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I got married. Which, for almost 20 years, was not an opening sentence 
to this column that I expected I would write. But I’m very glad I did – 
both have the occasion to and actually – write it.

I’m not a kid. Coming to this place at this point in 
my life is both unexpected and amazing, in the best 
ways. It feels good and right. The path here has not been 
linear; rather, it resembles a Pollock print. But once we 
agreed on our destiny, we sprinted together to the finish 
line…which is more like a start line, in newlywed eyes. 

The wedding was New Year’s Eve eve. The “kids” 
were home for the holidays – our logistical prompt. 
The promise of renewal rinses everyone’s spirits as the 
waning year finishes its run. I was eerily calm. I did the 
Saturday Times crossword. I made my version of white 
bean soup. I showered and dressed in 30 minutes, one of 
the benefits for being a groom rather than a bride.

Our friend and photographer, Claire Barrett, took 
pictures in the mid-afternoon light. My favorite reveals 
my girls in the background as we walked from one lo-
cation to another, both smiling brightly, chatting about 
something other than what we were doing at that mo-
ment, oblivious to the camera, accompanied by fine 
young gentlemen, conspicuously content. 

It’s an amazing thing: Family. Your concept of it 
evolves. Life mandates flexibility. People join it. People 
are born into it. People are taken from it. Its importance 
intensifies as your remaining time with it shortens with 
each passing day. You don’t have a say as to the one in 
which you are initially placed, but you choose what you 
learn from it, how you honor it, and how you add to it 
over the years. The choice I have made is a great one. 
It’s the right one. It’s the one that I want to carry me to 
the end.    

I met my wife after seeing her three days in a row 
in three very different parts of town. On the third day, 
I surrendered to fate, or my interpretation of it, and I 
penned a hand-written note and wedged it between the 
wiper and windshield of her car. Miraculously, she re-
sponded. It’s not as simple as this next sentence implies, 
but: Here we are. 

She works with me on this magazine now. And ev-
erything else I do, in some way or another. It feels like 

a true team of two, for which I am more grateful than I 
can convey with words. 

It’s a new year. A new beginning. I hope yours is mag-
ical. Make it so.
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