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Good morning, everyone.

I’m Maya, Sophia’s sister, and somehow also her lifelong co-conspirator.
I’ve  been  beside  her  since  the  days  of  mismatched  socks  and  shared  secrets
whispered through the wall at night.
And I’ve had the joy of watching her and Ethan go from two people laughing at a
summer barbecue to a team whose love has weathered sunrises,  airport  lines,
paint-splattered weekends, and the quiet, ordinary Tuesdays that really tell you
who someone is.

I still remember the first time Sophia said Ethan’s name to me.
It was after that barbecue, when our friends swore they weren’t trying to set her
up, even though they most definitely were.
She came home with that measured brightness she gets when she doesn’t want
to give too much away, and said, “He listens like he’s reading a great book he
doesn’t want to finish.”
And I thought—oh, this is different.

They bonded over travel stories that night—missed trains, cheap hostels, a map
that dissolved in a downpour somewhere in Marseille.
Most people tell those stories like trophies.
Ethan  asked  the  kinds  of  questions  that  make  a  person’s  past  feel  seen  and
safe.
Sophia didn’t just laugh—she answered.
That’s how it started: with curiosity, and a feeling of being met where you are.

Portugal came next.
Backpacks, sore feet, and endless hills made of cobblestone, the kind that look
charming until you’re on your third espresso and still climbing.
They  sent  us  a  photo  from  a  cliff  above  the  ocean—wind-tangled  hair,  sun  in



their  eyes,  and  that  kind  of  grin  people  get  when  they’ve  paid  in  sweat  and
finally reach a view that makes silence feel like worship.
Sophia told me later that they learned how to walk at the pace of the other on
that trip.
Sometimes she sets the stride; sometimes Ethan does.
Always, they keep each other in sight.

If you know them, you know their mornings.
Sophia, who once believed the sun rose at a civilized hour, now laces her shoes
with Ethan while the sky is still deciding what color to be.
Their sunrise runs are not a punishment; they’re a promise.
I’ve joined them once, which I’m pretty sure qualifies me for some sort of medal,
and  I  watched  them fall  into  an  easy  rhythm—breath  matching  breath,  a  little
banter, the world quiet enough that a simple “you good?” feels like love spoken
out loud.

Then there are the bookshop dates.
A narrow aisle, two coffees sweating on the table, notes scribbled in margins like
breadcrumbs.
Sophia, compassionate and fiercely loyal, gravitates toward stories about people
who fight to take care of each other.
Ethan,  gentle,  witty,  steady,  always somehow finds the slim paperback no one
has ever heard of that quietly rearranges your thoughts.
They don’t judge each other’s choices; they trade pages and carry each other’s
words home.

If you’ve ever been to one of their dinner parties, you know what I mean when I
say they host the way some people pray.
Not with grand declarations, but with care.
A napkin folded just so.
Music at a volume that lets you finish your sentence.
The kind of soup that gets better the longer it sits, like friendships do.
Sophia  will  taste  a  sauce  and  decide  it  needs  a  memory—“Remember  that
cinnamon we  brought  back  from Lisbon?”—and  Ethan  will  adjust  the  heat  and
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say, “Trust the simmer.”
I’ve watched them make space at their table for neighbors, coworkers, friends of
friends,  and  once  a  totally  accidental  delivery  guy  who  ended  up  staying  for
dessert.
They create a home that says: you belong here.

Eight years.
Eight  birthdays  grown  gentler,  eight  winters  walked  through,  eight  summers
that keep daring them to pull off the road just to see what the horizon looks like
from there.
Their spontaneous weekend trips to the coast have a pattern now—bags tossed
in the trunk, hair up, windows down, the same three songs they cannot quit, and
a stop for peaches if it’s August.
They arrive at the water with the fatigue of the week still on their shoulders, and
leave  with  salt  in  their  hair  and  plans  spoken  out  loud  that  feel  less  like
schedules and more like hopes.

Last year, they bought their first home.
It had a door that stuck, stairs that protested with a little creak, and a backyard
strung with lights like someone believed in evenings.
They painted walls with sleeves rolled up and music loud enough to make bad
dancing inevitable.
Grocery receipts were taped to the fridge, and there was a list  labeled “Later”
that  held  everything  from  “fix  that  wobbly  table”  to  “learn  Portuguese  better
than menu-level.”
Home didn’t arrive all at once; they built it one weekend at a time.

