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Dylan Jones reports on
the wedding of century
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hen asked what theyre doing
af the weekend, most people
respond with "Oh, my male's
having a barbecue then we're
gonna go outf for some drinks.”
Or maybe "Oh, I'm cat-sitting
my friend’s Siamese, she's
called Helen Keller” or maybe
even "oh, I'm reviewing X¥XL for
X Magazine.”

But you do NOT expect them fo say “Well, the guy wheo
owns Swealbox Sauna and his artist fiancé are having o posi-
heteronarmative, avant-garde wedding celebrafion of an
underground venue in London Fields, with conceptual semen
art and waiters in jockstraps. So yeah, I'm going to that.”

It was the extravagant, unapelogetically insane, totally,
wonderfully inappropriale wedding of Mark Ford and Jasen

Woodson [now Jason Ford), whose arrival an the back of a white
horse in a shower of feathers, glitter, and muscular men, set the
lone for the evening. Il was like a Lady Gaga music video erassed
with some sort of dystopic parn film, and it was EXACTLY the sort
of ridiculousness we go in for. Being so pretentious that you're
unprelentious is the pinnacle of cool these days. For all the flufi
and foof and de pauchery, there was a twinkle in the ayes and
ongues firmly in cheeks of the beaming couple.

The theme was lo go againsl social nerms, a rebellion
against everything the traditional wedding represents.
Guests were greeted by a hiloriously extraovagent entrance
leading info East London haun! The Laundry’s undergraund
performance spoce. An arc of rainbow balloons over a
huge pink carpet, flanked by a host of photographers, not o
merlian securily slaff thal looked like they'd fallern out of o
Treasure lsland Media DVD box set.

Artwarks, posters and quotes plostered the concrete
walls fram piclures of the happily grinning couple lo paslers
that said things like “Love is buying your crystal from John
Lewis instead of Vauxhall.”

Inside, performer and paolitical purveyar of filth David
Hoyle was perched demurely an a bor stool, champagne
flute in one hand, cigarette halder in the other. | said hi,
and lald him | was there for Q¥ Magazine. "Ah yes,” he said
distantly, taking a sip of champagne "GX.. the people’s
publication.” What an accolade|

Speaking of champagne, | jusl need lo lake a mamenl
to emphaosise the unrivalled, oudacious omazingness of
the free bar, It was the best free baor I've ever been fo in my
lite. And that's coming from someone wha's basically got
a degree (BA Hons) in free bars. They had aforementioned
lovely champers. They hod a seemingly infinite supply of
Absolut vadka. They had wine. Both red and white. And
it was GOOQD wine. Free bar wine almost always has o
distinct bouguet of vinegar, but this, as my Northern friend
Jake said, went down o RIGHT freat. We asked for a glass
and had a bottle thrust of us.

We'd just perched ourselves next fo David Hoyle
when event organiser Cal Sirode swept up fo us with
o clipboard and an earpiece, looking EXACTLY how
a wedding arganiser might look in a rameom starring
Jenniter Lopez, e.g. amozing.

“Come on, | want to take you to see the cum sheet” he
said, pushing long Jared Lelo-esque hair oul of his eyes.
We thought it best just not to ask and go with it. He led us
infe o small concrete room, in which wos suspended a bed
sheel wilh hundreds of ejaculalions on il. A eriss-crossing,
crusty pattern of white splooges, representing On the other
side was prinfed a colloge of Grindr messages from the
ejaculalees (ejaculalees? Maybe ejaculalors). Il was either

compleiely vulgar or complete genivs. Perhaps vulgar
genius! You never know with art do you.

After the cum-splallered bed sheel, il was ime for the
amuse-bouche [WHAT A SENTEMCE!). It was scallops
which were lovely and buttery. There was on initial
momen! of awkwardness as we didn’t have a lable 1o sil
at. Luckily I'd wasied no time in befriending the beautiful
in-house pole dancer, Mico. As soon as he sow we didn't
hove a table, he offered 1o find us one. And he did,
literally. He found one, carried it over to us, plonked it
down at the bar, flicked a table cloth across it and threw
down same cullery wilh a flourish. "There you gal®

The food was, of course, served by muscular waiters
in sparkly red pants, colled things like Jovier and Brent
Serenading us through the main course was

Dusty Limits, who was a bit like o more engaging,
SLIGHTLY alder version of Taylar Swift. Whacking away
al the piano and belling through salacious couniry
numbers like her life depended on it] Lovely. There was
also o ploy about Sweatbox, enacted by two men who
spenl their enlire lime on slage in the ¢crab posilion,
scuttling back and forth and falking about shit. It sounds
absolutely horrible, but it wasn't, it was emazing. You
had o be there really.

Aftter the food had been polished off and speeches
by various adaring friends and family members were
made, it was time for the real party as music blared
and everything descended into entirely appropriate
debauchery

The vibe for The whole evening was perfeclion.
Begutifully laid out fraditional white wedding banguet
tables scattered around o shadily lit underground bar in
East London. Genuinely beautiful romantic photagraphy
paired with insane homeerotic arf. Cumerbunds and
cum-splaliered bed sheels. Anal and Absolul. Grindr and
grenadine. i was a flawless and defiant statement on life
as a gay man in twenty-first century London. The sleaze,
the glamour, the insanity, the danger, the expense, the
unrivalled, unequivacal FUM of it all.

Or maybe it wasn't, Maybe I'm just reading too much
inta it. Maybe gorgeous Mark and Jason just thoughi
"fuck it. We want a bed sheet that loads of people have
cum on, and we want o ride in on a big white horse,
and we wanl champogne, and we wanl scallops, and

we want hot wailers in jock straps. Why? Because we
CAN goddamit!” And in a way that would make it
all the more meaningful, and all the mare amazing.
COMNGRATULATIONS BOYS.
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