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                Advance Praise for Running of the Bride:

                “We all know wedding planning rarely goes perfectly or smoothly, and Rachel Eddey’s hilarious account of her own nuptials includes quite a few mishaps . . . and page turners! I couldn’t put down this heartfelt story of learning how to have it all because, at the end of the wedding, we all need our happy ending, and I couldn’t wait to find out how Rachel got hers.” 

                —Carley Roney, cofounder and editor in chief of TheKnot.com

                


                “A funny, breezy romp through Manhattan wedding mania.” 

                —Susan Shapiro, author of Five Men Who Broke My Heart

                


                “A hilarious, laugh-out-loud peek into the mind of a crazed bride. If you’ve ever gotten married, wanted to get married, or maybe even NOT wanted to get married, you’ll love this book. Rachel writes with such wit and humor, it’s often like reading the mind of your best girlfriend. She may even be the missing member of the SATC clan! Truly a great read!” 

                —Jodie Sweetin, Full House actress and author of unSweetined

                


                “Who here can count pop icon Sarah Jessica Parker as a witness to her engagement? Rachel Eddey can.From the very first page of her hysterical memoir, she keeps us in stitches, opening a vein––albeit a very funny vein––to show us that underneath all of Bridezilla’s taffeta and lace there beats the heart of a neurotic, flesh-and-blood woman who just wants to have her fifteen minutes of fame walking down the aisle.” 

                —Amber Benson, Buffy the Vampire Slayer actress and writer / director 

                


                “A fast read, full of funny and often heart-warming moments strung into a compelling narrative. A recommended read for those who are single, engaged, married, separated, divorced—basically, anyone living.” 

                —Dan Konopka, drummer for OK Go
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    Author’s Note

    Since James Frey has already staked a claim on the I’m-the-biggest-literary-liar-of-all-time prize, I’m bowing out of the contest with the following disclaimer: 

    While all the facts and events of this story are true, I ruffled the order a bit to help with narrative arc. I also changed the names of people I thought might sue for defamation—but only if I also thought they might win. (Bankruptcy washes out my skin.) Additionally, the dialogue is re-created to the best of my ability, and, in the few instances where I couldn’t recall exact conversations, I fashioned exchanges to capture the mood. As if that weren’t enough, Sebastian’s character is a composite. 

    Really, I did it for you. You’re welcome. 
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				Sex in the Outer Boroughs 

				Or, How SJP Became My BFF for Five Minutes

				John saw Natalie Portman naked. Or maybe it was Lindsay Lohan. Or both. Legal obligation requires him to withhold specifics, so details are fuzzy, but one fact is clear: It’s just business. As vice president of a movie studio lot in Brooklyn, John manages five soundstages on fifteen acres. Celebrities walk in and out faster than I, a dedicated People magazine subscriber, can name the films that made them famous. There’s drama, scripted and unscripted. Producers get in fights with A-listers, who in turn snap at bodyguards, who themselves brawl with production assistants. Paparazzi would set up tree houses along the perimeter if the presence of twenty-four-hour security didn’t halt construction. I’m waiting for a murder.

				John’s friends encouraged him to tell work stories from the onset, eager to hear what Scarlett Johansson wore off-set and if Megan Fox looked delicious without makeup and whether Jessica Simpson could figure out her dressing-room keys. As John’s girlfriend of almost three years, I preferred the hands-over-my-ears-while-humming-so-I-can-pretend-I-don’t-hear-you-talking-about-how-you-sit-around-with-attractive-women-all-day approach. (If I hadn’t earmuffed it all that time, I would have known much earlier that John never, ever shares information beyond what’s available in the tabloids. And don’t think the promise of alcohol, Coldplay tickets, or a free pass on the whole getting-together-with-extended-family-for-Thanksgiving obligation will sway him—his friends, his “friends,” and his mom have already tried all that.) But work was work either way, and I trusted John’s judgment. Sort of. 

				When I found out that the Sex and the City movie producers had booked a stage for filming, I peed my pants with excitement—just a little, but I peed nonetheless. There was so much commotion about the film—the first one, where Carrie marries Mr. Big and, more memorably, tries to wear a catastrophic dress that looks pieced together with Marshmallow Fluff—and I wasn’t going down without a fight. I begged inclusion for weeks, aching to topple my two major acting accomplishments (loud clapper at a taping of Conan O’Brien and audience member at Mother Love, both uncredited) and pad my repertoire of impressive party conversation.

