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As the ferry finally docked, Marion breathed a deep sigh of relief.  The trip had been long, too long, and she worried that it would be impossible to make money with the idea they were pursuing.  Maybe this had been a wasted trip?  It was a wild idea, and she worried that she and Barbara were crazy to even entertain these thoughts.  But it felt right, and they had to try.  It felt like if they didn’t get out of their boring life, they would smother from the sameness of it all.  If their lives alone didn’t kill them, someone else would.  You see, they were a lesbian couple.  They’d managed to fool some of the townspeople in the small village outside of Boston where they were escaping from, but some people were suspicious that two young widows living together and not searching for husbands were perhaps more than they appeared.  Marion didn’t really care, but she worried that Barbara might accidentally be hurt if anyone realized what they were to each other.

As the ferry hit another wave and caused her to sway on her feet, she wondered if she was going to be sick once more.  She hoped not.  Already, people were staying well away from the seasick woman but thankfully, not Barbara.  Barbara held a basin for her time and again, mopped her brow, and even fetched water from the drinking fountain in the corner to soothe her acid-filled stomach.  The hours on this ferry had been hell.  They hadn’t realized how long it would take to get to this corner of Maine.  She was also craving a cigarette, having smelled the smoke from the one that was inevitably planted in the corner of Barbara’s lips.  She knew if she had one puff though, the motion sickness she was suffering would only get worse.

“We’re almost there,” Barbara said soothingly, her cold hand lovingly caressing the forehead of her sweaty and sick girlfriend.  She removed her cigarette with her other hand and flicked the ashes onto the deck of the ship without a thought.  Looking at its length, she took one more drag, before flicking it over the rail.

“Sadly, we have to make the return trip,” Marion mumbled as she took deep, cleansing breaths—in through her nose and out through her mouth—and hoped she could keep down the water in her stomach.  There was nothing else.  The last food she had eaten was dinner last night, at least thirteen hours ago.  She could only hope that when she touched land again, she would be able to eat.  The cool, crisp, and clean air of this part of the world felt good on her face and in her lungs ... she could taste the air.

“That’s days from now,” Barbara reminded her, wondering how someone so steady could succumb to seasickness.  The trip hadn’t been that bad, and she’d ridden it out with no problem at all, but her petite, effeminate, and fastidious girlfriend had started puking within hours of boarding the ferry.  Still, this was the easiest way to get to where they were going.

The rockiness of the ferry began to smooth out as they came into the bay and headed for Franklin.  The town was spread out along the mountainside, and for a moment, the dreary fog that had accompanied them all morning lifted, giving them a brief glimpse.  Hearing Barbara’s intake of breath and feeling the difference in the motion of the ferry, Marion began to get up for a look.  The fog closed in again almost instantly, and the rain continued, but she had gotten a glimpse, and that sight had given her hope.  For a moment she forgot about her rolling stomach and the long, gruesome trip they had taken.  This was for their future, their dream, and she wanted desperately to make it work.  

They had taken a few days off from the mill where they worked.  This was unprecedented.  They’d worked hard during the war and even afterwards when their husbands hadn’t come home.  Finding each other and feeling an attraction had been a surprise.  Acting on that attraction had been something neither had anticipated.  Discovering that they could love another human being, another woman, had been a wonderful experience for both.  

Pooling their resources and their families, they had come together under one roof.  Their sons shared a bedroom, Marion’s daughter had her own room, and for anyone who wondered, the two adults shared a bedroom with two double beds for propriety’s sake.  The fact that only one bed was frequently used was known only by the women since they rose before their sons and daughter and went to bed after them.  Their bedroom door was locked when they were inside and only a loud banging on it would have them get up to see which child needed their mother.  Many was the time that Marion or Barbara had rolled on the unused bed to make it look like they didn’t share the same bed.  So far, their children hadn’t caught on, but people in their small town had started whispering.  They wondered why two women in the prime of their lives hadn’t begun looking for new husbands to replace the ones they had lost in the war.  There was an abundance of men, who had come home to take over the jobs the women had been doing in the factories during the war.  The independence displayed by these two women was the antithesis of how women in post-war America were expected to behave, so their very lives were being questioned.

As the ferry bumped into the dock of Franklin, Maine, they both breathed a sigh of relief.  Gathering their single suitcases and purses, they got in the queue to leave the ferry and get on the dock.  Entering the station, both were pleased to be back on solid land.  Barbara led the way as Marion was still fighting her nausea, but surely, being on land would help to ease that.

“Excuse me.  I’m looking for a Henry Wheeler?” Barbara asked at the ticket office.  Her accent had the man looking up at her, immediately identifying her as someone from out of state and not a local.  

“Ayuh, that’s ‘im over there,” he said, thumb pointing to the corner where an older man stood, hands in the pockets of his overalls, viewing the crowd.  He looked comfortable, rocking back and forth to a tune in his head as he looked about at the throng of passengers getting off the ferry.  Some were being greeted by family, and others were making their way through the crush.

“Thank you,” she answered politely and led the deep-breathing Marion towards the man.

