
  
    
      
    
  



  The Old Man’s Chevy


  by Yiffran Fox


  Introduction.


   


  He followed the old man down the stairs.


  The old man wore a baggy T-shirt and grey sweatpants. Each step down the narrow flight made the loose skin on his flabby arms jiggle like jelly, and the worn slippers he shuffled in let off damp slaps against the wood.


  Walking behind him, Frix found himself thinking how much older his father looked now — older than the numbers behind his age would suggest, and maybe even smaller too.


  The man glanced back mid-step with the same expression he always wore, a look that sat somewhere between disapproval and disappointment. Frix straightened instinctively, like a schoolboy caught chewing gum. Under the shine of his bald head, the man’s face looked pallid and discolored — like he was coming down with the flu or still shaking off a long night of drinking.


  They descended into the garage. The old man flicked a switch and after delay, the overhead fluorescents buzzed and blinked to life. The sterile white light revealed the room: impeccably clean, everything in its place, parked dead center — a raven-black Chevy Chevelle SS, gleaming like a monument.


  The old man stood with his arms crossed over his broad chest, silently admiring the car.


  Frix knew how much he loved that thing — maybe more than him, maybe more than anything else he’d ever had in his life. And to be fair, it was a nice car.


  Frix hovered near the stairs, unsure what was happening. The man reached deep into the pocket of his sweatpants, then tossed the keys to him in a lazy underhand.


  “Go on,” he said. “Try her out.”


  Frix caught the keys and blinked at him, stunned. For a second, he wasn’t sure if this was a joke.


  The old man urged him again with a nod, “Come on. She ain’t gonna bite ya.”


  Frix climbed into the car’s low leather seat, gripped the wheel with clammy hands, and slid the key into the ignition. He looked up at his father, who stood peering in through the passenger side door, watching him closely. Frix turned the key.


  The engine came alive with a deep-throated roar. His lips curled into a grin before he could stop himself. The sound, the feel — it’s power was tangible, like roar of thunder resonating through quiet summer skies.


  He’d only been in the passenger seat a few times as a kid. He’d never even touched the steering wheel before. And now, sitting behind it, he felt something bloom in him — a strange, swelling sense of power. Or the illusion of it, anyway.


  His father studied him, watching his face like he was trying to read a flicker of something beneath the surface.


  “You want it?” the old man asked.


  Frix looked up, confused. “What?”


  “It’s a simple question,” the man said. “Do you want the car?”


  Frix turned to the windshield, tried to string together a coherent reply. “Yeah, but—”


  “Good.” The old man slapped his hand against the roof with a hollow thump. “Title’s in the glovebox. Already signed in your name. Take care of her.”


  Then, without another word, he turned and walked away, wobbling like a drunk.


  Frix sat frozen, engine idling beneath him, watching the old man vanish back up the stairs.


  This was a man who had spent most of his life pretending he didn’t care about Frix, or anyone else for that matter. And now, this?


  It didn’t feel like kindness, it felt like something else.


  Still stunned, Frix reached over and opened the glovebox. The title was there, with his name on it, like the old man said.


  Frix opened the garage door, the electrical motor echoed through the quiet of garage into the darkening evening outside, like something stirring into live. He eased the Chevelle down the driveway and turned right, slowly rolling out of the sleepy suburban lane. The air was still warm from the day before, sticky with the weight of early summer.


  A few houses down, he spotted Mickey and Greg loitering in a driveway, sipping from tall cans and swatting lazily at mosquitoes. They didn’t even recognize him — only the car. Their necks snapped toward the growling engine, eyes wide. Frix giggled to himself, watching them shrink in the rearview mirror.


  The car drew attention everywhere. It was something he wasn’t used to. At first, he couldn’t stop smiling — but soon, he mastered a detached look, that smooth, effortless disinterest he imagined real muscle car guys must wear like a second skin. The illusion felt good. More than that — it felt so real living it.


  He cruised through familiar streets without any destination in mind. Every light glinted off the polished hood, and every corner turned like it was carved from the world just for him. The sensation was electric, buzzing through his fingertips and down into his toes. The Chevelle didn’t make him important, he knew that. But it felt like it did, and that felt so intoxicating.


  He thought about hitting a drive-through, but realized he hadn’t brought any money. The gas tank wasn’t full either, though it still had plenty. He glanced at the gauge and wondered just how much it cost to feed a beast like this. Probably more then he could afford.


  And then it hit him: maybe this was the old man’s plan all along. A lesson in responsibility. An awkward initiation into manhood — through chrome and horsepower.


  The thought comforted him. Maybe this wasn't a trap, not some cruel joke, just his father’s clumsy way of saying it’s time. He let the Chevelle carry him into the night.


   


  The next morning he woke up with one thought on his mind: Helly.


  Picking her up, showing her the car, seeing that spark in her eye — the idea practically launched him out of bed. The sun was already blinding through the blinds, and the air was thick with humid heat.


  He headed downstairs. His father was on the couch, reading something and half-watching the news report. He didn’t look up. Frix never felt close to him. In fact, he’d never seen the old man close to anyone — not even Mom. At some point, they must’ve been close to each other enough to have sex, but that seems had long since evaporated.


  He opened the fridge. No juice. Someone had left the milk out on the counter. Too impatient to brew coffee, he poured a glass of it and chugged it down. It was warm and slightly sour. Regret pooled on his tongue. Should’ve gone with tap water.


  To reassure himself —to confirm that the car hadn’t been a dream, or worse, a drunken mistake of a man who was turning senile before his time— he spoke up, casually.


  “Gonna take the car out.”


  The old man didn’t even look up. “It’s your car,” he said flatly.


  Well, that was that then.