				It would be unprofessional for him to pull favors so I could slither my way into the filming, true, but it would be slap-on-the-wrist unprofessional, not empty-your-desk unprofessional, so I made an executive decision: Make it impossible for him to say no. I moved from subliminal messages like SpaghettiOs that spelled out satc to mild bribes like giving him the better subway seat to flat-out, wrap-my-arms-around-his-pant-leg (which I’d washed, pressed, and hung, thank you) pleading. I dressed like Carrie, styled my hair like Samantha, and recited dialogue from the TV show’s six seasons. Despite all my efforts, John gave noncommittal pseudo-answers to my daily inquiries, citing a cavalcade of excuses that all sounded to me like can’t and won’t tangled in his usual endearments. I was about to implement phase two—filling his glove compartment with unwrapped tampons—when he called me over. 

				“You win,” he said, sitting at the kitchen table while I rolled out dough for a pumpkin pie. “The casting agency has officially hired you as extra #274. Congratulations.” 

				My arms began to lift in triumph, a mess of egg and flour flung on a cabinet door, before a thought stopped them midair. 

				“Seriously? You’re not playing?” Appeasing wasn’t his style, but begging wasn’t mine. Maybe Sex and the City had the same effect as a full moon. 

				He looked offended. 

				“Really. You’re in. You’ll be an extra in a fashion show scene.”

				I gave him a double serving of dessert and smiled. Attaboy.* 

				


				
					* Hey, Jennifer Lancaster. I love you and all, but this proves that pie sometimes is the answer.
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				The morning of my debut, I called in sick to my job at Tiffany & Co.—citing a twenty-four-hour bug in an apologetic voice mail, my sentences peppered with sniffles and lung-deep coughs—and accompanied John to the studio. We found chaos before coffee. I was thrown, along with three hundred other extras, into a makeshift hair-and-makeup room that doubled as a breakfast cafe, tripled as a holding space, and quadrupled as a storage closet. 

				Two wardrobe stylists flipped and turned the extras, throwing borrowed clothes on the backs of those who dared to wear last season’s looks. John had prepared me for the scrutiny and suggested that I wear my favorite silver dress, purchased on a girls’ weekend on Shelter Island during which my friends and I drank, tanned, and took cell-phone photos of Alec Baldwin’s legs—the only part of him we could see—from our sublevel perch at a local bar. I took John’s suggestion. The stylists completed the look with a black leather wrap, swapped out for a yellow peacoat, then exchanged for a blue dinner jacket with tails.

				The stylist who’d made the final substitution stood, thumb to chin, examining me. I examined him back: tight jeans, cuffed short-sleeved shirt, studded belt. He was trying for a casual bed-head look, but the carefully careless presence of hair product tattled on his intentions.

				“That’ll do?” he said to the other stylist. 

				She glanced away from pruning another extra. 

				“It’s fine. What do you think—Group B?” 

				They were classifying actors (actors, ha!) into three groups, broken down, I presumed, as follows: A, attractive; B, average; C, unattractive. The suspense interested me; I added wardrobe stylist to my mental list of dream jobs, snuggling it alongside celebrity assistant and celebrity assistant’s assistant.

				“Definitely B,” Maybe-I’m-a-Hipster-Maybe-I’m-Not said to the other stylist, and gave me a gentle push forward. 

				It’s my nose, I thought, crazy for a computer so I could Google rhinoplasty options. It wasn’t a terrible nose—just a little wide, particularly when accentuated by a smile. Kind souls whom I cornered at bars and clubs for impromptu focus groups claimed not to notice its clear dominance of my face, a generous conclusion after several drinks and the promise of several more. I had almost learned to embrace it, to believe John’s proclamation that it fit with my other features, but that was many years and one major motion picture ago. 

				The other extras and I piled into our seats, told how to sit and where to face. My placement in the second-row aisle seat raised goose bumps under my borrowed jacket. I was one Jimmy Choo step away from Sarah Jessica Parker, Kim Cattrall, Cynthia Nixon, and Kristin Davis, close enough that I could see them without my glasses, which I only borderline needed anyway and never donned outside dark movie theaters or tense car rides when I forgot to pack the GPS and we were in a shady part of town. 

				The scene replicated a Vivienne Westwood tent show at Bryant Park Fashion Week, a canvas for established and new designers to showcase their creations for the upcoming season. A catwalk ran down the center of the room, and rows of stadium seating blanketed either side. 

