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Good afternoon, everyone.

My name is [Your Name], and | have the honor of standing here as Olivia’s maid
of honor, friend, and former partner-in-crime from the office where this whole

story began.

| still remember the night a mutual colleague dragged me to the office holiday
party with the promise of “free cheese and future gossip,” and instead
introduced us to Michael. Olivia had just escaped a conversation about quarterly
reports. Michael had just spilled cranberry punch on his tie and was trying to
pretend it was a bold fashion choice. | watched the two of them lock into a
conversation that somehow included spreadsheets, travel dreams, and the best

kind of street tacos, and | thought, “Well, this is going to be interesting.”
It was. It has been for seven years.

I’'ve known Olivia long enough to have seen every version of her—early-morning,
pre-coffee Olivia, unstoppable-in-a-crisis Olivia, the kind of friend who keeps an
extra umbrella at her desk and remembers your mom’s favorite tea. Michael
met all those versions head-on and added his own: patient, funny, and
thoughtful in a way that sneaks up on you. The two of them became coworkers
turned best friends, and then they became the partners they are
today—supporting each other through late nights, new jobs, and those quiet,
unglamorous days when life asks for faith and consistency more than fireworks.

They’ve built their life around rituals that look small but speak volumes.
Thursday night cooking classes, where I've seen them argue gently—but
passionately—about whether the risotto needs “a whisper more lemon” or “two
more minutes of patience.” Salsa dancing where Michael counts under his

breath while Olivia laughs and somehow always ends up leading during the



spins. Volunteeripg.at,the.an inalsheltslemhersdhgy.toldthemselves they were
“just fostering,” and we all knew better. Pepper, who is probably supervising

from a distance today, made sure they didn’t go home alone again.

| think of the year they did long distance when Michael took a fellowship. It was
the opposite of glamorous. It was missed trains, glitchy video calls, and
calendars taped to the fridge with time zones circled in highlighter. But every
time | asked Olivia how it was going, she said, “We’'re figuring it out.” Not “we’re
surviving,” but “we’re figuring it out.” That’'s who they are: two people who sit
down with a thing—whether it’'s a stubborn recipe, a complicated schedule, or a

hard season—and they figure it out together.

There were celebrations in those years, and there were losses too. When life got
heavy, | saw the way Michael stood solidly at Olivia’s side, making room for
silence and tears when words wouldn’t do. And | saw Olivia do what she does
best—show up, no fanfare, with soup on the stove and patience in her voice.
They learned how to hold each other up without keeping score, how to make a
home in the middle of uncertainty. That is a rare, beautiful kind of love.

And then there are the ordinary Sundays that are anything but ordinary for
them. Their coffee walks—the ones that start slow, with sneakers and steam
curling from paper cups. I've joined a few, and they’'re a moving conversation of
little things: the neighbor’'s new wind chime, a recipe to try, a plan for Pepper’s
next haircut, and a hundred tiny decisions that make up a life. | think it was
fitting that Michael chose a walk to ask a very big question—on a sunrise stroll
along the Seine in Paris. Olivia told me that just before he reached for the ring,
the city felt incredibly quiet, as if it stepped back and made space for them. And
when she said yes, the world ebbed back in—bikes, birds, and a river doing what
rivers do, moving forward. It felt exactly like them: simple, honest, and joyous in

the bones.

Today, Olivia carries her grandmother’s handkerchief, tucked carefully where
she can feel it. Her grandmother was a keeper of stories and recipes and the

kind of advice you write down and fold into your wallet. She isn’t here in the way



we wish, but shecs hers jn i gnawe that-natisiadnthede of.that fabric, in the
stitches someone made by hand, in the courage Olivia found when life tilted, in

the grace that guides her. If love is a thread, then that handkerchief is one of

the first weavers, and we feel her warmth around all of us.

If | had to describe Olivia and Michael’s love, | would say it's fluent in the
language of effort. It shows up in the evenings when one of them stands in a
kitchen at 9 p.m. to prep tomorrow’s lunch because the other had a rough day.
It's there on the nights they do the salsa steps wrong and laugh so hard they
lose the beat but never each other. It's there every Thursday, hands dusted with
flour, deciding not just what to cook but how to keep choosing each
other—again and again.

I've learned a lot from watching them. I've learned that kindness doesn’t look
dramatic most days—it looks like a seat saved and a message that says “text
me when you get home.” I've learned that partnership is not about splitting life
fifty-fifty, but about carrying more on the days you can and trusting your person
will do the same when you can’t. I've learned that love does not cancel grief; it
gives it a place to sit and then brings out a blanket. And I've learned that joy
doesn’t always shout. Sometimes it walks beside you at sunrise and says, “This

is enough. This is everything.”

There’s a short line | love by the poet Rainer Maria Rilke: “Love is two solitudes
that protect and border and greet each other.” When | think of Olivia and
Michael, | think of two sturdy, beautiful lives that don't merge into one blurry
thing but stand side by side—protecting, welcoming, and honoring each other’s

edges. They make room for each other’'s dreams. They make each other braver.

Michael, | want to say this to you directly: thank you for loving my friend so well.
Thank you for learning the dance steps and the recipes and the grammar of her
silences. Thank you for the way you look at her when she’s speaking, like the
rest of the room has dimmed its lights so you can see her more clearly. You are
steady and gentle and very sneaky with good jokes, and you are exactly the

partner she deserves.
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And Olivia, my brilliant, loyal, big-hearted friend: you've always been the one
who calls at just the right moment, who brings order to chaos and softness to
hard corners. You are luminous today, but you were luminous last Tuesday in
sweatpants, and you will be luminous on a Monday in November when the sink
is full and the dog needs a walk. That light is yours, and now it's part of what

you and Michael carry together.

To both of you: keep taking the Thursday classes. Keep letting the music be
slightly too loud. Keep volunteering, even when Pepper thinks he is the one in
charge of every new dog. Keep walking on Sundays and noticing the small
things. Keep making the big decisions at sunrise when the world is quiet enough
to hear yourselves think. And when the days stretch thin or bunch up in knots,

remember that you are good at figuring it out—together.

We’'re all here because we believe in what you're doing today. We believe in the
promises you're making, the ones heard and the ones felt. We believe that love
is not a performance; it is a practice. And you two have been practicing

beautifully for seven years.

May your home be a place where stories are told over simmering pots,
where laughter knows the way to the table,
where grief has a chair when it needs one,

and where joy is so common it becomes part of the furniture.

And may your life together be exactly what you've already built—tender, brave,

and true.

With all my heart, congratulations, Olivia and Michael. We love you.
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