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Good evening, everyone.

I'm Jason, Emily’s older brother—professionally protective, personally proud,

and, for the last three decades, endlessly entertained by her.

First, thank you all for being here to celebrate Emily and Daniel. To both of our
families and especially our parents—Mom, Dad—thank you for the steady love,
the spare keys, and the countless Sunday dinners that somehow fed fourteen
people with “just a little something in the fridge.” Tonight feels like the best

version of all those nights.

| got to watch this story start six years ago, though to be fair, it began with a
coffee spill so dramatic it probably should’ve had credits. Daniel, being Daniel,
apologized to the barista, the table, the chair, and possibly the concept of
gravity. Emily did what Emily does—moved fast, handed him napkins, and took
control like a tiny, smiling first responder. He looked up with that “did | just meet
someone important?” expression he still gets when she walks into a room.

That’s the moment | clocked: Okay. This might be something.

Their first date was trivia night. If you’ve ever played a board game with my
sister, you know she treats rules like a shared moral contract. Daniel kept
quietly supplying answers from the corner—somehow knowing the capital of
Belize and every ‘90s cartoon theme song—and by question seven, they were
already a team. That's a theme with these two: they make “we” look easy.

After three years, they moved in together. | helped carry exactly one box and
then “supervised,” which looked a lot like eating pizza on the floor and offering
strategic advice like, “Couch probably goes near the outlet.” What | noticed,
though, was how they moved through the day—passing each other tools,
finishing each other’s sentences, and pausing, without speaking, to admire the



first plant on thecsill. You danddamesthal mementpukitsthe kind you build a
life out of.

Last fall, they were hiking in Yosemite when Daniel proposed. | got the call after,
when Emily tried to describe the view and just kept saying, “Everything felt big
and simple at the same time,” which is a very Emily way to say yes. Only Daniel
would hike uphill with a ring in his pocket, which tells you everything about his

optimism and his cardio.

If you want to know who they are day to day, look at their weekends. They hike
not to collect peaks, but because they like moving in the same direction. They
haunt farmer’s markets like two detectives on the trail of the perfect tomato.
I've seen them debate basil versus mint with the gravity of a Supreme Court
hearing, and then somehow end up with both because compromise can taste
like summer. They host board game nights that start friendly and end with Emily
reading the rulebook out loud while Daniel offers snacks as peace offerings. And
on weekday evenings, they volunteer at the animal shelter, which sounds noble
until you realize it's also a long con to convince each other to bring home every
senior dog with a lopsided smile. If a twelve-year-old beagle named Dumpling

shows up in their apartment, I'm not saying I'll be surprised.

Emily, I've been your brother long enough to know your greatest hits. You’'ve
always been the first one to ask the follow-up question, the person who
remembers everyone’s favorite mug, the human calendar who still finds time for
a phone call on a Tuesday. You are brave in the exact way that matters—brave
enough to be kind. And you picked a partner who respects that as something

rare, not something to manage.

Daniel, you are steady without being still. You have the sort of patience that
doesn’t wait on the sidelines; it leans in. You notice things—like when Emily
needs coffee before conversation or when a shelter dog needs a hand on their
back to settle. You make space for her fire and bring your own warmth to it.
From a big brother who did not arrive here easily: you're good for her, and

you’'re good, full stop.



Create your own personalized speech at weddingspeechesai.com

Together, you’'ve built a life that makes sense not because it's perfect, but
because it’s yours. You know how to hike when the path is obvious and how to
stand still and check the map when it isn’t. You know that “board game night”
sometimes means learning how to lose with grace, win without gloating, and
laugh when the rulebook makes zero sense. And you know that love looks like
carrying a heavier grocery bag without announcing it, or getting up early
because the tomatoes won’t wait, or volunteering on a weeknight when it would

be easier not to.

| started out as the protective brother ready to interrogate anyone who knocked
on her door. Six years in, | find myself pretty useless in that role—because the
person on the other side didn’t just pass the test. He made the test irrelevant.

What you have together is the point.

To everyone here: thank you for being part of their circle. Your texts, casseroles,
dog-sitting, emergency rides, and group chats helped build the scaffolding
around this day. They feel held. We all do.

And to Emily and Daniel: may your hikes stay curious, your markets stay
plentiful, your game nights stay ridiculous, and your home—however many dogs
it eventually contains—stay loud with the kind of laughter that makes neighbors

forgiving.

Please raise your glasses.

To Emily and Daniel—may your days be long on wonder, short on grudges, and

always, always on the same team. Cheers.
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