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Good evening, everyone.

My name is Thomas Clarke, and I  have the great privilege of being Benjamin’s
younger brother and his best man.
I say “younger” with emphasis, because for most of my life, Ben has shown me
what it  looks like to be a step ahead—on the pitch,  in the classroom, and yes,
even in a tight parking spot on a steep hill.
From him I  learned resilience, kindness,  and how to parallel  park—though only
two of those were painless lessons.

Before  I  begin,  on  behalf  of  Charlotte  and  Ben,  I  want  to  thank  all  of  you  for
being here tonight.
Some  of  you  have  traveled  a  long  way,  made  complicated  arrangements,  or
juggled work and family to stand with them today.
Your presence is felt, deeply.
To the wedding party—thank you for supporting them with good humor, steady
hands, and the sort of patience that makes complicated logistics look effortless.
And to those dear to us who could not be here, whether because of distance or
because they are no longer with us, we carry you in our hearts tonight.
This  day  is  richer  because  of  the  love  and  guidance  you’ve  given  across  the
years.

I have known Benjamin for all of my life, but I truly met him, in the fuller sense,
when  we  became  almost  equals—when  he  began  asking  my  opinion,  not  just
giving his.
He’s always been the one who shows up early, reads the small print, and keeps
a steady head when things wobble.
I  learned  early  on  that  when  you  are  in  a  pinch,  you  want  Ben
nearby—preferably with a toolkit and a cup of tea.



And then came Charlotte.
I  first  heard  about  her  sometime  after  a  university  debate  society  meeting  in
2017.
Ben said, “There’s someone who argues with purpose and listens with grace.”
That combination caught my attention, because my brother has never admired
volume for its own sake; he admires care, clarity, and courage.
A few weeks later I met Charlotte myself, and I saw what he meant.
She has that rare quality of making the person across from her feel thoroughly
considered.
She takes ideas seriously without taking herself too seriously, and she brings a
thoughtful steadiness to any room she’s in.

Across  seven  years,  their  story  has  been  written  in  chapters  that  required
exactly those qualities.
Two  years  of  long  distance—London  and  Manchester—proved  that  what  they
had wasn’t a campus convenience; it was a commitment with stamina.
There  were  missed  trains,  rescheduled  weekends,  and  late-night  calls  that
stretched far beyond the polite recaps of the day.
They learned to keep a shared rhythm across different postcodes.
They  learned  to  speak  plainly,  to  forgive  quickly,  and  to  hold  space  for  each
other’s ambitions.
I  remember  one  Sunday  evening  when  Ben  was  packing  for  a  Monday  train
north.
There was nothing dramatic  about  it—just  careful  folding,  a  checked schedule,
and a note Charlotte had tucked into a pocket.
Love often looks like that: attentive, durable, and quietly brave.

When  they  were  finally  under  the  same  roof  again,  they  did  the  sensible  and
slightly mad thing of buying a 1920s bungalow in 2023.
The  house  had  charm,  character,  and  the  optimistic  promise  of  “good
bones”—the sort of phrase that is both encouraging and ominous.
They set about restoring it, not to showroom perfection, but to the kind of home
that wears their fingerprints lightly.
I’d  visit  and  find  them  mid-project—Ben  measuring  twice  and  Charlotte
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reminding him that a spirit level actually needs to be used.
There was the window that refused to open for thirty years until they coaxed it
into  cooperation,  and the  patch  of  wall  that  revealed  no  fewer  than four  paint
colors from previous decades like rings in a tree.
In  those  months,  you  could  read  their  relationship  in  small  details:  shared
playlists  humming  softly,  cups  of  tea  placed  near  a  ladder  at  just  the  right
moment, a quiet laugh when something went sideways and needed to be tried
again.

The house has a small garden, and they treat it with the seriousness of people
who understand that patience is a kind of faith.
They celebrate the first shoots, make dignified peace with the slugs, and every
now and again declare victory when something edible appears.
If  you  want  a  preview  of  how  a  couple  will  weather  the  next  decades,  watch
them coax life from stubborn soil.
Ben is deliberate; Charlotte is observant.
Together they give things time, they adjust, and they take joy in progress rather
than perfection.

