
 

 

 Robin sat in the raft and wondered, as any man in his position might wonder, how the 

hell it came to this. Their catamaran had collapsed somewhere southeast of the northwest 

corridor of the Yucatan Peninsula. In others, they were lost. Not three days ago, his mother & 

him had boarded the Maya Riviera tour-boat for what had been sold to them as “a glorious 

getaway, the perfect gift for Mothers everywhere!” 

 It had become decidedly clear that they had been swindled. 

 Hunger had successfully crept in on them. A vast universe of food beneath their feet and 

no feasibly way of attracting any of it. 

 “Build a fishing pole!” 

 His sixth grade science fair had, for him, been buried under years of higher education, 

romantic shortcomings, and a day-job accounting for a small firm in Southwest Texas. For his 

mother, however, it was practically yesterday. And he was the greatest inventor she would ever 

know. 

 “Ma, I can’t just build a fishing pole. It—“ 

 “Sure you can. You can build anything, if you put your mind to it.” 

 He had to admit, her optimism and blind faith in his abilities was inspiring. Had he been 

even a day less sun-drunk, he might’ve been convinced. 

 “No, Ma, I can’t. And if you’re done with the “You can even be President” routine, we’ve 

got a problem in dire need of an actual solution.” 

 She was silent, for a moment. Robin knew better, however. His mother’s silence when 

she had nothing to say was far louder than her silence when she was figuring out what she was 

about to say. 

 “I’m just saying — a fishing pole would solve one of our problems.” 

 “Goddammit, Ma, I’m not some inventor-savant! In case you haven’t noticed, I’m pushing 

thirty and haven’t invented anything since those damn shoe-pockets!” 



 

 

 … 

 Her silence, this time, was deafening. 

 “I’m sorry, Ma.” 

 She folded her arms and looked away. Sometimes he wondered if petulance was a 

virtue born in the young, but matured in the mid-sixties. 

 “I am, truly. I didn’t mean to blow up at ya. It’s just, y’know, this sun and everything. I’m 

just stressed is all.” 

 After a moment, she took a deep breath and relaxed her shoulders. 

 “I’m sorry that I believe in my son.” 

 He had to bite his tongue. She always had to have the last word. 

 “Mom…Ma, what exactly am I supposed to make a fishing pole out of? We’re in a…” 

 That’s when he realized what he had overlooked — the canopy above them. Though it 

had provided something of a respite from the sunlight, he could see a better use for it now. He 

immediately reached for it and began to take it down. 

 “What are you doing?” 

 “I can’t build a fishing pole, but I should be able to convert this canopy into a net. Better 

than nothing.” 

 “I knew you could do it!” 

 He retrieved his knife from his side and started cutting small squares out of the canopy 

fabric. 

 “Hang onto these,” he said to his mother, as he continued to cut the squares out. 

 “Hey! These look like…” 

 “Shoe Pockets, I know. Just hang onto them. I want to try and reattach them, if this fails.” 

 “You know, dear, you really don’t give yourself enough credit. You’re a smart man. My 

smartest son by far.” 



 

 

 “Your only son, Ma.” 

 “Doesn’t make it any less true.” 

 “Well…thanks. I guess I don’t say that enough. Thanks for believing in me.” 

 “I’ll believe in you as much as you want if it means I might get a granddaughter sooner 

than later.” 

 “Mom. Can we focus on one problem at a time, please?” 

 “Sure thing, dear.” 