“Mr. Wheeler?” Barbara asked brightly as they approached.

“Yup, that’s me,” he answered, looking her over and then glancing at the petite blonde.

Marion knew what he saw.  She’d known that her looks were the ticket to her future.  They had landed her a good and handsome husband, a fine home, and a future that was assured.  Then, World War II had hit and ruined it all for them.  Her son and daughter were left without a father, and the small amount of money the government had given her hadn’t been enough to survive on.  Fortunately, Brian had taken out life insurance.  They’d lived on that until she found a job and eventually sold their house.  His family hadn’t been happy about that, but she felt she didn’t need such a big house when the larger family they anticipated would never be born.  Today, that face had gone through hell on the trip here and looked pasty.  She was not looking her best.

Eventually, after meeting Barbara, they had moved into an apartment together.  In theory, they were pooling their funds and saving towards their future ... also together.  A short, blonde woman, her hair cut short in the current post-war style, Marion had been cute as a button when Brian met her.  Worry and having borne children had caused her to put on a few pounds, and now, she was curvy, almost voluptuous ... some might, if they were nasty, call her dumpy.  She looked tired, worn, and overworked.  Mr. Wheeler took that all in as he looked at her before flicking his eyes to the woman next to her.

Barbara was tall, stocky, and could have passed for a man if not for her carefully made-up face.  

“Are you Marion Whiting?” he asked, glancing at the blonde to be sure.

“Yes, and this is Barbara Jenkins,” she answered, introducing her companion.

He glanced outside at the weather and then looked back at the two women, unsure.  “Did you want to go see the land today?” 

“It rains a lot here, doesn’t it?” Marion smiled as she asked, glancing outside as though to confirm her statement.

He nodded and waited for her to answer his question.

“Do you think it will clear up a little later?”

He looked out again, considering, rubbing his chin.  “Ayuh, it could clear up, but then again, it might not.”

Marion looked puzzled at this answer.  Trying not to lose her cheerful attitude she glanced at Barbara and gave her a grin.  “Well, we’ve been traveling far too many hours without a meal.  We’ll check into our hotel.  Would you like to join us for lunch, Mr. Wheeler?”

He looked surprised that she would make the offer.  “No, no, my Martha will have dinner on the table,” he told her.  “It’s a good, long way out there.  Maybe we should go tomorrow?”

Considering they only had a couple of days, this limited window of opportunity seemed to be slipping through their fingers.  Marion glanced back at Barbara again and saw her chin make a gesture, telling her to go ahead with whatever she meant to say.  “I was hoping to see it today,” she said firmly.  She knew it would be cold, wet, and not an ideal situation, but they couldn’t afford not to see it as soon as possible and make up their minds.

Stroking his chin, he considered.  “I guess we could go later,” he said slowly, thoughtfully.

“That would be wonderful.  Could you point us to our hotel?  Maybe a diner?”

In his slow, methodical way Mr. Wheeler began to point out the layout of the town.  The mist was too thick to see everything he was pointing out, but as he spoke it lifted enough to make out where they needed to go.  They watched as he made his way out wearing his rubber Wellingtons, the wetness soon drifting off the point of his hat that matched not only his boots but his knee-length coat, which was open to reveal the overalls.  By then, Marion was able to breathe easier.  The cool air and solid ground were helping, and they set out for their hotel.  Barbara carried their bags while Marion held a large umbrella over them.

“I don’t think that was an auspicious beginning,” Barbara murmured as they trudged along, not nearly like the long-legged stride their guide had taken.  She was pleased to see the color coming back to her girlfriend’s pale face, and her chipper attitude hid the nausea she had felt all night long.

“Well, if you wait for spring sunshine in Maine, you might have to wait a while,” she quipped with a smile.  She too was worried that this dream of theirs was merely an impulse, and she already knew their families would balk at their idea once they heard.

They checked into the town’s only hotel and were surprised yet pleased when they were informed there was only one full-sized bed and they would have to share.  They pretended not to mind.

They freshened up and Marion changed her clothes where some of the sick had splashed.  She was finally feeling dry and comfortable in her clothes.  She washed out her dress to lay it out and let it dry.  They went back out into the weather, barely needing their umbrella any longer as the sun had burned off the mist and the rain had gone out to sea.  The diner was full of locals who stared at the two women as they ordered.  Marion was able to eat, which further calmed her nervous stomach.  She was feeling fine as they made their way back to the hotel in time to catch Mr. Wheeler, who was just leaving the lobby.

“Mr. Wheeler?” Marion called as he turned away from them.

He stopped, surprised to be addressed and then smiled slightly upon seeing the two women.  “I was just leavin’,” he told them in his slow way.  He looked at them and their outfits, looking them up and down.  Women wearing pants was still a new thing to a lot of people.

“We just finished our lunch and were hoping to find you,” she answered sweetly, glancing at Barbara and exchanging a look.

“Ya still want to go out and take a look?” he asked, staring at their outfits.

“We’d love to,” she answered, trying to smile but unsure if he was happy with the idea or not.

“Me boat’s this way,” he pointed down towards the docks, away from the ferry.  He clearly didn’t approve of women wearing dungarees but turned away quickly.