If Sundays are the week’s anchor, Charlotte and Ben have made theirs count.
Their  Sunday  roasts  are,  to  my  knowledge,  the  only  meals  where  a  guest  can
learn about a Miles Davis recording, the merits of rosemary over thyme, and the
right torque setting on a drill—all before dessert.
They host not to impress but to gather.
People leave their table nourished and seen.
You can’t fake that.

And then Paris, 2024.
By the Seine, in the soft light of a city that pretends not to notice lovers because
it has seen so many of them.
Ben proposed.
I asked him later how it felt in the moment.
He said that everything got very quiet and very clear.
That sounds like him—and it sounds like Charlotte, too.
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Big decisions are not fireworks for them; they’re a steady hand finding another
steady hand.
They say yes and mean it.

Across  families,  we celebrate  not  only  two people  but  two homes of  habit  and
humor—English and Irish—meeting at one table.
We’ve  all  heard  the  jokes,  but  what  I  cherish  are  the  resonances:  the  value
placed on words well  chosen, on music that lingers, on hospitality that doesn’t
announce itself and yet is unmistakable.
Tonight carries threads from both sides—songs and stories, wit and warmth.
It is a good weaving.

As  Ben’s  brother,  I’m  expected  to  add  a  story  or  two  that  reveals  character
without causing anyone to reconsider the seating plan.
Here is one.
When I was learning to drive, the parallel parking element loomed like a moral
test.
Ben didn’t  mock;  he drew a chalk  line along the curb,  stood with  exaggerated
solemnity, and said, “We’ll practice until the car thinks it lives here.”
He stayed in  the rain,  soaked through,  unflappable,  and he didn’t  leave until  I
could  do  it—calmly,  consistently—because  he  knew  that  confidence  lives  in
repetition.
That is how he loves: he does not rush the important things.

And here is Charlotte.
When Mum had an appointment she was worried about, Charlotte arrived with a
list of questions, a flask of tea, and the sort of calm that makes a waiting room
feel organized.
She didn’t overstep; she empowered.
She asks the right questions, she listens for the answer underneath the answer,
and she helps people hold their own lives with a surer grip.
That is how she loves: she dignifies what matters.

Together they are not a mirror but a complement.
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He steadies; she clarifies.
He charts; she calibrates.
They meet in the middle and then build outward, resolute and generous.

To Charlotte’s family, thank you for welcoming Ben so openly, for trusting that
his  stubborn  loyalty  and  unshowy  humor  would  be  well  spent  with  your
daughter.
To  our  family,  thank  you  for  embracing  Charlotte  from  the  first  moment,  for
recognizing in her a heart that meets our brother’s stride for stride.
To friends on both sides, thank you for the laughter, the good counsel, the spare
bed  on  long-distance  weekends,  and  the  patient  replies  to  renovation  group
texts that occasionally asked, “Is this wall meant to be here?”

Seven years is long enough to learn each other’s angles and soft spots.
It’s long enough to choose again and again—and they have.
They’ve  chosen  in  lecture  halls,  on  platforms  between  trains,  at  a
paint-splattered workbench, under a Parisian sky, and here, before all of us.

In that spirit, I’d like to offer a classic Irish blessing for Charlotte and Ben, not as
ornament but as intention:

May the road rise to meet you, 
may the wind be always at your back. 
May the sun shine warm upon your face, 
and the rains fall soft upon your fields. 
And until we meet again, 
may God hold you in the palm of His hand.

Please, everyone, would you raise your glasses.

To  Charlotte  and  Benjamin—may  your  days  be  purposeful,  your  home
hospitable, your disagreements brief and well resolved, and your garden always
just a little greener than you expected.
To a life built with patience, humor, and unshakeable fidelity.
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To the bride and groom.
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