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This stop light reminds me of you. They all do. You liked to play that game, dig deeper into our 
psyches and reveal what shouldn’t be revealed. Tell me something I don’t know about you, you 
said as we stopped at a red light. I played along not wanting to rock the boat so early in our 
relationship. I told you I like the smell of burnt toast. You laughed and turned up your nose. You 
told me you called your mom every day. That troubled me, but then I remembered that saying 
that you should look for a man who treats his mother with kindness because he will treat you the 
same way. I tried to see it as a sign of your character. 

At every stop light the confessions continued. You thought the sound of Velcro was annoying 
and that sunsets were depressing. You believed bottled water was a scam and that the world 
needed more horror films. I told you I loved Jane Austen, I hated to walk barefoot, I wouldn’t eat 
oatmeal because of its texture and that I once chipped a tooth on a merry-go-round when I was 
seven. 

As the weeks passed, I learned that you always held your breath during airplane landings, that 
you were afraid of dying young like your dad and that you worried about things you couldn’t 
control. You learned that I still mourned my cat that died when I was twelve, that I never wanted 
another pet, and that I once checked out a book in the college library that an old boyfriend had 
checked out just so I could feel close to him again. 

One night as an angry rain battered the roof of the car while we waited for a green light on the 
way to the grocery store, you told me you loved me. At the next red light I said I loved you too. 

I wondered how long our game could continue. Would we go on driving from stop light to stop 
light and become a better couple? What is the end game, I asked. You said it was just a fun way 
to pass the time when we were stopped at a light. You asked if I knew that the average person 
spent about six months of their life waiting at stop lights. I said I didn’t know. There was so 
much I didn’t know. 

When we drove home from your mom’s house after Thanksgiving that year, the snow came 
down fast and hard, masking our first red light of the return trip. The snow was so thick it made 
the red light dull and dim like it was exhausted from continually telling people to stop. I went 
first and said that I could not live my life in stops and starts anymore. You nodded and said you 
knew. The light turned green and we slowly drove on as the snow began to freeze on the 
windshield. 