They followed him and were surprised at the small boat but got in gingerly where he indicated.  He started the small motor and headed out of the harbor into the open sea before heading northeast with confidence.  Both women held on tightly to the small boat, balancing against the oncoming waves, wondering what they had gotten themselves into.

Barbara worried that Marion would get seasick again and glanced at her repeatedly, but she seemed to be holding her own.

Marion wondered if her full stomach was a mistake, but this smaller boat seemed to ride the waves differently.  The water was closer to them, and while they couldn’t see as much, it felt better.  She looked out as far as she could see from her seat and was pleased to see a patch of sunshine trying to eke out a spot in the overcast above them.  The fresh breeze seemed to help her overcome any lingering nausea that might have reared its ugly head.

They saw several islands as Mr. Wheeler motored along, seemingly unaware of anything but his intended destination.  The islands looked quiet and unassuming.  They were full of lush foliage and tall trees, and the rocks surrounding them made some of them appear menacing.  There was no sign of life.  Marion pointed out different trees, but Barbara looked out at the water, wondering how far out they were going.  Finally, Mr. Wheeler turned towards almost open sea, and they spotted an island.  It didn’t look like much as he followed along its rocky coastline.  The kelp along the stony shore wasn’t promising.  In fact, it looked downright foreboding.  A narrow opening turned into a cove, which widened out into about a half-mile-long lagoon and looked promising.  He drove the smaller boat right up onto the “sand,” which was more rock than sand.  Fortunately, this island’s shores didn’t have the large boulders of the other islands or those shores that the ocean constantly pounded on.

“This is ‘er,” he spoke for the first time since they had left Franklin and pointed with his thumb behind him from where he was tying off the small craft.

Both women carefully got out of the boat and looked about.  The small cove would be perfect for landing a craft such as the one Mr. Wheeler owned, but they knew they would need a bigger one if they were to make this project work.  Barbara looked at Marion, wondering at her thoughts.  Marion was looking avidly about, expanding and making plans from her vague ideas now that she was seeing the island.

“Well, let’s look around, shall we?” Barbara asked, trying to sound enthusiastic.  Marion smiled as she eagerly began the walk up from the small beach despite there being no path.

“Someone once had a shack up dere on the bluff,” Mr. Wheeler offered, not too enthusiastic about traipsing off into the woods where the women had headed.  Still, he had been surprised to get their letter inquiring about his ad, which had read:

‘Small island on the Canada/United States border.  Excellent timber.  Whimsical Island.  Serious inquiries via P.O. Box 102, Franklin, Maine.’

He was certain he was wasting his time with these two women.  Still, they had traveled all the way from Massachusetts.

Barbara had been the one to find the ad in the newspaper and show it to Marion.  Marion hadn’t even thought about it more than an hour before she wrote the serious inquiry letter to Mr. Wheeler.  “Remember how camp seemed to be the best place there was when you were a child?” she enthused as she made plans for an island she had never even seen.

“Marion, I didn’t go to the same camps you did,” Barbara pointed out.  They hadn’t been in the same social classes and camp was not an option for her.  The one-year Barbara had been able to go to camp hadn’t endeared her to the idea in the same way it obviously was taking hold of Marion.

“Do you not want me to send the letter?” Marion had asked, slightly hurt and yet willing to do whatever Barbara wanted.

“No, inquire away,” she encouraged her, wondering if they could get out of the mill jobs where they weren’t wanted now that the boys were back from the war.  They had been just two of the very few women who clung tenaciously to the few jobs left available once the men returned.  They were resented because they were female.  Even more so because they were widows and survivor’s guilt riddled some of the men, knowing they had survived and not these women’s husbands.  They were constant reminders that men had died, their friends had died, and they had not.  These women had given their all ... and then some.

They both discussed the possibility that they could move out of the village and far away from Boston, their families, their husband’s families, and the disapproving friends, acquaintances, and even strangers, who suspected the true nature of their relationship.  It was time to start over, and this ad seemed like a godsend.

Mr. Wheeler’s letter hadn’t been welcoming, but it hadn’t been discouraging either.  He had invited them up to Franklin to view the island and consider its purchase.  Both women wondered if anyone in post-war America had the money to buy an island, much less visit one, and they knew it might be the most foolish venture either could consider.  Once they were able to arrange the time off from work, they had penned another letter, accepting his invitation and letting him know the date of their arrival.

Mr. Wheeler watched as the women made their way away from the boat and up into the trees.  They couldn’t get lost.  The island was only half a mile or so across and four miles long from tip to tip.  He sat back down and pulled out a pipe.

Marion was pointing out the beauties they were seeing, almost as though Barbara couldn’t see them for herself.  There were great stone cliffs along one edge of the non-existent trail they were making.  Great maple trees—hundreds of years old, thick and luxurious, and about to leaf-out in the early spring growth—were mixed with tall pines and other trees.  They found other smaller beaches, one with odd shells that were crushed along the rocky shore.  They heard the gulls, and other strange birds made their presence known.  A majestic Great Blue Heron took wing from a meadow as they explored.  The sun came out and dried up their path, making it a hike and a hot walk, which they both welcomed.  They loosened their button-up jackets as they trekked along.

