catch

As fast as they can play.

So heed well, Dino, what I say

And like me learn to slope away

On such occasions.

I fear their talk will never end

So do not stay, but go or else

They’ll drive you round the bend!

Lucy met Dino when baby-sitting

For our flower-girl, little Marina

Who danced for them in her nappy- precocious ballerina

The while they were happy, song-writing together.

Marina is Emily and Piers’ daughter,

That giant geezer, there on that chair

Dino’s best man- he stands out anywhere!

I’ve never thought our Lucy flirty

So quite how she landed Dino

Now she is thirty

I don’t know – nor care

All that matters is the life

They choose to share

And God is with them

And for them through thick and thin

We welcome Konstantinos

Because he comes in Him

And in His name : And for them both

Life – will never be the same.
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