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Dad, Mr. Boston, and me 

My father always held down at least two jobs to support our family.  When I was an early teen, he 

worked at Mr. Boston Distilleries in Readville, MA.     

Most of the workers were responsible for lugging whiskey barrels around the distillery grounds.  The 

men unloaded the barrels from trains that parked right up against the docks and stashed the barrels in 

the warehouses.  I assume that my father started working at Mr. Boston in this capacity, but I am not 

sure what his first Mr. Boston job really was.   

Sometimes my dad and I would go to the distillery grounds on the weekends.  Sprague Street, Horne 

Street, dozens of railroad tracks, and Sprague Pond surrounded five warehouse buildings. While my dad 

was with his coworkers, I fished in Sprague Pond.  

When I was about thirteen years old, my father contracted cirrhosis of the liver and became very ill.  

During the last three years of his life, my father's health continued to fail.  He could not handle the hard 

work any longer so the managers of the distillery gave him a job as a night watchman.  I don't remember 

whether my father asked for my help or whether I volunteered, but when my dad began the night 

watchman job, I started going to work with him. 

I went to work with my dad after school, and I covered the first half of his shift so he could sleep part of 

the night.  Then, I woke early and covered the rest of his shift from 4:00am to 8:00am.  I went to school 

after the morning shift was over. 

In the dark, I drove the car from warehouse to warehouse to ensure the doors were locked.  Under a 

single dim light bulb, I punched a timecard in each warehouse's time clock to prove that we checked the 

doors throughout the night.  Sometimes my dad was with me in the car lightly resting.  Sometimes he 

was with me fast asleep.  

Often I went into the main warehouse to check on the offices.  Walking to the offices was like walking 

through a mountain range.  There were aisles and aisles of humungous vats of whiskey.  I never knew 

what I would find around the corner.  
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The railroad tracks were right next to the docks outside the main warehouse.  Workers piled dozens of 

barrels creating walls of whiskey.  Some of the guys would hang out near the barrels and drain the last 

few drops of whiskey.  If they were persistent, before they knew it, they had a full jug.  I didn't know 

who I'd find near those barrels or what condition they would be in when we met up with each other.  So 

walking along that long dock was probably the scariest part of the job. 

I suppose a thirteen year old should have been afraid, and I guess I did have some amount of fear.  I 

made myself my own billy club, after all.  At least if I did meet up with anybody or anything, I was a little 

prepared.  I never came across anyone, though.   

I guess I am fortunate that I was able to help my dad and that I was able to spend so much of his last few 

years with him. 

 

 