“What’s that?” Barbara pointed, startled as a brown-furred animal slithered away through last year’s growth.

“I think that was a mink,” Marion answered, amused at her usually brave girlfriend’s fright.

It was a good thing they were here so early in the spring after the winter snows had melted; the undergrowth would have been impossible to walk through otherwise.  They found a game trail that had obviously been made by deer and followed it as it made the going easier.  

“Gosh, Barbara,” Marion’s voice trembled with emotion, “how could anything be so beautiful and uninhabited?”  Used to the noise of the big city, even in their small village, they both marveled at the quiet and the fact that no one was about.

They spent quite a bit of time roaming the island.  Then realizing that Mr. Wheeler might be alarmed that they had become lost, they began to make their way back, hoping to find the large cove without too much trouble.  They slid down a few steep slopes in their attempt to make a trail, abandoning the animal trail in order to find a straighter route to the cove.  There was lots of moss on the trees, and Marion warned Barbara never to believe that adage that moss only grew on one side of the trees.  “It’ll grow wherever it can,” she informed the city girl.

“To think these views are going to waste and we’re stuck looking into the apartments across the way from ours,” Barbara said as she took in the deep woods and ocean surrounding them as they made their way back to the boat.

They were both relieved to see Mr. Wheeler patiently waiting for them, smoking a pipe as he sat in the bow of his boat.

“Ya seen ‘nough?” he asked, cordially.  He didn’t seem perturbed that they had kept him waiting for hours as they explored the island. 

Both women nodded enthusiastically.  They helped to push the boat off the small pebble spit, less sand than they had originally thought.  They both watched as the old man expertly started his motor and they puttered out of the protective cove.  The feel of the open water was almost immediate beyond the trees that marked the entrance, the deeper water a little rougher but nothing like the ferry, which had a deeper draft and bucked the waves differently.  They both stared at the receding island thoughtfully.  Each of them looked forward to discussing it later when they were alone.  They didn’t want to talk in front of the old man, and the ever-present winds blowing their hair into their faces made it difficult to be heard.

“Thank you so much for the ride, Mr. Wheeler,” Barbara said politely as he pulled his boat onto the shore in Franklin.

“Yes, thank you.  We will let you know what we decide,” Marion told him as they both got out of the boat.

He nodded cordially but was thinking to himself that he had wasted his entire afternoon on two women.  What in the world could they have been thinking?  He tied off his boat and made his way into the small town, moving away from them and not saying a word.

“Well, are you hungry again, or should we return to the hotel and discuss what we saw?” Marion asked, wondering how Barbara’s stomach was feeling.  She knew her own had recovered sufficiently that she was starving.

“I could eat,” she began slowly, already lost in thought over the island.  She was burgeoning with ideas and wondered if they could afford to act on them all.

They didn’t talk about the island as they ate at the diner again.  The locals were listening in avidly.  It was so obvious it was almost amusing.  They understood and smiled in a friendly manner at the eavesdroppers as they ate their meals.

“What do you think?” Marion asked as soon as they were in the safety of their hotel room.

“I liked it,” Barbara began cautiously, her eyes sparkling with the excitement she was feeling.  She had felt so alive on that island, and she hadn’t felt like that in what seemed like forever.  Then she rethought that.  She felt alive in Marion’s arms, but it was so different from what this idea and concept felt like.

“We could build a cabin ... or ten and rent them out,” Marion put in, her own enthusiasm trickling out.  She wasn’t fooled by Barbara’s quiet demeanor.  She saw the sparkle in her eyes, and it was exciting.

“Do you think we should?” she asked, again sounding cautious.

“I think God puts things in your path for a reason.  We both hate our lives in the mill and are slowly dying inside.  I felt as though my soul got aired out on that island today.  I’d like to go back and poke around.  Do you think Mr. Wheeler would lend us his boat?”

Barbara immediately shook her head.  “I bet we can rent one somewhere.”

“You think they would rent to two women?” Merion mused.

She had to admit the blonde had a point.  It was frustrating that two competent women were not allowed to do things simply because of their sex.  Things had changed since before the war.  Still, they had to conform a bit for society.  “I want to go back,” Barbara admitted.

“You think two people could make a living on an island like that?”

“I wondered that too.  There’s that one meadow, and we could plant an orchard and a garden, but that wouldn’t really bring in that much money,” she mused, thinking practically.  “What about the initial price of the island?”

“No bank is going to lend a woman money without a man to co-sign,” Marion pointed out, reminding her what had happened before and paraphrasing what they had been told.

Barbara nodded.  They’d already known that.  Even when Marion was selling her house, they had come up against the condescension that a woman alone couldn’t possibly understand the intricacies involved in such a complicated financial transaction.  “There’s the money from the sale of my house,” she mentioned, as though they both hadn’t already thought of that.

“And my house as well as the life insurance policies.”

“Shouldn’t we save something in case something goes wrong?”

