Of all of the roads I’ve driven in the United States—and believe me, that’s quite a few—my bar none favourite is a small stretch of country road between Downingtown and West Chester, Pennsylvania called Marshallton-Thorndale. Two windy lanes through Southeastern Pennsylvania horse country, this road is riotous with Tiger lilies in the summer and on fire with changing trees in the fall. At night there is only you and your headlights to navigate it’s twisting turns. This road is simply what it is and short of a catastrophic development, will never—can never—change. As a driver who loves to drive, to me this is just about as good as it gets. 

These days, however, I am consigned to navigating US 41 in Southwest Florida, a six lane, stoplight riddled ‘highway’ that is illuminated like the runway at Chicago O’ Hare. Straight as a pin, it runs straight down the coast (with absolutely No view of the water) and makes a precise ninety degree turn East to Miami. All along its length are shopping centers, malls, restaurants, mega- grocers, furniture outlets and assorted what-nots of industry, each and every one lit up like the fourth of July. As a driver who loves to drive, this road is a small slice of torture. 
Now as a yogi and a person of intelligence, this road makes me sigh with great disappointment. I don’t have great night vision, but I surely don’t need the road to be illuminated as bright as noon. I don’t need the thousand watt streetlights to come on at five when the sun doesn’t set until eight. And I sure as hell don’t need to be able to see the contents of your store from three hundred yards away and fifty miles an hour. What an incredible waste of our precious and dwindling resources.

As I was making my way home the other night, I could have easily window shopped at the giant Mattress store. Not that I would have from my comfortable cruising speed and heartfelt desire to simply get home. But with every single one of their mega-watt fluorescent bulbs burning at ten pm on a Tuesday night, I saw every last one of their Queen sized display beds from the road and on the move. And could have cared less, even though I really do need a new mattress. But simply because they are so careless with the energy we share, I’ll be sure not to spend my money there. 

That same night I could have browsed through the seven hundred BMW’s on a lot illuminated like Yankee Stadium. In this town, it doesn’t take a rocket scientist to know who sells almost all of the Beemers on the road, so I’m pretty sure the lights weren’t on to entice me. My guess is that they were lit up so that no one could roll on in and steal them under the cover of night. But since it takes a Mack truck to pull off the Great BMW Caper, and I’m fairly confident that kind of thing would be noticed, bright lights or not, how about we dial back the wattage some, eh? Just because you can afford to have the lights on all night doesn’t mean you should. 
And these are only two of the worst offenders. I saw banks with giant chandeliers lighting an empty lobby. I saw furniture stores with lamp displays burning bright in an empty store. I saw real estate offices and hair salons, restaurants and brokerage firms, all with the lights on and nobody home. Now, I know there’s a crazy little old lady in me running around the house flipping the switches in unoccupied rooms, but does this wasteful behaviour strike anyone else as absurd? Leave your signs on, sure, that I get, but the rest? Come on….

In this day and age we can no longer afford to treat our power supply as a bottomless well of energy to be squandered on absentminded behaviours. The earth is in dire straits—just look at the crazy weather patterns to be reminded—and we need to act accordingly. Every little thing helps, and turning the lights off or turning the wattage down is no little thing. It’s a big thing. And it matters. It is everyone’s responsibility to help. Just reach out that one, single finger and flip the switch—its easy, trust me.
As my grandmother used to say (the source of all things crazy old lady within me) when we left the lights on and the room empty, “What?! Are we supporting the Saudis, single handed?”

Something else to think about there….

