
searching. For what, I’m not sure, but I am no less on 
the lookout. The river of my dreams—the ’69 Camaro 
equivalent—could be hiding on the side of the road and 
I don’t want to miss it.

Craning my neck is never really enough, though. 
What I can usually spot while craning is some brush, 
the occasional corrugated tubing and, if I’m really lucky 
and vigilant, a decent hole. The problem is that I’m 
driving by at 45, 65, 80 mph, and no amount of visual 
examination will ever give me a decent understanding 
of that river, let alone help me find my relative hot rod.  

My dad stops because he wants to know a little more 
about the engine, or at the very least to have a conver-
sation with someone who knows something about en-
gines (I’m not the best road-trip partner in this regard). 
Does he actually intend to buy a snowmobile that hasn’t 
been operational since 1978? Except for the one time 
he actually did come home with a ’73 Arctic Cat with a 
cheetah-print seat—no. The level of commitment here 
is minimal. Still, a “quick” stop means he’ll walk away 
with at least a minor understanding of why that old pile 
of metal is no longer operational, which usually turns 
into an hour of shooting the shit to boot. 

My 15-year-old self wouldn’t be happy about admit-
ting this, but maybe the old man’s onto something; 
maybe I’ve got a few things to learn regarding the 
instinct to slam on the breaks and inspect roadside at-
tractions further. For dads, that means hot rods. For 
me, rivers. It could be a drainage ditch or a hidden gem; 
a busted ’85 Harley or a f lashy ’69 Camaro—either way, 
a quick look can’t hurt. 

OPEN WATER ANOTHER ROADSIDE DISTRACTION

[RIGHT]  

“Stopping near bridges 
to scope out the water 

is a time-honored 
angling tradition. In 

Colorado, sometimes 
you can park and fish 
all you can see. Other 

times, the water and 
surrounding land are 

private, and all you 
can do is spot fish and 

throw rocks at the 
no-trespassing signs.” 
Location: White River 
National Forest, CO.
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When it comes to fast cars and heavy ma-
chinery, my dad is constantly on the lookout for his next 
roadside gold mine. The man lives for car shows at the 
local American Legion, and I’m certain he’s one irratio-
nal decision away from owning a garage full of machines 
in various stages of decay. That being the case, he slows 
for tractors and pumps the breaks for old snowmobiles, 
gazes longingly at four-wheelers and performs hazard-
ous U-turns for vintage Detroit muscle cars.

“Hey’d ya see that ’69 Camaro!?” He’ll say. “Man, 
my uncle used to have one of those things. I’m gonna 
stop and take a look.” 

This sentiment is almost always followed by a conver-
sation about carburated engines with some white-haired, 
beer-bellied man on the side of a country road in Illinois 
while I sit in the car and mope. By age 15, I realized 
that contesting this habit only served to fuel the dad-
annoying-daughter fire, and sitting in the car not saying 
anything usually sufficed to get the point across. 

These days, as a grown woman, I’ve noticed that 
whenever I drive over a river, I scope it out, but I never 
pull over. I’ll crane my neck, I’ll slow down, I’ll take off 
my seatbelt and practically get into the passenger seat 
to look at it, but I won’t stop. 

Sometimes the crossing contains a placard labeling 
it a full-blown river, while other times it’s nothing more 
than a ditch necessitating 10 feet of guardrail on each 
side of the road. Sometimes I f ly by without much of a 
glance. Most of the time, though, I’ll take it slow and 
give it a good look—as I have been taught. This usu-
ally involves a little rise off the seat, my eyes wide and 
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