“We could always go back and work at the mill,” Marion pointed out, although the thought of failure depressed them both, much less the thought of working at the mill for the rest of their lives.  “Brian always said, ‘Nothing ventured, nothing gained.’”

Barbara nodded, a little jealous of the man in her girlfriend’s past life.  Still, he was gone, killed in the war like her own husband, and nothing was going to bring them back.  “Bob had the same kind of saying, but it was me that managed to get us that house,” she said nostalgically, missing the house that had been their home but not the man.  She didn’t regret getting rid of the house to take up housekeeping with this woman she had come to love so much.  Their love had surprised both women with its intensity and even the fact that two women could be in love with each other.  After selling their homes, they ended up living in an apartment.  They hadn’t realized they couldn’t get another mortgage without a man signing the financial paperwork with them.  Neither one would think of bothering their male relatives with such a matter.  Most of their extended family felt they were a little too independent raising their three children together.  What they should have done was sold one of the houses and moved in together, but they had thought they could buy another house together ... until the banks had told them no.

“So, we buy the island outright and build from the ground up?”

Barbara nodded slowly, worrying about the money and their finances.  They had enough between them to buy the island and build a small house on it, but the thought of what else they would need scared her.  It meant giving up a safety net that they just might need later.

“We’ll need a boat, some sort of dock, as well as a million other things we haven’t even thought of.” Marion started ticking off things on her fingers.

“The children will have to start correspondence school.”

“The children are going to love this adventure,” the petite blonde pointed out, knowing their children hadn’t been happy to give up their homes and their yards to live in a much smaller apartment.

They discussed a lot of things, agreeing on almost everything before they headed to bed.  They were tired from the trip on the ferry, exploring the island, and the fresh air.  Their initial attempts to make love proved that the bed had squeaky springs, and not wishing to be discovered, they decided to hold off until they had more privacy.
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After looking long and hard the next morning, the couple found someone willing to rent them a boat.  He had given them many cautions, certain his boat wouldn’t come back in one piece, but cash money was hard to come by, and they paid an outrageous deposit that ensured his cooperation.  After making sure the gas tank was full, Barbara took the rudder of the launch.  

“I hope we can afford something bigger than this,” she said to Marion over the roar of the motor as they bobbed over the waves, very close to the water in the small boat.

Marion made a note on the list she had started, which was two pages long already.  It had sub-headings with lists under each, and she continually added to them, even writing in the margins. 

They followed the same path out into the channel around the islands, taking note of the way Mr. Wheeler had gone the previous day so as not to become lost.  The map they now possessed identified those islands as they made their way towards Whimsical.  

“You know, if we kept going, we’d hit Canada over there,” Marion shouted over the wind as she pointed to the open ocean beyond Whimsical.

“And if we missed it, maybe Newfoundland or Iceland?” Barbara teased, shouting to be heard.

“Ireland or England would be a nice vacation,” Marion teased back loudly.  They both sobered at the thought of getting lost at sea in such a small boat.

They puttered once around the island, completely circumnavigating the land and avoiding the rocks offshore that protected this bump of land in the ocean.  They saw several promising inlets, which they had observed from shore the previous day.  They could have made their way to them, but instead, they chose to go to the inlet that led to the protected cove.  They drove the boat up on the pebbled gravel and tied it off with a long rope, so they wouldn’t lose it.  Only the guy they had rented the boat from knew exactly where they were.  If they didn’t return, there was no guarantee he would sound an alarm.  They hadn’t even asked Mr. Wheeler if they could take a second look around his island, assuming he wouldn’t mind.

“How come no one has ever wanted to live out here?” Marion asked as she whirled around, her arms outstretched.

“Maybe because it’s so far out?” Barbara asked, practically.  “Remember, Mr. Wheeler said there was once a cabin up there,” she pointed.

They made their way up onto the ridge that led down to this cove but didn’t find any sign of a cabin.  They searched for and found the game trail again as they explored.  

“You know, this would be a great place for our cabin,” she said, gesturing towards the end of the large meadow.  “It’s got a great view of the cove, and look at that,” Barbara said, pointing out beyond the granite barrier to the ocean.

“You don’t think it would be too windy up here on the ridge?”

“I think the trees would block most of the wind, and look, there is that outcropping,” she pointed to some bare stone that was pushed up among the trees, almost hidden beneath their growth.

“We would need to dig a well,” Marion murmured, imagining it all.

“Let’s explore that outcropping,” Barbara pointed through the woods again.

While climbing around, they discovered a freshwater spring that obviously watered the meadow and the trees in this area.  It was only visible for a few feet among the rocks before it slipped beneath the surface and reappeared as a thin stream along one side of the meadow.

“Look there,” Marion breathed as they gazed at the view.

A deer and two fawns were cautiously walking into the meadow, keeping to the shadows as they grazed.

“Could you kill one of those?” Barbara quietly asked, enjoying the view.

Marion nodded.  “If I had to, I could, but we don’t have to worry about that now.”

Something, a crow or a gull, scared away the cautious mama and her offspring.  They bounded off into the underbrush, disappearing effortlessly as they blended into the darkness of the woods.  The women exchanged smiles as they continued to explore the island.

