I Don’t Think I’m Immune


I wake up on my wedding day and let the dogs out. I make coffee. I scoop out half a cup of overpriced, all-beef kibble into Wally’s bowl and half a cup into Maddie’s. I pour cream into my favorite mug, the one Lindsay gave me a few years back, the one that has pictures of us on it: us in New York City, us in Puerto Rico, us on the beach with the dogs on the most perfect fall day. I rip open two Splenda packets and let the contents fall into the mug. I pull my bagel out of the toaster and smear it with butter. 


I sit down and scribble my vows on some yellow Post-it notes. It’s last minute, I know, but the vows have been forming inside of me for the last five years and I don’t need to spend a lot of time on them. By now, I know what love is and what it isn’t. I have tried and failed at love in the past. I have watched others try and fail. I have seen a few succeed. I know what I want to promise. 


In my vows, I tell Lindsay not to worry about not having written any of her own. Though we haven’t discussed it, I know that this will be the case because she’s just not the type to put her thoughts down on paper. I know, too, that the moment she sees me pull out my little yellow squares, she will start to freak out about the fact that she doesn’t have any of her own, so I tell her it’s okay. I tell her that it’s just the way she is and I love her, just the way she is. I hope that the Post-its make her laugh.


I don’t promise a whole list of things, the way that people so often do in their vows. I promise only to love her, because in my opinion, that encompasses everything—patience, hope, kindness, loyalty, trust. Everything, in one small word. 


 As I write, I think about the way that for a long time, I didn’t believe that you could or should promise to love someone forever, because I thought love was just a feeling and that feelings could change, and that promising to feel a certain way for the rest of your life was foolish, like promising to always love eggplant even though you knew that it was entirely possible that one day, without any conscious decision on your part, your taste might change. I thought promising to love someone forever was setting yourself up to fail, but I changed my mind when I met Lindsay.



At first my love for her was just a feeling—that all consuming, magical, energy inducing high, kind of feeling where everything was easy, and fun, and felt so fucking good, but when that went away it became something else. I felt something that I’d never felt in my entire life: certainty. I never had any questions with Lindsay. Before I met her, there were always questions. 

So now, I believe that you can promise to love someone forever, because I know now, that love isn’t just a feeling, it’s a decision too—a decision that you have to make every day through all the shit; a decision that you have to keep making, which of course isn’t easy, because there’s a lot of shit. All different kinds. 


There’s the standard fare, like when you get in a fight and you both get so aggravated that you feel like you might explode with frustration, so you walk away even though you are supposed to be working on not walking away in the middle of arguments. There’s the minor stuff like the way that she never empties the colander in the sink or the way that I always leave the office looking like a tornado blew through. And then there’s the heavy shit, the kind that comes if something really horrible happens, like one partner becomes attracted to someone else or a child dies. Through it all, it’s a decision. 


As I write my vows, I wonder what it is that compels so many people to make this promise when we all know that more than half of those who make it won’t be able to honor it; when we all know that this promise is hard, really fucking hard. I guess maybe we like to take chances, like to risk our hearts, like the thrill of the odds stacked against us; maybe we think that the payoff will be worth it. Or maybe we just think we’re immune to that kind of failure. We think, it won’t happen to me.


I don’t think I’m immune. I know it’s possible. I’ve seen it happen to people I would’ve never expected. So today, when I make that promise to love Lindsay every day for the rest of my life, I’ll hope to God that I have what it takes to honor that promise, but I know that only time will tell. Time is the only storyteller that never lies. 
