Speed Limits

By Robert Ginnaven


I got stuck in a line of traffic where everybody was going the speed limit.  And there were no cops around.  I was anxious at first, feeling the pressure to reach my destination on time.  Some clown up front was braking the pace taking his own sweet time.  And then I remembered all those trips with my wife’s dad, back and forth to the stable, mixing work with pleasure, feeding and grooming, talking and learning.  He had earned his medals in France.  He had retired from the bench after nearly thirty years.  He had done his time and preferred to drive me out west of Little Rock in his old pick-up which was chocked full of all of the little things scattered about the cab that you might need in case of an emergency.  Before night would fall, we’d leave the horses munching and head back for the city with the Sun, and a long line of traffic on our backs, while he would talk with great motion, laughing all the way.  


It was an aggravation that he had to carry oxygen, and would rather risk falling than use a cane.  He was not in a hurry, and didn’t care if anyone else was.  We’d stop at the feed store and rarely buy more than one sack, increasing the necessary visits with Uncle Jack, the proprietor, who’d done his time in the South Pacific.  Back then, the road home was a two-lane blacktop and I’d feel the heat of the Sun setting and hear the frequent honking bearing down behind us as I tried to avoid looking back for fear I would have to offer up some mea culpa to all those folks who didn’t have time to go the speed limit with us.  I’m embarrassed now that I was embarrassed then.  When he got to where he shouldn’t drive, our trips home were faster with me at the wheel.  I wish now that I had realized then how pleasant it is to slow it down a bit.  I wish I could cash in that time we saved with my lead foot and buy him back from the other side for a visit.  


Why are we in such a hurry anyway?  It’s not like we can really ever get it all done.  I could kick myself for the times I have, and will probably continue to tell my kids to just wait for the commercial before we review the meaning of life.  When we moved just outside of town I called the cable company and determined it was cheaper to buy a satellite dish, than to pay the extra $10,000 it would cost to string cable from the nearest relay at the city limits on one edge of our property.  Feeling a bit insulted that the cable company didn’t just tell me they couldn’t provide me service, but made me tell them I’d have to pass on their kind offer, we had to wait nearly a month for our dish to be installed.  A month without television!  Suddenly, time slowed down.  We read books.  We played games.  We talked.  Then, just as soon as we began to get to know each other, images began beaming into our living room from outer space, and we were once again out of time to do anything but get by.      


Last Spring I was working up a sweat weeding and pruning at a fanatical pace.  I was up against a fence line and stood up from my crouch and snagged my cheek on a thorn.  There I was, caught nose to nose with a bouquet of rosebuds.  I pulled the thorn loose and instinctively took a deep breath before realizing what I was doing, and began to laugh.  No wonder the Judge was always laughing.  Instead of being anxious about getting pulled over for speeding along with the crowd, he was laughing that he was getting away with another day of living.  So when I found myself stuck in traffic the other day, going the speed limit, I thought of the Judge and settled back into my seat and marveled at how glad I was for the clown up ahead sharing the time he had to slow us all down, and I took a deep breath.   


Sometimes, you really do have to stop and smell the roses.  