“We could have a second cabin here.  It’s a little more remote, but look at the view,” Barbara pointed out the options.

“Yes, we could advertise it as a little rough but a guaranteed getaway from the stresses of work and life,” Marion answered as she began to plan.  She was eager to get started.

“Would we have to dig a second well?”

“Or we could pipe water across the island,” she lamented, imagining the work involved, but it didn’t discourage her as she enthusiastically looked forward to the challenges.  “Maybe there is other fresh water on the island?”

“Do we dare do this?”

“It’s not the responsible choice,” Marion admitted.

They talked back and forth, going over ideas and what-ifs, and they finally decided to sleep on it.  Not realizing the tide had gone out while they explored, they discovered they had to push the boat across the mud some ways and start it before heading back the way they had come.  

“This mud is something to avoid,” Barbara commented, nearly losing a shoe to the suction.

“It washes off,” Marion laughed as she dipped her shoe in the water before pulling it back into the boat.

“Do we have enough gas to go around the island again?” Barbara asked, looking at the vast acres of pine and other trees hidden in their foliage as she sat down.

Checking the tank, Marion saw it was more than half full and nodded as they cruised, avoiding the rocks that mother nature had piled up to protect the remote island.

Heading back and using the various islands as mile markers, they began to feel the pull of the ocean and its strength.  It bucked up against the bow of the boat, and Marion was hard-pressed to keep them on a straight course.  They exchanged more than one look of consternation as a particularly strong wave hit the small boat.  They didn’t go too fast, worried about being flipped by a rogue wave.  It was nearly dark as they nosed the craft in among the man’s other boats.  He seemed surprised to see them, then checked out the small craft and reluctantly returned their deposit.  

They headed for the diner, getting in just before the place closed for the night, so they ordered soup and sandwiches to go.  They were both famished, having forgotten to bring a lunch on their outing and not having eaten since breakfast.

“I think we should go for it.  We’re going nowhere in the mill, and they don’t want us there,” Barbara said as they ate ham and cheese sandwiches back in their room.

Marion had never told Barbara how much the men despised her.  She had overheard some derisive comments about her girlfriend since the men had returned to the mill.  The fact that Barbara had been married to a man and had borne a child didn’t seem to stay the comments about her decidedly masculine looks.  Built like a broad farmgirl, her long hair pulled back in a tight bun, it didn’t matter how her beauty shone through in the sparkling, brown eyes or the rich smile that she bestowed kindly on most everybody.  They didn’t see the kind heart or the true friendship she offered to those who earned her trust.  Instead, they judged her solely on her looks, her height, her girth, and their own criteria of womanliness.  

Marion had needed that friendship when she went to work after Brian had gone off to fight, and again, especially after his death in battle.  Left alone with two children, she didn’t know how she would have coped.  Brian’s parents wanted her to move in with them, but they would have grieved her into an early grave, and with two children to raise, she wasn’t about to do that.  She hadn’t realized her attraction to her best friend until she impulsively gave her a kiss and found it returned wholeheartedly.  She remembered back to that moment when what had started as a hug of friendship, support, and consolation had turned into something much more.  At first, she had been frightened, but she had been willing to pursue it.

“Do you think this is wrong?” she had asked Barbara as their relationship progressed from kissing, to touching, and on to fondling and heavy petting.  When they were both comfortable enough to try, they began making hesitant forays into lovemaking.

“Between us, no, but you know others would find it wrong.”

“I meant is it wrong with God?”

“Do you think God would have put you in my path only to say, ‘Don’t touch, don’t love?’” Barbara countered, fervently hoping she was right.  She knew the bible said that two men shouldn’t lie together, but that was the old testament, not the new, and they said nothing about two women anywhere in the bible.  Besides, wasn’t the bible written by men?

“No, I don’t think God put you in my path only to tease me,” Marion answered, feeling relief as she touched her friend in a way that her husband had never touched her.  It seemed to excite them both.

Suddenly returned to the present, Barbara answered, “Then, shall we go see Mr. Wheeler tomorrow?”

They agreed and finished their now tepid soup before talking about their plans and trying to make love, finally pulling blankets onto the floor and hurriedly getting undressed to enjoy their time alone without children knocking on their door.

Kissing Marion heartily, Barbara smiled down at her friend.  Marion rolled them, so she was on top.  She loved to lie on top of her lover, cushioned by her bulk.  Those arms around her made her feel safe and wanted, and she wanted Barbara just as much.  She leaned in to kiss her again, nibbling at the lush lips before nuzzling along the jawline to her lover’s ear.  Barbara shuddered, loving the sensations this caused and relishing the feelings.  She cupped Marion’s body tightly to her own, using her large hands to smooth and soothe the impulsive blonde.  She caused more excitation as she aroused her, using her body to rub against her.  Slowly, her knee spread the blonde’s legs, and she rubbed with her thigh until Marion was riding it.

Marion rubbed her mons against Barbara, pressing down between her legs with her torso until she was riding Barbara’s leg.  She couldn’t quite reach the brunette’s lower half at first, but her hand crept down to take care of that deficit.  She was pleased to find how wet she had made her.

