


“I'm done,” he told me on the seventh night. “I tried this for you, and it didn't work. Let it
go.ll

I was floored.
“You tried this for me? What about me trying this for you?”

“Rachel, I'm fine not eating dairy. I miss it, but I've accepted it. You want to cure me because
it’s easier for you.”

I opened my mouth to respond but stopped short. He was right. I wasn’t trying to help him
overcome a major life obstacle. I was being a selfish spouse who didn’t want the hassle of
never sharing an appetizer.

I resolved to let him live his sorbet-filled existence in peace. He accepted my faults (I never
put my dirty dishes in the sink, for starters) because we had agreed to this crazy institution

called marriage. And I had promised — before 150 guests and a cantor — to accept him for
who he was.

Besides, if I got desperate, I could always challenge myself to a pizza-eating contest. And
while John couldn’t participate, that was just fine: I'd need someone to keep time, anyway.
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