
The Winter Interview 
by Steve Lomske 
 
It had been such a long cold winter and my hand-me-down car was covered 
again by a deep, soft snow. I cleaned the icy mix off the frozen door, tugged on it 
until it opened, climbed in and prayed it would start. Of all the days to schedule 
an interview. Why couldn’t it be a warm spring day with the sun shining and birds 
chirping? 
 
This was my first real assignment for my school paper. The topic was ‘Career 
Day’. I had told my parents how I wanted to be a lawyer or a judge someday. My 
father suggested I contact the elderly man who lived just outside of our town. He 
had heard he was once some kind of district judge. 
 
I found his number in the phone book and quite frankly was surprised that a man 
his age was still alive. It seemed so incredible to me! 
 
I turned the key in the ignition and my worn out car slowly turned over and with 
great effort the engine fired, giving off a high pitched whine from her frigid parts. 
As the heater was warming, I make a quick check: cell phone, laptop and 
notepad. Everything was there I was ready. 
 
When I had called him from my iPhone it was intriguing to hear his faint voice 
over the static on the line. It was as if I was making a phone call into the past, like 
Alexander Bell calling to Watson. Heat, I needed heat. Finally the windshield 
started to defrost to the point that I could drive. I couldn’t be late.  
 
My phone was calling out the directions as I made my way down the curved 
street to his driveway. It appeared no one had come or gone from the Tudor 
estate for quite some time. It stood quietly on the hill. The house was built of 
large darkened timbers and brick that had weathered with time. Long slender 
icicles clung to the edges of its slate roof. The tree branches drooped over the 
drive as they bent with their heavy burden of snow. Each branch shivered in the 
wind, shaking off glistening flakes of ice. Off to the side of the drive were 
remnants of a neglected vineyard and a large round fountain filled with snow. 
 
The heavy brass knocker echoed through the house and was followed by the 
grinding of steel as the rusty door bolt withdrew into the lockset. The arched, 
massive oak door opened slowly and there stood a short, slight, well-dressed 
man with flowing gray hair.  
 
“Hello sir, I’m David. I called you about the interview”. 
 
“Yes, David, come in”. 
 



“Haven’t seen this much snow since ‘81’. Did you have any trouble getting up the 
drive?” 
 
“No,” I replied. “Front wheel drive does pretty good.” 
 
“Please come in, sit down,” he said, as he motioned towards the living room. 
 
“ Would you like some tea, coffee or hot chocolate?” the old man asked. “Hot 
chocolate please.” I replied as I stomped the snow from my shoes. 
 
I sat down in the specious room and gazed at the ornately carved woodwork and 
tapestries that hung on the walls. Numerous vintage black and white 
photographs sat perched upon the furnishings. They were of well-dressed men 
shaking hands or what appeared to be posing for a special event or an award. 
The men smiled at me as if I were their audience The bulky rotary dial phone he 
had spoke to me on sat on a slender inlayed table next to me A glossy grand 
piano stood majestically across the room, waiting patiently for someone to touch 
its keys again. Opened books sat scattered everywhere. The cast iron radiators 
called out to me as they gave off their welcoming dry heat.  
 
I could hear the high-pitched whistle of a teakettle and the light clinking of 
silverware and china coming from out of the kitchen.  
 
“Do you like marshmallows in your chocolate?” His faint voice called out.  
 
“Yes, please.” 
 
“Small ones ok?” 
 
“Yes, love ‘em.” 
 
He carried the hot chocolate and tea on a small ornate silver platter. He handed 
the cup to me and the spoon rattled on the saucer as his spotted withered hand 
shook with age He looked so dignified with his crisp starched shirt collar and the 
tight, perfect Winsor knot in his tie. No matter how many times my grandfather 
showed me how to tie it; I could never master that skill. I now wish I had taken 
my mother’s advice and worn my blazer, dress shirt and clip-on tie.  
 
“Cookies? Ginger Snaps, help yourself.” 
 
“So you want to be an attorney?” he said as he grasped the arms and cautiously 
lowered himself into a leather-overstuffed chair a cross from me.  
 
“Yes, sir. I would like to talk to you about your experiences while you were a 
judge.” 
 



“Well, that is a very extensive subject. Where should I begin?” 
 
“Where did you go to law school?” 
 
“Michigan.” He said as he slowly pointing to a framed, ornate diploma hanging on 
the wall. “ 1939 to 42”, he continued. 
 
I thought it seemed so long ago, way before I was even born. What could this 
man tell me that would be useful, or relevant to my report, education or me? I 
would be better off going on the Internet. 
 
‘”He began telling me about his early years, growing up in Chicago, with 
gangsters and bootleggers running the street. He spoke about his days as a 
young attorney in Detroit. The he moved on to his life as a public prosecutor and 
his decision to run for a judgeship. I was not prepared for all of this, and sat there 
trying to type out a few notes on my Apple. As I was drawn deeper into the 
stories, my fingers stopped pecking at the keys and I listened with pure 
fascination.  
 
My phone gave out a rude startling ringtone and the judge stopped speaking.  
 
“Is that your phone?” 
 
“Do you need to answer it?” 
 
“No, it’s just an alarm…I mean…I can turn it off.” 
 
I had set the alarm for 45 minutes. If the interview became boring or was going 
badly, I had an excuse to leave.  
 
“Where was I?” He asked, as he took a sip of tea. 
 
“Detroit, about the unions.” I replied. 
 
“Oh, yes.” 
 
He stared for a moment into his cup as if the words to his past were floating on 
the surface. He then continued on for almost an hour more, case after case, the 
wars, unions, drug dealers and into the 60’s and 70’s, as though it were just 
yesterday. His mind was exceptionally sharp and his disposition still cheerful 
after all he had witnessed. 
 
“Well I’ve been doing all the talking…what about you…any questions I haven’t 
answered?” 
 



As I pondered my question, there was a long pause.  I began to study the 
wrinkles in his face and the prominence of his forehead. From over his shoulder, 
I noticed a bust of a statue that stood stoically in the dim corner. An interloper 
listening to our conversation.  
 
“Is that you?” I gestured towards the statue. 
 
“Yes, a gift, somewhat vain to have a statue of oneself?” 
 
“No…not at all.” 
“Is it from when you were an attorney?” 
 
The statue looked so young and focused on a future. When I glanced at him for 
his answer, suddenly I saw myself. My face was full, smooth and round. It 
appeared to be a child’s face. Innocent and naive as it reflected off the lens of his 
glasses. 
 
Life had come full circle. A child in a chair. A young, tall, straight, handsome 
bronzed man stood in the corner. A frail, thin aged man sat hunched over in front 
of me. This was what it was all about. This was life. The way civilization has 
progressed for thousands of years. At some point the old must step aside and 
the young take their place. There is no humility in it. It must happen for better or 
worse. Knowledge, responsibility and wisdom must pass on. I could see it now. 
The importance of it. The honor in it. That was why I was drawn here. The wise 
old gentleman knew and accepted it. I had the feeling he had been waiting and 
preparing for me.  
 
“What do you think I should do to become a judge?” 
 
“What college should I attend?” 
 
“”Harvard, Yale, Michigan?” I asked. 
 
He paused. He leaned slightly forward and responded in a low decisive tone. 
“Ask God to grant you the serenity to accept the things you cannot change, the 
courage to change the things you can and the wisdom to know the difference 
between good and evil and you will do just fine no mater what university you 
attend.” 
 
“How is your hot chocolate…cold?” 
 
“Can I get you some more?” 
 
“Michigan.” He said with a large impish grin as I handed him my cup and he 
vanished from the room. 