It wasn’t enough for Barbara.  She rolled them again, holding the blonde tightly as her weight loomed over her, but Marion was smiling, eager for whatever Barbara wanted to do to her.  Barbara kissed her lips first and then kissed her way down the blonde’s neck towards the two erect nipples that begged for satisfaction.  Barbara’s hand came up to tweak one nipple while her lips and tongue played with the other.  The warmth of her breath and the moisture from her mouth felt wonderful to Marion, and she arched her breast into the brunette’s mouth, encouraging her.  Marion’s hand came up to run her fingers through Barbara’s hair.

For a long time, Barbara played with Marion’s sensitive breasts, kneading them and tweaking the nipples until she could sense she was frustrating her lover.  She moved down to Marion’s stomach, rubbing her face along it, relishing the feel of the soft skin against her cheek.  Her fingers were playing with the curls between Marion’s legs, and she tugged gently, hearing a gasp of pleasure-pain from her before Barbara’s face finally moved down to greet the scent that was calling to her.  She leaned into taste, loving the salty musk on her tongue as her lips suckled at the folds.  She cleaned the moisture thoroughly with her tongue and lips, her nose nuzzling to provide extra pleasure to them both.  The scent enticed her, and she wanted to breathe it all in, plunge in fully, but she knew she needed to come up for air.  For a petite woman, Marion’s folds were overly lush, but Barbara didn’t mind, and she played and explored, exciting the smaller woman.  She played at the entrance with her tongue, plunging it in periodically and feeling Marion’s body respond.  Her body arched in supplication, the wetness she released telling its own tale.  Gently, she began to insert a finger, knowing Marion wasn’t overly large inside.  She momentarily thought about how small her husband must have been to have not stretched her a little more and then stopped herself, not willing to ruin the moment.  She reached inside and curled her finger slightly, gently petting from inside.  Marion grabbed at Barbara’s head, grinding against her face where she was still lapping at the folds.  The gasps forced her to bring her hand up to her mouth and shove her fist against it, so she wouldn’t be overheard.  Marion’s legs clasped at Barbara’s back, trying to hold her closer.

Barbara smiled, knowing exactly what she was doing to the woman and enjoying the journey.  Her pinky crept along the split, rubbing at the sensitive skin until it hit Marion’s anus, and she rubbed harder, in time with the little thrusts she had started with her inserted finger.  Marion went wild, grinding down hard and at the same time, trying to pull away, but Barbara had clasped her buttock with one hand and was kneading it and holding her in place.  Barbara continued her assault with her fingers, her mouth, and her tongue.  Even her nose was rubbing along the delicate and overly sensitized folds.  She kept it up, sending the blonde higher and higher until, with a scream against her fist, she came...and came...and came, bucking hard against the brunette’s face as her thighs squeezed Barbara’s head painfully.  Eventually, finally, she calmed, and Barbara removed her hand, cupping Marion’s buttocks with both hands as she licked at the creamy moisture released by her lover.  Slowly, she licked and kissed her way up Marion’s now sweaty torso, stopping to lave attention on the erect nipples.

“Nooo,” Marion moaned in a whisper.  “Too sensitive,” she complained.

Barbara smiled, knowing she had exhausted her lover and loving every moment of their time together.  Frequently, they had hurried couplings.  Both were tired from working at the mill, and they always worried that the children would hear them and their endeavors.  Now, she could take her time, and she loved it.  She would have started again, but Marion had other ideas.  She rolled on top of Barbara once again and now that her eyes were focused and looking down in Marion’s soft brown eyes, she leaned down to kiss her, tasting herself on the brunette’s lips.

Marion wiggled against the larger woman, knowing she loved this, especially when she accidentally hit a sensitive spot.  Her hands weren’t shy as she loved Barbara, letting her know she was desirable, and Marion wanted her just as intimately as she had been taken.  It was a long time later, rather late in the night, before they managed to make it into the bed they had rented.  It was much colder, but they were thoroughly satisfied in each other as they shared knowing smiles and cuddled up under the blankets to share body heat.
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“Ayyup, we can go and file at the courthouse for the change of property,” Mr. Wheeler told them after he accepted their checks; half from each of them.  He never raised an eyebrow and didn’t ask questions, which both women found odd as they followed him to the building that constituted the courthouse in Franklin.  It was an officious-looking building that would have housed only business offices in Boston, but built in colonial times, it was the courthouse for this town and the county surrounding it.

Many pieces of paperwork later, Whimsical Island was the property of Mrs. Marion Whiting and Mrs. Barbara Jenkins, including all water, mineral, and resource rights in perpetuity.  They would be responsible for any improvements, taxes, etc. on the property from now on.

“Oh, my God.  We’re crazy!” Barbara said as they left the courthouse, Mr. Wheeler having left determinedly.  They saw him enter the Franklin Bank and assumed he was depositing their checks.

“I’m crazy for you,” Marion said quietly, so only Barbara could hear.  She smiled up at the larger woman, showing her admiration for the woman and causing her to catch her breath at the sight of her dimples.

