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Good afternoon, everyone.

My  name  is  [Your  Name],  and  I  first  met  Sophia  when  she  wandered  into  a
university  entrepreneurship  club  meeting,  sat  in  the  front  row,  and—true  to
form—asked the sharpest question of the night. A few weeks later, Michael did
the same thing—same row, same focused look—except he stayed after to help
stack chairs. I remember thinking, “If these two ever compare notes, something
wonderful is going to happen.”

It didn’t happen right away.

They  met,  they  circled  each  other  like  two  very  organized  planets  in  adjacent
orbits, and then life did what life does—it sent them forward. They reconnected
years  later  at  an  alumni  mixer  where  the  canapés  were  forgettable,  but  their
conversation  wasn’t.  They  compared  projects,  swapped  recipes  for  cheap
weeknight dinners, and—this part is very them—made a shared spreadsheet of
street food stalls to try. That list became their map. Saturday mornings turned
into Sunday yoga. A quick bite turned into a three-hour walk. And somewhere on
those  streets  between  food  carts  and  farmers  markets,  curiosity  turned  into
belonging.

There was a year of long distance when Michael took a job abroad. If you want
to know whether two people are serious, watch how they say goodnight across
time  zones.  Their  calls  were  sometimes  crackly,  always  consistent,  and  full  of
the small news that builds a life—how a new dal recipe turned out, whether the
basil  plant  had  finally  forgiven  them,  which  stretch  in  yoga  class  made  them
both realize the human body has a sense of humor.

When they found themselves  beneath cherry  blossoms in  Kyoto,  the world  did
that thing it sometimes does when it’s paying attention: it grew very quiet, very



pink, very certain. Michael asked. Sophia said yes. And every petal that fell felt
like a polite confetti from the trees.

What I admire most about them is not just what they love, but how they love.

They  cook  like  collaborators—arguing  cheerfully  over  the  cilantro,  trading  the
knife to whoever’s steadier that day. They travel like reporters—listening for the
story  behind  a  stall,  letting  a  city  introduce  itself  through  its  spices.  They
practice  like  teammates—one wobbling  in  tree  pose while  the  other  keeps  the
count  and  the  perspective.  They’re  builders  in  the  truest  sense:  of  meals,  of
plans, of patience.

Today we honor not only Sophia and Michael, but the families and traditions that
brought them to this moment. We carry into this space the warmth and wisdom
of Vietnamese and Indian homes—the comfort of a kitchen always ready for one
more  guest,  the  bright  welcome  of  festivals,  the  reverence  for  ancestors,  and
the  joy  of  color,  music,  and  shared  table.  It  is  a  gift  to  witness  how  they’ve
folded these traditions into something uniquely theirs: a home where nước mắm
sits companionably next to garam masala, where Tet and Diwali light the same
calendar, where respect is not a ceremony but a habit.

In a few moments, we’ll hear words from Rumi, whose poetry understands what
they already practice—that love is not found; it is made and remade in the daily
act of choosing each other. And we will honor that choosing with a handfasting,
a binding that doesn’t tighten but steadies, reminding them that two hands can
hold more than one life alone.

Before we do, there’s a small secret they entrusted to me. Sophia and Michael
wrote  letters  to  each  other  last  week—nothing  grand,  just  the  true,  ordinary
magic  of  how  today  feels,  what  they  hope  to  remember  when  the  memory  of
these flowers softens and the vows have settled into the quiet. Those letters will
be  sealed  after  the  ceremony,  tucked  away,  and  opened  on  their  first
anniversary.  A  year  from  now,  they’ll  sit  down—most  likely  with  something
delicious bubbling on the stove—and read them. They’ll be reminded not just of
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this  promise,  but  of  the  people  they  were  when  they  made  it.  I  like  to  think
those letters will taste faintly of cardamom and mint, and that they’ll be proof of
a year spent practicing this promise well.

Sophia, Michael—may your table always hold room for one more story. May your
passports collect  stamps,  and your kitchen towels collect  the good stains.  May
your yoga mats continue to unroll side by side, even on the mornings when one
of you would rather sleep. May you keep asking the better question, staying to
stack  the  chairs,  choosing  curiosity  over  certainty,  and  kindness  over  being
right.

And when the hard days come—as they do for every good marriage—may you
remember  Kyoto’s  quiet,  the  long-distance  goodnights,  the  first  spreadsheet,
the taste of a dish that finally worked because you adjusted it together. May you
meet each other there, again and again, with the patience of cooks, the courage
of travelers, and the steadiness of teammates.

With gratitude to the families gathered, with respect for the traditions we carry,
and with joy for the home you are building—

Let us move now to the readings from Rumi,  and then to the handfasting that
will honor the joining of your lives and the strength of your bond.

This speech was created with weddingspeechesai.com.Answer a few questions
and generate your own personalised speech now atweddingspeechesai.com

Create your own personalized speech at weddingspeechesai.com



Create your own personalized speech at weddingspeechesai.com


