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Buenas noches a todos.

I'm Sofia’s maid of honor and her best friend since middle school, which means
I’'ve known her through every haircut, every dream she’s chased, and every time

she’s turned to me and said, “Listen, | have an idea.”
And then Daniel came along with an idea of his own.

They met at the animal shelter on a Saturday morning that smelled like kibble
and hope. Daniel turned to Sofia, eyes soft, and asked, “Which dog needs the
most love?”

Sofia pointed—not to the easiest one or the cutest one, but to the one hiding in
the back, unsure of people.

That was their beginning: two people whose first instinct is to move toward what

needs care.

We were college roommates, and | watched Sofia’s world expand the day
Daniel’s name first showed up on our whiteboard calendar. At first it was just
“Shelter shift with D.” Then there were longer notes—farmers’ market Sundays,
late coffees, and those meandering walks that make you lose track of time but

find your person.

They built this quiet rhythm. Not loud, not flashy—gentle. The kind that makes

space for the other to be fully themselves.

When they had to do a year of long-distance, | saw what they were made of.
Plane tickets saved in a shoebox. Phone calls that ran out of battery but not
conversation. Indie playlists stitched together across time zones, so they could
take the same road at the same time, just in different cities.

They didn’t romanticize the hard parts; they organized them. One day at a time,
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Two years ago, they bought their first home. | remember Sofia calling me from
the echo of their empty living room, laughing because even the silence sounded
like a promise. They didn’t fill that house with things first—they filled it with
Saturday mornings at the farmers’ market, herbs on the windowsill, adoption
flyers on the fridge, and a trail of muddy paw prints after a volunteer shift.

If you've ever walked into their place, you know: you are greeted like family,

and you leave feeling a little more hopeful about the world.

And then came Asheville. A Blue Ridge trail, a sky that couldn’t decide between
mist and sunlight, and Daniel, who can be wonderfully steady until he’'s holding
a ring.

Sofia said yes, of course. She always says yes to love that shows up and puts in
the work.

To the Martinez and Brooks families—gracias por criar a dos personas tan
generosas. You didn’t just teach them how to love each other; you taught them
how to love their community. Anyone who's seen them on a Sunday, loading the
trunk with veggies and then heading straight to the shelter, knows this is a

partnership with its sleeves rolled up.

Sofia, mi hermana de la vida, I've known you as the girl who alphabetized her
notebooks and the woman who can talk a terrified dog into trusting the world
again. You love in verbs—cook, call, show up, listen. You make direction feel like

tenderness.

Daniel, | knew you were it the first time you stood in our cramped college
kitchen, quietly chopping vegetables while Sofia told a story with her whole
body. You cut, you nodded, you laughed at the right beat, and when she got to
the hardest part, you put down the knife and just held her eyes for a second
longer than most people know how.

You have a way of turning attention into shelter.
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taking care. It's early mornings at the market, road trips with the windows down

and the playlist arguing between track five and six, the patience it takes to help
a skittish pup believe in people, the courage to keep choosing each other when

miles or bills or plans get in the way.

We feel someone missing tonight, and | want to honor her—Sofia’s abuela,
mirando desde arriba. She taught you that love feeds people, that doors should
be open, that faith is an everyday act. | see her in the way you season a Sunday
stew, in the blessing you place on your home, in the way you two make room at
your table.

Abuela, gracias. Los vemos en todo lo bueno.

Sofia and Daniel, may your home always echo with laughter and the occasional
bark. May your playlists keep evolving but always find their shared chorus. May
you never forget the question that began it all: “Who needs the most

love?”—and may your answer, always and forever, be each other.

Please raise your glasses.

To Sofia and Daniel—may your gentle love keep widening the circle around you,
may your service to others keep lighting the path ahead, and may every mile

you travel together bring you more wonder than the one before.

Salud.
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