   


  It was early still, but the heat was already rising off the pavement in slow, warping waves. Frix rolled the windows down, letting the hot air press into the cabin, refusing to turn on the A/C. There was something that felt sacred about letting the outside world in.


  Helly was already outside when he pulled up. Standing in the driveway, arms folded under the soft curve of her chest. That red ash-burn hair of hers caught every breeze like flame licking at the sun. She smiled when she saw him — it hit his hart sharp as ever and raced quicker.


  She looked stunning, like she always did. But in those skinny striped jeans and that loose low-cut top — he nearly forgot how to breathe. The neckline dipped dangerously low, her skin glowing in the scorching heat.


  He waved at her through the windshield, trying not to look too eager. Just enough cool to match the car.


  “Damn,” she said, walking up, “Your dad’s car?”


  “Mine now”, he corrected her with sliest grin he could summon for occasion.


    


  Frix took Helly for a ride around the small town, cruising through half-empty streets as they scanned for someone they knew. They talked about movies, laughed about the latest rumors circulating among their friends, and made plans for games they wanted to play together. It felt effortless, like the town had folded itself into a little playground just for them.


  Eventually, they ran out of places to visit and decided to grab some drinks before heading out to the lake to enjoy the rest of the day.


  Frix pulled into a parking spot outside a small convenience store at the edge of town, just before the road veered south into the hills. Helly stayed behind in the car, scrolling through her phone, trying to find a good destination on the map.


  On his way to the store, Frix turned to glance back at the car — the gleaming Chevelle parked in the sun, Helly lounging inside with the wind brushing strands of her hair against the glass. Those two were the best things he had in his life. For a moment, he felt like he’d won the lottery, like he was really was lucky.


  Inside, the chime above the door gave a tired jingle as he entered. He made his way straight to the refrigerators at the back and picked out a small pack of cheap light beers and a few ciders for Helly — she didn’t drink beer. On second thought, he grabbed a few cans of Dr. Pepper too, just in case.


  At the counter stood an old woman, turned half toward the front window, peering out toward the parking lot where the Chevelle sat glinting in the sun.


  “Nice-looking car,” she greeted him as she began to ring up the drinks.


  Frix gave a modest grin, expecting the comment. “Thanks. It was a gift.”


  She gave the car another glance, narrowing her eyes slightly. “Expensive-looking gift.”


  Frix shrugged, pulling out his wallet. “Yeah, it was.”


  While she slid the drinks into a paper bag, she added without looking up, “One way or another, we all end up paying for what we get. Just make sure you don’t pay more than it’s worth.”


  Frix wasn’t sure how to respond. Was it just old-person wisdom? Or a weird Christian parable he didn’t recognize? He didn’t want to be rude. “Thanks,” he told her with a smile. “I’ll try to keep that in mind. And thanks for the drinks.”


  He took the change from the little coin plate shaped like an open hand and slipped it into his pocket. Just as he was about to leave, the woman grabbed a folded map from a nearby stand.


  “Here,” she said, tucking it into the bag. “Might come in handy.”


  “Oh, you don’t have to—” Frix started, but she waved him off.


  “It’s no bother. No one buys those things anymore anyway.”


  He nodded, gave a polite thanks, and walked back out into the sun. As he neared the car, he glanced back toward the shop and saw the old woman’s lined face watching him from the window. There was something about her gaze — steady, unreadable. He shook it off.


  Helly climbed into the passenger seat just as he reached the car. Frix handed her the grocery bag and slipped behind the wheel.


  “So,” he asked as he pulled out of the parking lot, “did you find a good spot?”


  Helly nodded, digging through the bag for a can of Dr. Pepper. “Yeah. Head south out of town,” she said, holding out her phone. “This one looks promising.”


  Frix pulled out of the parking lot and turned south, the Chevelle rumbling as they left the last edge of town behind. A long stretch of cracked asphalt opened ahead, flanked by yellowing fields and occasional wind-blown trees, the kind that seemed stuck in a permanent lean.


  Helly sipped her Dr. Pepper, singing along with a song on the radio, with one foot propped up on the dash. A loose strand of hair danced in the wind from the open window. Her presence made the cabin feel warmer, a warmth that felt gentle and pleasant even in unforgiving summer heat. He glanced at her when he thought she wouldn’t notice, and felt the same quiet thrill run through him. She looked at ease. She looked like she belonged there, beside him.


  “You think that lady back there was trying to curse me or just make small talk?” he asked, uncomfortably smirking.


  Helly blinked, confused. “What?”


  “The old woman at the counter. Said something about paying for what you get... cryptic end-of-days kinda vibe. Then gave me a free map like I’m a cowboy headed out west.”


  Helly laughed, resting the can between her thighs. “Maybe she’s psychic, or maybe she’s just old. They all get spooky after a certain age.”


  “Yeah,” Frix muttered, still smiling. “Still... weird, though.”


  He tapped the wheel lightly, eyes on the road. The tires hummed over the uneven surface. The car handled smooth — smoother than anything he’d ever driven — like it wanted to eat up the miles in front of them.


  “Anyway,” Helly said, pointing at the map app on her phone. “It’s about twenty minutes out, there’s a lake with a few docks and a boat rental, but it looks deserted. No reviews. I think it's one of those places people forgot existed. Which means no crowds, or if we are lucky no one at all.”


  Frix nodded. “Perfect.”


  They passed a road sign half-covered in vines. The paint was worn thin, but he made out the name: Sundown Point Road. The name stuck with him, though he didn’t know why.


  As the car dipped into a curve, surrounded now by dense tree cover and cicada buzz, the light changed. Shadows spilled across the road in long ribbons, making it harder to tell how far they’d come. It didn’t matter. Helly leaned into him at one point to skip a song on his stereo, her perfume brushing over him like a unseen specter. Frix couldn’t remember a time he felt more alive.
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