				Lil’ Kim, who made what became a deleted cameo in the movie, took her seat in front of me. I couldn’t believe that after vacillating for so long, John had gotten me within sneezing distance of the moment’s hottest jailbird rapper. I was sure that, by the end of the day, she’d be writing me into her next music video. 
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				Years earlier, I had actually dreamed of becoming a professional extra. The decision to live in the background of the background seemed exotic, especially if it warranted my own Internet Movie Database page. The fact that I’m a horrible actress—my childhood camp counselor petitioned for my removal from our production of Annie because I didn’t offer my one line, “That’s what he said,” with enough panache—didn’t deter me. 

				The vision formed after an accidental broadcast of my hair during a street shot on Late Night with David Letterman. My internal delight at seeing my platinum-bleached locks appear on-screen—super cringe-worthy, this passing blonde phase—launched my expectations. I vowed that I could do better, and envisioned a shoulder or knee appearance in the near future.

				A friend whose sister modeled for romance-novel covers suggested that I put together an acting résumé to highlight my talents. I didn’t think I had any. But then, like repressed memories, great achievements began surfacing. My presence in the audience of Queen Latifah’s canceled daytime talk show became “Costarred on pilot.” A cheer I howled during a taping of Total Request Live translated into “Professional voice-over actor.” Seat-warming for a guest on Maury turned into “Body double.” 

				When I scored a spot as a wedding guest in the feature film Alchemy, I could smell the sweet aroma of fame (in retrospect, a probable side effect of my nose). True, I had to rewind several times during the flick’s television premiere before finding myself in the crowd, and, also true, the millisecond shot featured only my fingers curled around a pew. But it was me all the same. I replayed the clip daily until John accidentally recorded an episode of Gossip Girl over it.

				My dismay passed as soon as I remembered that we had an unopened box of Thin Mint Girl Scout cookies in the cupboard (“I can reenact the scene if it would make you feel better,” I had offered, gripping my hands around a glass of milk), but John fumed at himself for a week. His anger subsided when a friend in the industry, dazzled by the “Hand model” update to my résumé, cast me as an extra in a Cingular commercial. A $25 paycheck confirmed my burgeoning importance. The celebratory dinner that night cost double my earnings, but John insisted that I was worth it, and requested my autograph on the greasy end of his napkin. My first fan—to date, my only.

				The commercial, set at a bus stop, shows a trio of actors fighting over a new phone. The sole part of my body visible during the thirty-second spot is my crotch. Glad I zipped that morning.

				At a loss for how to spin “Pelvic model” into more than a porn calling card, I detached, cutting actress—along with veterinarian (scared of dogs) and pilot (motion sickness)—from my list of possible careers. Meeting John and hearing his work stories made me wonder: Had my retirement come too fast? Today would decide. 
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				Three cameramen were hoisting equipment into place when the assistant director handed John the microphone.

				“Thanks to everyone for coming today,” he began, as I sighed. John expertly handles powerful people with big egos on a regular basis. He was about to deliver what I called the Smooch-Smooch Dance Routine, a term for professional public brownnosing. It wasn’t deception; it was standard practice—and it was his favorite part of the job. (It didn’t help that, at twenty-six, he looked more like sixteen, and it really didn’t help that I, also twenty-six, looked more like thirteen.)

				“Today is a special day for me because my girlfriend, Rachel, is in the audience,” he told the crowd. He walked closer, extending an arm to indicate he meant me, a startled Jewish girl from Long Island, and not Lil’ Kim. The sleeves of his green argyle sweater inched from beneath his navy sports coat, the one with gold buttons that I always said he should wear more often, and I thought—because thoughts can’t be controlled—how well he dressed for the actresses and not for me. I gave a small wave but did no smooch-smooching of my own, wildly aware that my nose must have looked huge at that angle.

				John was standing in front of me, his slim six-two frame silhouetting hot set lights like the Hollywood version of a tree eclipsing the sun. His face looked pale against his blue eyes. The fashion-show program prop in my hand caught the shadow of the microphone shaking in his. That’s odd, I thought. He does this all the time. 

				“It was Rachel’s dream to be an extra in Sex and the City,” he said, crouching so one knee grazed the floor, “and now I hope she makes my dream come true by marrying me.” 

				I wonder if Lil’ Kim could turn this into a rap song, maybe like “This film was Rachel’s dream / a dream like no other / and John wants his dream, too / so word to your mo—” 

				Wait—what did he just say? 

				I had heard him without hearing him.

