
The Boat in the Driveway    By: Vaughn McBride 
 

TODD: 
 

My father loved to fish most of all. Every weekend, every holiday, off he went. He didn’t 

always bring home the bacon, but he loved it. Then, one year, something went wrong. He 

changed from a big, bluff, laughing man into a shrinking shadow. He seldom left his room, and 

Mama would say, “He’s having a bad day.” We didn’t know what it meant. We were a close 

family. We always had enough… never too much or too little… always enough. We had the 

first TV on the block and in the early years we watched a lot… everybody would watch 

wrestling, the roller derby. We always thought our lives would last forever. My father had a 

deep voice and a deeper laugh. When he laughed, Mama would look the other way and try not 

to giggle. She was a very gentle person. Then, the years later when the something went wrong, 

Dad would watch the TV for hours without the sound on. He said it was “inane” and he made 

me look up the word… inane. He would only turn the sound up for Walter Cronkite and Julia 

Child. Poor mother. Whatever she cooked for dinner, Julia did it better. 
 

But back to fishing. My father had always wanted, lusted after… a fishing boat with a swivel 

chair. It was his dream. He knew that if he could ever afford that boat, his dreams would be 

alive. When the trouble came, he couldn’t leave the house. A silent TV and Mama’s cooking, 

that was his life. 
 

Mr. Thressel lived on our block and he had a fishing boat with a swivel chair. I don’t know how 

Mama did it… but one morning Mr. Thressel’s boat was in our driveway, right outside the front 

room window. Dad… Daddy would sit in front of that window for hours looking at the boat and 

telling stories about lake trout and blue gill. Even when winter came, he watched the boat in the 

driveway. 

Then… it was February. We gathered around the table one morning for breakfast and Mama 

and my older brother, Harold, went to Daddy’s room to wheel him in. his bed was empty. 

Mama made me and Harold sit at the table and she went into the front room all by herself. We 

heard a little sound and just like we knew what had happened, we joined her looking out the 

window. Snow was coming down real hard but we could see. Sitting in the swivel chair in the 

boat in the driveway was my father… my daddy. He was wearing his windbreaker and his 

yellow storm hat and in his hands he held his best fishing rod which had been carefully cast 

over the garage roof. Mama said that we must stay inside. She made a phone call then put on 

her heavy coat and boots and went outside. When the police arrived she was still trying to 

unlock his hands from his fishing pole. 

 

Now that I’m nearly a grown man I enjoy a lot of sports… but I never go fishing. It makes me 

cry… it makes me cry. 
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