One night, under those same string lights, Ethan asked Sophia to marry him.
No  grand  stage,  no  fireworks,  just  a  backyard,  the  hum  of  summer,  and  a
question that changes everything because it is not really a question, but a vow
to keep asking “How can I love you well?” for the rest of your lives.
I wasn’t there, but I’ve heard the way Sophia tells it.
How his hands shook, how he laughed softly before he spoke, how she said yes
with the certainty you use when the answer has been living in you for years.
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Today,  they  stand  here  wearing  pieces  of  their  families’  histories—heirlooms
warmed by the hands that held them before.
It feels right.
Because  love  isn’t  just  about  two  people;  it’s  about  the  threads  that  brought
them here.
The Sunday dinners where patience was practiced.
The porch steps where advice was given and ignored and then asked for again.
The quiet work of a hundred ancestors who hoped their children would be brave
enough to choose each other like this.

They’re exchanging handwritten vows in a few minutes, and of course they are.
There is a reverence in handwriting.
It’s  a  way  of  saying,  “I  didn’t  copy  this  from  anywhere.  I  sat  down,  I  thought
about you, and I wrote what only I could write.”
Knowing Sophia, I expect promises that sound like action—showing up, listening
first, choosing kindness when sarcasm would be easier.
Knowing  Ethan,  I  expect  honesty  with  humor  threaded  through,  a  steadiness
that doesn’t perform, and a devotion that prefers verbs to adjectives.

Soph,  you  have  always  been  the  one  who  leaves  notes  on  kitchen
counters—remember this, don’t forget that, good luck today, proud of you.
You love in specifics.
And Ethan, your wit has never been used as a shield; it’s always been an open
door.
You invite everyone into the light with it, especially when the day’s been long.
Together, you make decisions by looking for the humane option.
You are not flashy.
You are brave in the daily, which is the rarest kind.

There’s a photograph I love.
You’re both in running shoes on a gray morning, the sky looks half-asleep, and
you’re laughing at something that is definitely not funny to anyone else.
You’re not performing.
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You’re not posing.
You’re practicing.
Practicing the art of waking up and choosing the same person again, and again,
and again.

Eight years in, you already know that love is not a spectacle; it’s a practice.
It’s carrying the heavy bag up the stairs without being asked.
It’s  letting  the  other  person  finish  the  story  even  when  you’ve  heard  it  fifteen
times, because this time there’s a new detail and you want to catch it.
It’s bookshop dates that turn into dinner parties because one chapter made you
hungry.
It’s  pushing  for  one  more  mile  together  at  sunrise,  not  to  beat  a  time,  but  to
keep a promise.

So here’s what I ask of you both, on behalf of everyone who loves you:
Keep planting your days like that backyard—simple lights, a long table, a place
for wonder.
Keep reading each other well.
Keep leaving space for the kind of quiet that tells the truth.
And when life speeds up—as it will—remember the slow practices that brought
you here: walk at each other’s pace, trust the simmer, stop for peaches.

Sophia, my fierce, loyal heart, thank you for choosing someone who honors the
shape of your compassion and never asks you to make it smaller.
Ethan,  our  gentle,  steady  wit,  thank  you  for  loving  my sister  in  ways  that  feel
like air and water—essential, constant, and somehow always new.

In a moment, you’ll speak your vows in your own hands’ script.
Before you do, know this: everyone here is a witness, not just to this ceremony,
but to the lives you’ve already begun to build.
We see the care in it.
We see the joy.
We see the work.
And we are so honored to be part of the fabric that holds it.
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May your mornings begin with light on your faces and room in your lungs.
May  your  shelves  hold  stories  you  read  aloud  to  each  other  when  the  power
goes out.
May your table grow scuffed and beautiful with use.
May  the  road  to  the  coast  always  be  open,  and  may  you  never  stop  checking
what the horizon looks like from just a little farther along.

With love, and with reverence for this moment and all the ones waiting for you, I
celebrate you—Sophia and Ethan.

We’re here.
You’re ready.
Let’s hear those vows.
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