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Author, Vincent  Paez is a 
chemist and international 
businessman. He has a 
B.S. in Chemistry from 
Stony Brook University 
and an M.B.A. from UCLA. 
He speaks five languages 
and has lived/worked 
on four continents for 
three Fortune 500 companies. He is also a 
passionate musician and loves the music 
scene, especially in the Ocean City area. He 
lives in Massachusetts and spends much time 
in Ocean City. He has two sons attending 
Florida State University. ... ”Go ‘Noles!” He is 
married to a wonderful girl from Iowa, Sherri.

My First Wedding – What an Adventure
By Vincent Paez

The Mike 
O’Meara Show
is a fun mash-up of real life, 
pop-culture, news of the day, 

dynamic audio clips, and three 
guys busting each others’ balls.  
And now you can hear it every 

evening on 97.1 The Wave!

Weekni
ghts7pm

Your Beach Station

Bringing Mike back to Delmarva!

Some of you may remember my story 
of being married to my wife, Sherri, on 
the beach in Ocean City, MD. This is my 
second marriage, and it has become the 
happiest part of my life. The wedding, 
which took place in June of last year, 
was absolutely beautiful, and a far cry 
from the troublesome first wedding I 
had back in 1989. My first wife was from 
Panama. She was a Latin beauty, whose 
father was the mayor of one of the main 
cities in Panama. We met and fell in love 
in Los Angeles, while I was living there. 
We decided to get married in Panama, 
where all of her family lived. 

If you check your history, you will 
recall that this was a tumultuous time in 
Panama, and the President of Panama, 
General Manual Noriega, was not getting 
along at all with our forty-first president, 
George H.W. Bush (George W. Bush’s 
father). Noriega was a ruthless dictator, 
who created instability in the region, and 
President Bush wanted to take him out 
of power and lock him up on drug traf-
ficking charges. President Bush placed 
heavy economic sanctions on Panama, 
which hurt the Panamanian people 
more than they hurt Noriega himself. 
The intention of the sanctions was to 
build economic pressure in hopes that 
the Panamanian people would revolt 
and overthrow Noriega, but the dictator 
was far too powerful for that to happen. 
In retaliation, Noriega issued a decree to 
all Panamanian government employees 
to harass Americans in Panama in any 

way they can. 
My future father-in-law was a very 

good mayor, but he was against Noriega. 
To not support General Noriega was for 
all intents and purposes a death wish. 
General Noriega once stopped by my 
future father-in-law’s house to secure 
his loyalty, and my future father-in-law 
feigned such loyalty. As soon as Noriega 
left the home, my father-in-law returned 
to speaking out against Noriega’s poli-
cies. And at this time, his daughter was 
planning a wedding to an American 
(me).

I was alerted of the harassment of 
Americans on the news and by my 
future in-laws. I decided to go and get 
married in Panama anyway. I was young 
and in love and would go through any 
lengths to marry this girl. Because of 
the harassment and political strife, my 
family decided not to attend the wed-
ding, and instead they threw a party for 
us in neighboring Colombia afterwards, 
since my father was from Colombia and 
I had plenty of family there. Believe it 
or not, at that time, Colombia was safer 
than Panama. 

When I landed in Panama and showed 
my American passport, the customs offi-
cials immediately pulled me aside and 
confiscated my luggage. They threat-
ened to keep my belongings unless 
I forked over some money. After long 
negotiations, I gave them twenty dollars, 
which was a lot of money for me and 
them at that time. I retrieved my luggage 

and headed out the airport exit to meet 
my new family. When my future wife and 
I arrived at the city, where we were to be 
married, we found that someone had 
ordered that Catholic church to be reno-
vated, and workers were busy pulling up 
the floors. Obviously, someone did not 
want us to get married. My future father-
in-law was furious and quickly arranged 
for the wedding to take place on sched-
ule in a different Catholic church. On 
the day of the wedding, Noriega had 
placed soldiers outside the reception 
hall to further harass and threaten us. 
We all had to walk through a gauntlet 
of rifles to get to the party. Fortunately, 
none of the guests or wedding party had 
any problems with the soldiers, although 
everyone was disgusted by this military 
action at such a wholesome occasion. 
The wedding reception went off without 
a hitch with about four hundred happy 
guests and entertainment by one of Pan-
ama’s most famous bands. It was quite 
an adventure for a young man like me. 

After the wedding, we flew to Bogota, 
Colombia for the second celebration 
with my family. Our return flight was to 
go through Panama again, but Noriega’s 
regime would not allow us to even trans-
fer through, because of my American 
passport. So we had to shell out about 
six hundred dollars for direct flights from 
Bogota back to Los Angeles. What an 
ordeal!

Five months after we were married, 
President Bush ordered the invasion 

of Panama and the capture of Noriega. 
When the invasion began, Noriega 
ordered the death of my father-in-law. 
Fortunately, a friend had tipped off 
my father-in-law, who escaped in the 
trunk of a car to a secret location in the 
country-side until the invasion was over 
and the U.S. Army had captured Noriega. 
Much to the happiness of most Pana-
manians, Noriega was to spend the rest 
of his life in prison. When I would hear 
about him in the news or on the History 
Channel, I would think that my family 
and I were a small part of that history. 
This kind of drama may seem exciting, 
but, at the end of the day, I prefer the 
serene second wedding I had in beau-
tiful Ocean City, MD with no drama, 
no bribes, no gauntlet of soldiers, just 
happy friends and family on the beach.


