
Ukrainian Wedding
Once upon a time, when I was fifteen, I attended a traditional Ukrainian wedding. It occurred in a small village nestled in the heart of the mysterious Black Forest of the Carpathian Mountains. 
	One day, as I was locking the door to my apartment, my neighbor Luda, who lived adjacent to our place, came out to greet me. 
“Did you know that I am getting married?” happiness was all over her face when she made this announcement. 
	“Wow! Congratulations! It is the first time I am hearing it from you. How did it happen, and who is the lucky guy?” I replied.
	My father introduced him to me. My friend looked at me and said, “You would not believe it! He is a policeman and works under him.” 
	Luda’s brother, Vladimir, was my brother’s best friend. Kirill Ivanovich, Luda’s dad, was a police officer. He was always nice to our family, and when my parents went to Odessa for Papa’s brain surgery, he looked after me for an entire year while Mama spent nurturing Papa back to health. I always felt safe having Luda’s family next door. Her mom, Valentina, ensured I had at least one hot meal daily. 
	“I want you to come to my wedding,” Luda said.
	“Where is it?”
	“My fiancé comes from a village in the Carpathian Mountains. It is about twelve hours away from Kotovsk.”
	“How do I get there?”
	“You would have to come with us on a train.”
	“Okay. I will. And thank you for thinking of me. I would not miss it for the world.” Ia said excitedly. My heart pounded with anticipation and happiness for my friend. 
	I was so relieved to hear the good news because, for a while, I heard rumors that many of our neighbors labeled Luda, who was twenty-three, a spinster. By Russian standards, that was too old for a girl to get married. 
	Luda, a young, tall, redheaded woman, had few admirers. Even though she was striking in her appearance, being a redhead did not play in her favor. 
	On the appointed day, we boarded the train, and I joined the wedding party. The train ride was beautiful. I sat by the window admiring the beauty of nature, which is so colorful in Ukraine. We arrived late in the evening and almost immediately went to sleep.  
	The following morning, we spent preparing Luda for the wedding ceremony. As a bride, she wore a traditional stunning Ukrainian wedding dress, called the “vyshyvanka, made of white linen and adorned with intricate embroidery. The embroidery is done in red to signify passion and fertility. It incorporated intricate patterns and motifs full of deep cultural significance. 
The tight-fitting bodice of Luda’s dress was embroiled with unique geometric and floral patterns to accentuate her figure. The sleeves were billowy, and the hemline embellished with flowers fell gracefully down to the floor.
On her head, Luda wore a wreath made with fresh, elaborately woven flowers symbolizing virginity and femininity. A long veil was attached, making her look like a princess. 
“Luda, you look gorgeous! I love your wedding dress!”
“My mom did the embroidery. She was preparing for this day since I was born and spent years stitching and cross-stitching the patterns.”
“I am impressed.”
Shortly after, Kirill Ivanovich came into the room. He embraced and kissed his daughter, and arm in arm, the two of them slowly walked outside.  
	The musicians played a traditional Ukrainian wedding march. My friend seemed like she was floating in the air. Her radiant face portrayed the bliss she felt inside. 
	 I looked at the groom, who, admiring his bride’s beauty, smiled from ear to ear. When the two of them met and kissed, my heart skipped a beat. I felt goosebumps running down my spine and a sense of warmth and tranquility enveloping me.
	 Just like the bride, the groom wore the traditional Ukrainian wedding attire. He has dressed in “kosovorotka,” a white linen loose shirt embroidered in geometric patterns tucked into “porti”/ trousers. Made out of wool, the trousers, like the shirt, were loose-fitting and embroidered. To hold the trousers in place, Luda’s beau wore a belt made out of leather and embossed with metal adornments. On top of his shirt sat a woolen vest, known as a “zapaska.” It was decorated with geometric patterns and buttons made out of carved wood. 
	My friend Luda and her beau made a lovely couple as they stood under traditional Ukrainian embroidered towels during the official wedding ritual. These towels are held at the ceremonial crowning to symbolize the union of the couple and the blessings bestowed upon them. 
	After the ceremony, the guest gathered around handmade long wooden tables to partake in delicious Ukrainian dishes. 
	We ate to our hearts’ content and imbibed in local spirits. The men drank samogon, a Ukrainian moonshine made out of sugar beets, and the women tasted homemade liquors made of wild berries and fruits in addition to wines. 
	Luda’s wedding was beautiful, and I enjoyed participating in her celebration. I danced into the wee hours of the dawn until I could no longer feel my feet, and my lungs were about to burst from the lack of air. 
	The traditional Ukrainian wedding taught me to appreciate someone else’s cultural heritage. I loved everything about it, the vibrant colors, intricate embroidery, and symbolic motifs that reflected the Ukrainian people’s shared history and customs.  

