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Good afternoon, family and friends, and welcome.

We’re gathered because two people—Olivia Harris and James Walker—looked at
the  beautiful,  ordinary  days  of  their  lives  and  decided  they  wanted  to  keep
building those days together.  Not  the glossy montage moments alone,  but  the
early  alarms  for  a  kayak  at  dawn,  the  last  set  at  a  small  jazz  club,  the  library
receipt that keeps getting longer, and the warm, unglamorous spot on the park
bench where a rescue dog lies across their knees like a bridge between them.

I’m here as their civil celebrant, but I didn’t walk in as a stranger. Over the past
months,  I’ve sat  across from Olivia and James in premarital  meetings,  run into
them  at  community  events  where  they  signed  up  to  help  before  they  took  a
seat,  and  watched  them  figure  out  what  they  want  to  promise  each
other—clearly, carefully, and with a sense of humor. Those conversations taught
me a great deal about what brings us to this exact moment.

Before  we  go  any  further,  Olivia  and  James  asked  me  to  hold  a  space  in  our
hearts for their grandparents—those here with us and those we carry forward in
memory. Love, in its best sense, doesn’t start new; it continues. The hands that
raised and steadied them continue their work through the two of you today.

Four years ago, some mutual coworkers decided to test the odds and introduced
Olivia and James at a charity 5K. This is the part where many couples say they
fell in love at mile two. These two did something even better: they noticed the
same  things.  A  saxophonist  practicing  under  a  bridge  as  they  warmed  up.  A
table  of  paperbacks  at  the  finish  line  where  everyone  else  saw  bananas.  A
conversation that veered from music to books without anyone needing to steer.

That was the start—concrete shoes laced, a race bib pinned on, and yet, in the
middle of it all, a conversation that felt like a quiet room.



In  year  two,  they adopted a dog.  Not  a  prop for  photographs,  not  a  checkbox,
but a soul who needed a home. They didn’t pick a dog because it would be easy;
they picked a dog who had known a little too much of the world. And then they
figured it  out—walks  longer  than expected,  a  couch slowly  surrendered,  and a
reading chair in the park where novels were read out loud until the sound of two
voices  became a  place  that  dog  knew as  safety.  You  learn  a  lot  about  people
when you watch them teach a nervous heart to trust.  I  learned that Olivia and
James are patient in practice, not just in theory.

Last  year,  at  a  small  lighthouse  on  the  coast,  James  asked  a  question.  No  big
audience, no skywriting, just the wind, the tide, and the simple courage it takes
to  say,  “I  choose  you.  Still.  Again.  And  for  a  very  long  time.”  Olivia  said  yes,
because over hundreds of days, in countless small decisions, that’s the direction
they’d already been walking.

If  you  want  to  know  their  rhythm,  you  can  hear  it  in  the  way  they  spend  a
weekend.  Kayaks  on  the  roof  at  sunrise,  the  water  not  yet  crowded,  paddles
lifting and falling in time. Later, a stack of books in a canvas bag, a park where
the light is good for reading, and their dog doing the kind of nap that looks like a
master  class  in  contentment.  Then  a  night  where  a  trumpet  player  takes  a
breath and an entire room holds its own, and Olivia and James lean closer, not
because they need to hear the music,  but because the music helps them hear
each other.

In  our  meetings,  I  asked  each  of  them,  in  different  rooms,  what  they  admired
about the other. James said that Olivia notices everything, and not in a way that
makes life heavy—in a way that makes life precise. She will know which corner
of  a page you folded and why. She will  remember a melody in a way that lets
her find it again in a different song. And Olivia said that James has the rare gift
of steadiness without stubbornness. He can hold firm without hardening, and he
can listen without waiting for his turn to speak. He’s the kind of person who will
paddle  back  when  a  companion  slows,  without  announcing  that  he’s  the  one
doing the work.
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Today,  you’ll  speak  your  own  vows.  You  wrote  them  in  the  same  room,  pens
moving,  thinking  out  loud,  then  going  quiet.  You  didn’t  try  to  out-poem  each
other. You tried to be clear—about partnership, about patience, and, yes, about
laughter.  You  said,  in  so  many  words,  that  you  want  a  home  where  humor
doesn’t  undercut  care,  and  where  care  doesn’t  weigh  humor  down.  That’s  a
serious ambition, and also a joyful one.

We will also hear a favorite lyric as a reading—just a few lines that matter to you
both.  You  chose  it  not  because  it’s  popular,  but  because  it  says  something
you’ve discovered together:  that  love is  not  a  finish  line  you cross  with  a  chip
timer,  but  a  tempo  you  learn  and  keep,  with  room for  improvisation.  The  jazz
nights  taught  you  that.  One  instrument  leads,  then  steps  back;  the  other
answers;  sometimes  you  both  land  on  the  same  note  without  planning  to.  It’s
not perfection that makes the song—it's the listening.

In  a  few  moments,  you’ll  light  a  unity  candle.  Some  people  see  that  as  two
flames  becoming  one,  but  I’ve  always  thought  the  better  picture  is  this:  two
steady lights that make a shared warmth. You don’t stop being who you are. You
start building a house where two lights burn longer because they burn together.
There will be days when one of you shelters the flame and days when the roles
reverse. There will be storms at sea and perfect water so calm it looks like glass.
You’ll paddle on both.

And  to  everyone  here—coworkers  who  made  an  introduction  they  will  be
bragging about forever, friends who have carried boxes and secrets, family who
taught  them  what  love  looks  like  in  the  ordinary—your  presence  matters.
Marriage is deeply personal, but it is not private. It is sustained by a community
that shows up, tells the truth with kindness, babysits the dog, passes along good
books,  sits  in the second row at a late set,  and asks real  questions.  Olivia and
James are choosing each other today. They are also choosing to belong to you,
and to ask for your help in the years ahead.

Olivia and James, I  have one more memory I want to share. Not long ago, at a
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neighborhood  cleanup,  I  watched  you  work  on  opposite  sides  of  the  same
fence—literally. One of you pulled, one of you lifted, and the old wire gave way,
not because either of you muscled it alone, but because you were tugging in the
same direction, laughing at the stubbornness of the job, not the stubbornness of
each  other.  That  image  has  stayed  with  me.  Marriage  will  give  you  plenty  of
fences to repair and remove. You will do it the way you did that afternoon—side
by side, patient, willing to get your hands dirty, unwilling to turn the task into a
tally.

So here is my blessing for you as you move into your vows.

May  your  mornings  hold  water,  light,  and  the  calm  certainty  that  you  are  not
paddling alone.

May your afternoons find you in the park with a book and a dog who leans on
both of you equally.

May your evenings carry music that keeps you curious, softens the hard edges
of the day, and teaches you to hand the melody back and forth without fear.

May  your  patience  be  active,  your  laughter  quick  to  arrive  and  slow  to  leave,
and your promises shaped by the specifics of who you really are.

And when the wind comes up—because it will—may you remember that you are
not here because everything is easy. You are here because you trust each other
to hold the boat steady.

In a moment, we’ll hear the lyric you chose. Then you’ll speak your vows. Then
we’ll  light  the  unity  candle  and  watch  those  two  lights  burn  brighter  together.
Every element today is something you selected not for show, but for meaning.
It’s my honor to stand here and witness that meaning with all of you.

Olivia and James, thank you for letting me learn your rhythm and for letting all
of us be part of this first, ordinary, extraordinary day of your marriage.
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With gratitude and joy, let’s continue.
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