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He heard the wind. That was the only sound for the whole trip. He stretched his legs around the burning machine and reclined, thinking about where he’d be a few hours from now. The early October chill was already seeping closer; setting in all around the ditches and asphalt and rock-encrusted hills. The north woods were dripping with a somber, foul gray fog.


From Naubinway to Nahma would only take an hour or so. US-2 slinked by. The wet morning ground sped beneath his parallel tires. Where’s the turn? He neared the only junction in town. Was it this tree or that one? Slowing the throttle, he eyed the road labeled “seasonal” and remembered that their cabin was at the southernmost tip of GG Rd. Finally, he roared through Hiawatha National Park, wondering about the animals he was disturbing, thinking that no one had been down this road in days. He was riding a piece of land jutting into Big Bay De Noc at the top of Green Bay on one of the many curves of Lake Michigan. Soon all the trees and every nook-and-cranny of the forest would be sifted with crunchy November snow.


The final leg of his journey was over; the bridge, the pastie signs, the mini read and blue one-room “motel” shacks all behind him. He spotted the four walled, asbestos-sided cabin. Through the naked poplar trees he noted smoke emitting from the chimney at the apex of the roof. What the hell? A rusted-out brown Escort sat in the makeshift drive. The New York plates read: FURRY1. When he turned off the deafening engine of his bike, the owner of the hatchback car emerged from behind the squeaking screen door. “Howdy! Is this your cottage?”
