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Good evening, everyone.

I’m  Hannah,  Emily’s  older  sister  and,  by  long-standing  contract  and  personal
choice, her best friend.

I’ve had a front-row seat to Emily’s life since she was a tiny human who labeled
her crayon box “organized chaos” and then color-coded the chaos anyway.
And I got a front-row seat to Daniel the night Emily came home from the college
radio station with this look that said, “I met someone who makes bad puns but,
weirdly, I want to hear more of them.”

They met over a busted microphone and a stack of vinyl.
Emily was trying to run a playlist.
Daniel  was  volunteering  at  the  same  station  and  offered  to  “troubleshoot,”
which turned out to mean turning it off and on again while telling a joke about
frequencies “vibing.”
Most people would have rolled their eyes and walked away.
Emily stayed.
That’s how it started.

Their  first  date  was  a  late-night  diner  run—coffee  that  could  dissolve  a  spoon
and pancakes the size of hubcaps.
Emily claimed she didn’t really do impulse.
Daniel ordered fries “for the table,” even though there were only two of them.
By the  time the  jukebox coughed up a  Motown track  and Daniel  confessed he
had  a  playlist  for  every  mood,  Emily  admitted  that  maybe  some detours  were
worth taking.

Three years in, they moved in together.
I helped, which means I stood in their new kitchen while Emily unboxed a label



maker  like  it  was  a  sacred  relic,  and  Daniel  announced  he’d  assembled  the
couch with “only three extra mystery screws—bonus parts.”
There was a spreadsheet—of course there was a spreadsheet—detailing where
every box would go and which day each cupboard would be filled.
Daniel  saw  it,  took  a  beat,  and  said,  “This  is  beautiful,”  the  way  some people
whisper in art museums.
That’s when I knew he didn’t just accept who she is.
He admired it.

Then came the great cross-country road trip.
If you rode in that car, you learned two things fast:
one, Emily can route a bathroom break with the precision of a NASA launch, and
two, Daniel’s dad jokes are apparently powered by the highway.
They  hiked  in  national  parks  together—boots  dusty,  faces  sunburned,  snacks
very intentionally portioned—breathed pine and wind and the kind of quiet that
only happens when you’re too far from email to remember your password.
They explored farmers’ markets in little towns, tasting tomatoes like they were
wine and arguing over the perfect peach.
And  somewhere  between  mile  markers  and  playlists,  they  adopted  Luna,  who
decided immediately  that  these  were  her  people  and that  Daniel’s  socks  were
her socks.

Last summer, at sunrise in Acadia, Daniel proposed.
Emily told me later that the light made everything look like it had been washed
clean, and the ocean was stubbornly loud, like it insisted on being a witness.
Daniel got down on one knee, and the joke he planned disappeared completely.
Instead, he said something soft and Daniel-like.
It was simple and true.
Emily  said  yes  with  both  hands,  and  the  sun  kept  climbing  like  it  had  been
waiting for that exact moment to show up.

Seven years in, they still wake up early to hike new trails, still wander farmers’
markets  to  find  the  strawberries  that  taste  like  June,  still  share  the  blanket
because Luna believes in equality but not in personal space.
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And  that  first-dance  song  tonight—the  one  from  their  road  trip  playlist—I  can
picture them at a gas station in Utah, dancing between pump numbers while the
sky did something outrageous with the clouds.
Some songs become your history without you noticing.

Let me tell you why they work, beyond the jokes and the spreadsheets.
Emily  plans not  because she fears  the unknown,  but  because she loves taking
care of the people she loves.
Her lists are really letters to the future that say, “I was thinking of you.”
Daniel listens like conversation is a sport he trained for—he shows up, he makes
it easy to be honest, and then he adds a pun so you can breathe after the hard
parts.

I’ve  watched  them  negotiate  the  small  stuff—what  time  to  leave,  who  takes
Luna  out,  which  trail  is  “moderate”  in  a  way  that  Emily  suspects  is  actually
“steep and rude.”
And I’ve watched them carry the big stuff—moves, new jobs, worry, joy.
They make room for each other’s strengths.
She builds the map.
He keeps them laughing when the road is closed.
Together, they find another way through.

Emily,  you  have  always  been  the  person  who  brings  order  to  the  wild  and
tenderness to the practical.
You call me when you have a new tab in your brain, and we talk until the tabs
settle.
Seeing you with Daniel, I  see a version of you that is freer and somehow more
you—like he cleared a little extra sky above your head.

Daniel, thank you for loving my sister exactly as she is.
For  proofreading  her  spreadsheets  because  you  think  conditional  formatting  is
“kind of spicy.”
For rescuing Luna and spoiling her shamelessly.
For telling the joke even when it groans the room, because it also opens it.
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To  both  of  you:  may  your  hikes  keep  surprising  you,  your  markets  keep
overflowing,  and  your  playlists  keep  catching  you  at  red  lights  when  the  car
becomes a tiny dance floor.
May  Luna  continue  to  enforce  bedtime  with  the  authority  of  a  small,  furry
marshal.
And may you keep choosing each other,  on ordinary Tuesdays and on cliff-top
sunrises, with the same steadiness and delight you’ve shown for seven years.

Please raise your glasses.

To Emily and Daniel—may your life together be honest, lively, well-planned in all
the right places, and wildly joyful in all the unexpected ones.
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