Dear Ammu and Abbu

In your own ways, you are both rule-breakers. No doubt your sense of duty and commitment to "doing the right thing" is paramount in the value system that you shared with us, your children. But there was always that additional part of our education: your
 encouragement for us to challenge the status quo, to be true to ourselves, to ask questions, to seek the answers, and to say what we did and did not agree with. And so I wonder how much this revelation will even surprise you.

Dating wasn't a concept we had in our home. A traditional, loving, South Asian Muslim family, we soon learned that for us, at least, the ideal scenario would be an arranged marriage. After all, it worked for you, didn't it? Despite your age gap, you have gone on to have three children, two grandchildren, and successful happy careers within your loving marriage of 30 years. And growing up – even still – I see the value in this system.

The family seeking out a partner for their child, matching these prospective unions as closely as possible on all kinds of factors – education, work, religion, background, hobbies – in a well-meaning attempt to maximise the possibilities for a successful marriage by minimising possibilities for conflict. Sometimes these pairings are successful, sometimes they are not. Although I assumed I would find my future partner through you, now, at the age of 25, I recognise that life held a different path for me.

I want to tell you both about the person I can't wait for you to meet. My friend, the person I love and have chosen to love, the person I hope and pray you will accept as your future son-in-law.
If you had vetted him, he would have fallen at the first hurdle of your criteria – he is not Muslim, he is not from the same background as we are. But if you were to go beyond that, you would discover what I know to be true. That he has the kindest, most honest heart of anyone I have ever met. That he has the steadfastness of character that I used to think existed only in novels. That he will make a wonderful father. That anyone would be proud to welcome him into their family.
I have not gone into this blindly, and nor has he. We feel confident and hopeful that we can build a compatible, loving life together, acknowledging our differences but celebrating all that we share: our love of cooking, our closeness with family, our shared political outlook, our desire to move back up north once we are done having our London adventure. Yes, mother and father, he is a Yorkshire native too – just like us.
And when the time is right for us all – when we are ready to meet one another, I hope you welcome him with the fair-minded openness that I love you both for.
Your daughter

