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Between Stations: An Essay in Static

At first, the radio refuses to cooperate. You twist the dial, expecting music or at least a voice that sounds
confident about where it 1s. Instead, static fills the car, a dense hiss that presses against the windshield. The

road stretches ahead, unlit and unremarkable, and the dashboard clock 1nsists it is later than you would

like. This 1s not a moment designed for clarity.

Driving at night changes how attention works. Headlights narrow the world into a tunnel of pale motion.
Everything outside that beam feels theoretical. You keep the radio on not because you need it, but because
silence at this hour feels too exposed. The static becomes company, unreliable but present, like someone

humming without knowing the tune.

Eventually, a station emerges. Not cleanly. A voice breaks through in pieces, syllables slipping in and out
of the noise. You catch a weather update for a town you passed an hour ago. A fragment of a song you do
not recognize. The signal wavers, then steadies just long enough to suggest meaning. You do not change

the station. You let it struggle.

There 1s something honest about weak signals. They do not pretend to reach everyone. They work with
what they have. The radio host speaks slowly, aware that parts of their message may not survive the
distance. Ads sound softer at this hour, less persuasive, almost apologetic. Someone reads community
announcements 1n a voice that suggests they believe in the value of small information. Lost dogs.

Fundraisers. A meeting postponed. You listen, even though none of 1t applies to you.

The road curves gently. The tires hum at a steady pitch. Your thoughts begin to align with the rhythm of the
drive. Time loosens. Minutes pass without announcing themselves. The radio fades again, replaced by

static that swells and recedes like breath. You consider turning 1t off. You do not.

Another station cuts in unexpectedly. This one is louder, confident, broadcasting a call-in show that seems
to exist entirely on borrowed energy. A caller argues a point you missed the beginning of. The host
interrupts with practiced impatience. The conversation goes nowhere, circles itself, then collapses under its
own weight. You smile despite yourself. The argument feels contained, harmless, trapped inside the radio.

You drive on.

There 1s comfort in not fully understanding what you are hearing. The fragments demand less from you
than complete narratives would. You are free to let the voices pass through without response. The static

smooths their edges. Words lose urgency. Meaning becomes optional.
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As the miles accumulate, the radio becomes a measure of distance. Stations appear and vanish as the
landscape shifts imperceptibly. What was clear twenty minutes ago dissolves into noise. Something new
replaces it, equally temporary. You begin to anticipate this. You stop seeking permanence. The dial stays

where 1t 1s, even when the signal degrades.

At a rest stop, you cut the engine but leave the radio on. The static sounds different without the motion of
the car beneath 1t. Louder. Less forgiving. You step outside, stretch, let the night air reset your senses.
When you return, the station has changed on its own. A slow song plays, distorted but intact enough to

carry melody. You recognize the chorus only after it passes.

Back on the road, the song fades, replaced by a distant voice reading something that might be poetry or
might be scripture. The cadence matters more than the content. The voice keeps going, unbothered by the

interference. You find yourself matching your speed to its rhythm.

Near the end of the drive, the radio finally gives you silence. Not static. Not voices. Just the low hum of
the car and the sound of air moving past the windows. It feels earned. You turn the radio off completely

and notice how full the quiet 1s now. It holds everything the noise carried earlier, just rearranged.

When you pull into your destination, the dashboard clock blinks. You shut off the engine. The radio goes

dark. Whatever was being said continues somewhere else, carried by a signal you no longer need to follow.

The drive ends, but the feeling lingers. Not the specifics of what you heard. Those are already gone. What
stays 1s the sense that not everything needs to arrive clearly to matter. Some things are meant to reach you

in pieces, accompanied by static, asking only that you keep listening long enough to notice when they pass.
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