				Sarah Jessica Parker was the first to react. She gave a deep-throated shriek, twisting her skinny little neck to get a better look and dropping her mouth into exaggerated surprise. Her teeth were gleaming. A middle-aged woman across from me jumped in place, clapping her hands. Within seconds the room erupted into applause. The cheers and screams strung together into white noise, and I thought, This must be what it’s like at a basketball game. (I’ve since attended one. Confirmed.) It seemed as though only one person was standing still, arms locked down, face frozen. 

				It was me.

				You know when people say that they can’t hear themselves think? This was one of those times. Dizziness took over, and faces blurred, then turned into hands and arms and legs, until I couldn’t distinguish Carrie Bradshaw from the snack table. (Dreamy spread, by the way.) I rode the dizziness, positive that it would stop. It had to. John had proposed, and I, a woman known for keeping silent only when sleeping, hadn’t yet answered.

				Of course I wanted to marry John. I’d been waiting for him to ask me since, like, the minute we’d met. (I know, I know—I could have asked him. My courage in that department was on an extended vacation.) The scenario had played out in my head countless times, and in each instance I reacted with the same enthusiasm everyone around me was showing now. These imagined proposals always happened in places important to us, like our apartment, or the bar where we’d met. I’d even practiced my surprised face in the mirror one night, making the same arched-brow motion so many times that I worried I’d get premature wrinkles. But no amount of practice could have prepared me for this.

				My focus returned, and my eyes locked first on John, then on the open Tiffany box in his hand. Inside, shimmering, was a classic Legacy ring with graduated side stones. I was a good enough employee (sure, I’d skipped out of work that day—I said good enough) to know that this was one of the jeweler’s staple pieces. I did what any girl in this situation would do, blinded by 121 diamonds: I stuck out my finger. 

				“Wow. Oh my god. Yes, yes! Totally, yes. Holy crap, yes. I will so marry you!” I sang. The crowd was roaring, and the commotion drowned out my words. For all John knew, I could have asked the crowd for counter offers. 

				Ever the showman, he lifted the microphone and said, “I don’t think everyone heard your response” before passing it to me.

				“So that’s a yes!” I laughed, ready for my close-up. 

				In Hollywood-land, these scenes don’t last. The eager-to-get-started assistant director cut the clapping short, pulled the microphone from my hands, and spun John in circles toward the exit. The row of lights took center stage once again. Time is money in this world, and we were only worth so much. Fortunately, the camera crew had caught the whole proposal on tape. The thought of appearing on the gag reel? Yeah. Now I know what waiting for Christmas is like. 

				I sat in a daze, half expecting one of the production assistants to thrust a moisturized palm my way and demand the ring. You didn’t know that was staged? You thought it was a real proposal? the assistant would say, eyes bulging past his black guyliner. Oh god, come here—at this point beckoning to another production assistant, or several—get a load of this . . . 

				The image disintegrated in the face of Lil’ Kim’s bosom. 

				“Congratulations, girl,” she purred, sucking on a Lifesaver. 

				Makeup artists emerged from the shadows as John was leaving, ready to reapply streaked mascara and blot tear-spotted cheeks.

				“You need any maintenance?” a short woman asked, various lip liners and application brushes protruding from her hip pouch.

				I have no idea why I didn’t cry. I am a huge crier, known in certain circles for blubbering over late trains and unfair Wheel of Fortune clues. I once burst into tears because a Strand bookstore employee told me very politely that the shop was about to close and asked that I bring my final selections to the checkout counter. I hadn’t made any final selections. How could I choose an enjoyable read under such pressure? It ruined my night. Let’s just say that people think I constantly have PMS. 

				So imagine my surprise, then, that I didn’t cry when John proposed. All my fantasies had me weeping for days, the sobs of joy so strong that I might as well have worn an itsy bitsy teenie weenie yellow polka dot bikini. This whole not-crying scenario? Never imagined it. Not once. I hoped John wasn’t pissed. 

				“Oh, I think I’m okay,” I told the makeup artist. “Better than okay, I mean.” 

				“You sure are,” she said with a chuckle before moving to fix a raccoon eye behind me.

				A sixteen-hour shoot day followed (resulting in just three minutes of usable film), broken only by a steady stream of back-pats and stranger-to-stranger hugs. Every time the director yelled Action!, my hand flew forward to fix an out-of-place hair or to pick imaginary lint off my jacket—anything to get my new ring in the shot. 

				“You’re the celebrity today!” Sarah Jessica told me somewhere around hour three, and for a moment I believed her. 

				Time passed in waves, thoughts falling in my head like shooting stars. The day seemed to gain hours, which is how I later felt about Kourtney Kardashian’s first pregnancy. Wasn’t she carrying for years but never in labor? (Confession: I don’t always have the most accurate sense of time.)

