This day... 
I will marry my friend 
As a little girl 
I'd sneak into my grandmother's attic 
to dress in gowns of elegant lace 
and dream of the perfect wedding 
but today as I stand by his side at the altar 
not even my dreams were as perfect 
My father always told me 
I could be anything I wanted to be 
but as he walked me down the aisle 
he also said 
I would always be his little girl
I dreamed of a wedding of elaborate elegance 
a church filled with flowers and friends 
I asked him what kind of wedding he wished for 
he said one that would make me his wife 
For hearing my thoughts, understanding my dreams, 
and being my best friend 
for filling my life with music and joy 
and loving me without end I do
Then Almitra spoke again and said, 
And what of Marriage master? 
And he answered saying: 
You were born together, 
and together you shall be forevermore. 
You shall be together when the white wings 
of death scatter your days. 
Ay, you shall be together even 
in the silent memory of God. 
But let there be spaces in your togetherness, 
And let the winds of the heavens dance between you. 
Love one another, 
but make not a bond of love: 
Let it rather be a moving sea 
between the shores of your souls. 
Fill each other's cup 
but drink not from one cup. 
Give one another of your bread 
but eat not from the same loaf. 
Sing and dance together and be joyous, 
but let each one of you be alone. 
Even as the strings of a lute are alone 
though they quiver with the same music. 
Give your hearts, 
but not into each other's keeping. 
For only the hand of Life 
can contain your hearts. 
And stand together 
yet not too near togetherness: 
For the pillars of the temple stand apart, 
And the oak tree and the cypress 
grow not in each other's shadow 
 

