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Good evening everyone.

I'm Olivia, Emma’s maid of honor and her best friend since middle school, which

technically makes me her longest-running roommate besides Milo the cat.

First, a quick thank you to the people who made tonight possible and who made
these two possible in the first place—Emma’s parents and Daniel’s parents.
Thank you for the warmth, the welcome, and the way you two families already
fit together like the right pieces in a very complicated IKEA diagram.

I've known Emma long enough to remember her eighth-grade haircut
experiment, her college love affair with instant ramen, and the way she always,
always has a plan. We were college roommates, which means | am a certified
expert in all things Emma: how she sets three alarms twenty minutes apart “just
in case,” how she color-codes a grocery list like it's a federal document, and how
she somehow makes everyone around her feel steadier simply by walking into

the room.
And then came Daniel.

They technically “met” on a dating app, but the wild part is that they had been
working from the same coffee shop for weeks without realizing it. Same tables,
same barista, same order. Two people orbiting the same little universe, both
oblivious, until an algorithm did them a favor.

Their first date was a trivia night. | remember Emma texting me, “We crushed
state capitals, but he thought Montana was a square. Still cute.” A promising

review.

After a year, they road-tripped the Pacific Coast together. That's a relationship



litmus test—48 hours Qi NAGKDegRtitions..axestionaklieplaylists, and at least
one GPS meltdown. They came back even more in sync. Then at year two, they

moved in together, proving that if you can share a closet and a set of hex keys,

you can probably share a life.

Last fall, Daniel proposed at a lighthouse overlook, because when he goes for
symbolism, he really goes for it: steady light, safe harbor, finding your way
home. It was very unfair to the rest of us who now have to top “lighthouse at

sunset.”

These two make sense together in the small, daily ways that matter. On
weekends, they go hiking—Emma sets a brisk pace, Daniel stops to read every
single trail plaque, and somehow they meet in the middle at a snack break. They
haunt farmers’ markets like friendly produce inspectors, debating which tomato
“smells like July.” Their DIY projects are just ambitious enough to require three
trips to the hardware store and one YouTube confession of defeat, but they
always figure it out. If you've admired the floating shelves at their place—those
were a weekend, a level, a laser pointer, and five polite disagreements. Milo

supervised.

Since | promised one light dorm story: in sophomore year, our smoke alarm
went off at 2 a.m. because | tried to make popcorn and forgot the popcorn.
Emma, half-asleep, calmly executed a plan like she was landing a plane:
windows open, towel windmill, fan on turbo, RA appeased with a cookie bribe
she had pre-baked and labeled “for emergencies.” That's Emma—prepared,
unflappable, kind. When Daniel tells me she keeps their life running on time
while he keeps their weekends curious, | think, yes—this is the same Emma who
saved an entire floor from charred Orville Redenbacher and somehow made the
RA thank her for it.

Daniel, we all noticed the first time you met us that you didn’t try to be the
loudest person at the table. You listened. You were patient. You asked Emma
guestions that made her laugh and think at the same time, which is her favorite

sport. You speak Emma’s language: the one that's part logistics, part wonder.



When the two of ¥y, FUMRI& TRl MARSa: FEOGRIYelishsaiad big dreams, it
doesn’t look like compromise. It looks like choreography.

And Emma—watching you with Daniel has been like seeing the best parts of you
get more space. You're still the woman who can turn a list into a launch plan,
but now you also leave room for detours—Ilike chasing a lighthouse at sunset or
buying “just one more” basil plant because Daniel swears this is the one he
can’t possibly kill. You've always made a home wherever you are; now you've

made one with someone who holds the other end of the tape measure.

People talk a lot about soulmates like they’re mystical. | think it's simpler and
better than that. It's what you two already practice: partnership and patience.
Partnership is dividing the chores and doubling the joy. It’s carrying the heavy
thing together and laughing when you realize you carried it to the wrong room.
Patience is stopping for the view even when you’re halfway up the hill and your
calves are on fire. It’s asking the second question, not just the first. It's letting

Milo sit in the exact middle of whatever you’'re working on and calling it “help.”

You've spent five years choosing each other, on big days and ordinary
Tuesdays, and today you chose each other in front of all of us. We're not here
because we think you’'re perfect. We're here because we’ve seen how you care
for each other when it's windy on the overlook, when the shelves won't sit flush,
when trivia asks a question no one knows. You reach for the same answer:

together.

So, please raise your glasses.

To Emma and Daniel—may your hikes be scenic, your markets bountiful, your
projects level, and your patience endless. May the lighthouse keep you guided,
the cat keep you humble, and the trivia nights remind you that being on the

same team is the best win of all.

To partnership and patience, and to a lifetime of choosing each other—cheers.
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