A Cold Wind’s Gonna Blow

By Robert Ginnaven


The creek is running steady this afternoon, highlighting the rockwork I’ve done on its edges in my creation of where I’d like to launch a boat whittled from a stick, if I was only a kid again.  Grown ups aren’t suppose to play with dolls, and my kids are nearly grown, so I’m looking forward to grandchildren, and to whittling that boat in front of them so they’ll know how to do it like Dad did.  It’s Valentine’s Day and seventy degrees.  I’ve come inside, though, because I haven’t yet been challenged by a cold spell to thicken my coat, and as the Sun is setting the breeze is calling for a sweater. 


I heard some disturbing news today.  It wasn’t like the day I was standing in the courtroom when the Judge called me to the bench.  Not the other lawyers.  Just me.  I was in trial in Texarkana where I had been for a couple of weeks after leaving my mother’s bedside as she was in the final stages of lung cancer, and on her last stage in life.  She refused to consider me getting the case continued, and told me to go down there and “Kick some ass!” 

I should have gotten a continuance.  

Today I learned that my favorite and only little sister had just gotten out of intensive care.  She’s got a problem that can be fixed, if only she can change a part of her lifestyle that preys upon an inherited trait that she got, and I’m afraid I may have too.  It is little comfort to me that I seem to be getting away with it better than she has.  If I had to change my lifestyle now, as she must, I only wonder if I could.  Her choice is simple.  Quit drinking or die.  At least she has the luxury Mom didn’t have; we seem to realize now that smoking causes lung cancer.  Back when Mom started smoking, menthol cigarettes were advertised to sooth a sore throat.  When I was a kid, we played cigarette tag, and smoked our parents’ brand of candy cigarettes.  I’ve had it explained to me that certain mutations occur during the early years of smoking that may predetermine whether we’ll get cancer.  There are plenty in the family that have pushed the 100-year mark and smoked all the way.  And I’m sure what must be plaguing my sister is that there are plenty in the family that have done the same, drinking all the way.  When Mom’s brother came into her hospital room with his lifelong friend and medical school classmate, the doctor’s words were quick, and fatal.  There was nothing she could stop doing and dodge this bullet.  So she smoked all the way to 56.

Mom always defended having three babies in diapers all born about nine months apart, and later enjoyed accompanying me everywhere when I was a teenager.  You see, everywhere we went; people thought she was my sister.  Occasionally, my children will tell me that someone told them that I looked younger than I am.  But after I’ve teased my wife and reminded her that she has more gray hair, I realize that I couldn’t pass for my daughter’s brother, even if I put on knickers.  Maybe Mom had it figured out.  She sure squeezed a lot into those 56 years, and so she said, she had no regrets.  But just one year behind me at 44, my sister is making me nervous that time is already running out and that I might not have the time I’ve counted on to get it all worked out.     

It’s been over ten years since my mother died.  Since then, I told my sister today, I haven’t been singing like I used to do.  Used to, I’d sing in the shower, on the way to work, and wee, wee, wee….  Just like the littlest piggy.  I told her that I was in the car with Sinatra the other day and for the first time in a long time, I was feeling like I was back in good voice.  Now this.

I suppose I’ve been around the block before.  I think instead of a sweater, I’d better get a coat, and some cough drops.  I sense a cold wind’s gonna blow.    