				A fellow extra with thick-rimmed glasses and a gold-capped tooth—the type of free spirit with whom I didn’t have so much as a favorite food in common—approached from across the room during a break. His T-shirt, the length of the one conservative dress I own but have never worn, bent with his body as he sat on the floor beside me. 

				“You have to invite Sarah Jessica to the wedding,” he said by way of introduction. “She won’t come, but she’ll give you a killer gift.” If he said more, I didn’t hear it. I thought about my brother’s “We’re too busy to make a registry” wedding, for which he and his wife received mismatched wineglasses from mismatched exes. I couldn’t be that busy, if only for Sarah Jessica’s sake.

				Kim Cattrall padded over around hour five, scooping up her white outfit from behind and plunking down on the cushioned floor. 

				“Have you called your mother yet?” she asked. 

				Oh god, I hadn’t. Kim Cattrall knew about my engagement before my mother did.

				There were others to tell, too. I ticked off names as stand-ins ran through movements. My father, of course. John’s parents—divorced, so two phone calls. My two sisters. My brother and his wife. John’s two sisters. All our friends and coworkers. I was sure everyone I had ever met was dying to receive the update on my marital status. I shook my head to loosen the thoughts, pushing others into their place. My mind became a jungle of old movies and Popsicle flavors.

				I called John during lunch. 

				“I’m sorry I didn’t cry,” I said, sure he was going to brand me as unemotional and wonder how such a dry-eyed monster had beaten a path to his heart when total strangers had wept half their body weight during his proposal.

				John didn’t notice that I hadn’t cried because he was starstruck, a rare state for a man who works with celebrities on a daily basis. Even accidentally punching John Malkovich in the crotch six months later wouldn’t produce the same effect. 

				“Did you hear Sarah Jessica when I was leaving?” he asked. I hadn’t. I had been focusing on her thighs and waist, which were tinier than tiny. For a child to have come out of that woman? Amen. “She said, ‘You’re very brave.’”

				I nodded. With the kind of wedding I was already planning in my mind, he would need to be. 

				Taping ended at 2:00 a.m. Before finding John, I sneaked into an empty dressing room to call my mom. (Truth be told, I was also snooping for A-list leftovers after learning that the cleaning lady had found a bottle of vodka, green flip-flops, and cleavage gel pads over the past month.) Though it was a late night for me, it was almost time for my mom to get up. A social worker on the early shift, she has the worst schedule known to humanity, though of course she feels otherwise. 

				She answered on the first ring, unalarmed. 

				“Oh, hey,” she said, distracted. Like me, the first thought that fills her head every morning isn’t how beautiful the sky looks or what breakfast cereal to choose, but how much she has to do and how much time she has to do it in. 

				“Are you worried that I’m calling this early?”

				“No.”

				“Do you think something’s wrong?”

				“Should I?”

				“No. Actually, something’s right.”

				“What?”

				“Are you asking what did I say, or what’s right?” 

				She shuffled papers on the other end of the line.

				“Whichever you feel like answering.”

				“In that case”—I looked around the room, absorbing the pullout bed, expensive end tables, and mini-fridge as the items around me at this moment, the only time in my life I would get to tell my mom such news—“John and I are getting married!”

				More paper shuffling. 

				“When?”

				“When? I don’t know when. We just got engaged a few hours ago!”

				“I need to put it on the calendar.”

				“I’ll send you a save-the-date card.” 

				“Great. Oh”—she cleared her throat—“and congratulations.”

				My mom had always liked John. She also had liked every boyfriend I’d ever had prior to him until the couplings failed, at which point she produced lengthy on-the-spot lists of negative traits that had lain unspoken for the duration of the relationships. Her lists usually centered on sweeping gems like “He has no ambition” or “He doesn’t apply himself.” Once, she told me, “He’ll never amount to anything.” The boyfriend in question was five years old. I entered first grade single. 

				But John was different. My mom loved that he was well-spoken on topics that interested her, even when they were topics about which he shouldn’t have had much authority, like menopause and yeast infections. (“Sharon, your ovaries had a good run,” he once told her.) She showed teeth when she smiled in his presence, which convinced me that she liked him more than his predecessors, that she genuinely liked him. She confirmed my suspicion by buying him Hanukkah presents and calling him handsome. 

				I poked around the studio for him now, ready to go home. 

				“We’re engaged!” I shrieked when I found him
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