Barbara wished she could lean down and kiss her right there to celebrate their purchase but knew better than to show affection in any public place.  She could occasionally get away with an impulsive hug or a kiss on the cheek but knew better than to push it.  People would look at them oddly if they weren’t careful.

“Now, what do we do?” Marion asked, not sure what to do now that they had the land.

“We look for somewhere to rent or buy a boat, then we find somewhere to store it and a trailer.”

“A trailer?”

“Well, we are going to need a trailer to haul our things up here, and we will need somewhere to store it and our vehicle.”

“I’m going to sell the Packard,” Marion decided then and there.

“Why?  We need it to haul–”

“We should get a truck, so it can tow the trailer.”

“Well, since my Ford is on its last legs, let’s plan on selling that too and putting the proceeds towards either the trailer or the new truck?”

They discussed their plans as they made their way to the docks.  They learned they could also buy a dock, which surprised them both, but seeing the condition some of the haphazardly built docks were in, they soon understood how easy it was ... and why.  They found one dock they felt was structurally sound.  Marion even went so far as to look below it to inspect the rotting timbers and declared they had a good long life before them.  The dock came with three parking spaces, and they were able to buy it for a very reasonable price, getting a receipt from the city for their new property.

“Now, what?” Marion asked when they were finished.  It had been an expensive day.

“I think we head back home and start making arrangements to move up here.  We can buy a trailer and a boat down there just as easily as up here,” she pointed out.  She was also anxious to get started and plan their move.  They’d have to put some of their possessions in storage, but the majority of what they could use would be moved up here for their new home.

They checked out of the hotel.  After packing up their bags and making sure they left nothing behind, they took the last ferry back down the coast.  Barbara didn’t know if it was the excitement of knowing they had accomplished their mission or if the ocean was a bit calmer, but she noticed Marion didn’t suffer from the seasickness she had experienced on the trip up.  That was a relief to both women as they quietly discussed their many plans and what they would need until exhaustion finally caught up with them.  They dozed off in the chairs on the deck of the ferry, blankets covering them and keeping them warm from the elements.  Finally, forced inside by the cold, they took seats on a bench with dozens of other travelers, placing their luggage beneath their legs and their purses under their backs, so no one could get at them, and dozed.  They couldn’t truly sleep with all these people around them, but apparently, others could, and the snores and bad breath were strong in the air around them.

​
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“You are what?” was heard repeatedly as they slowly revealed their plans to their family and friends.  Buying an island in the Atlantic Ocean halfway between Canada and Maine sounded like a dream to the two women, but to everyone else it sounded crazy.

“I knew we shouldn’t have told our families until we were about to move,” Marion complained bitterly.  Her in-laws were outraged that she was taking their grandchildren so far away.

“It’s impractical, Marion,” her father-in-law told her condescendingly.  For a moment, she thought he was going to pat her little, blonde head.

“The children need a proper education,” her mother-in-law said prissily, wrinkling her nose as though she could smell the rot of the cabin they intended to build.

Just telling people they were quitting their jobs and moving to an island in Maine had set off a furious discussion as everyone jumped in to explain to them how impractical it was.  Apparently, they had lost their minds, were too foolish to have made such an important decision, and they were going to freeze to death on this remote island.  They had squandered their money on this ... this ... impulse.

“Jeffrey, you should marry your sister-in-law, so those children don’t starve to death,” Mrs. Whiting said to her unmarried son.

Jeff looked horrified at the idea, but his mother was relentless.  She checked up on Marion constantly to make sure she hadn’t slipped out in the dark of night.  She was alarmed to see the women packing up their apartment.  She didn’t know they were putting things into storage until they could bring them to Maine.

Barbara was receiving guilt trips from her own mother, who worried that her dutiful daughter would go beyond her reach.  Barbara had finally stopped taking her phone calls to avoid her.  She had found a five-foot by eight-foot enclosed trailer that they were methodically packing with things they were taking.  They had considered renting one of those trailers offered by a new company that had sprung up across America called U-Haul, but in the end, they had decided they needed their own trailer, and owning made a lot more sense than renting.

The only ones enthused with the move were the children and their babysitter, Amy.  “Can I come?” Amy asked, enviously, her own son on her hip.  She babysat to make money to supplement the money her husband sent from overseas.  He had decided to stay on when the reconstruction began in Europe.  Secretly, she suspected he was sleeping with the locals and preferred not to come home to his responsibilities.  She made extra money by watching other women’s children while they worked, but that had dwindled as more women were now leaving the factories and the mills and staying home to raise their children.

“We have nowhere to stay yet but maybe by summer,” Barbara told her, understanding her desire to get away from the small apartments they lived in and start over elsewhere.

Selling the Packard had proven amazingly harder than the Ford, which people seemed to want.  It was a piece of rusted out junk that Barbara’s husband had left her, but she was relieved when it was gone and they shopped for and found a sturdy, four-door truck that could pull the trailer they had purchased.  Slowly, trip by trip after work at night, they took cartons and furniture to the storage unit they had rented, making sure everything was up on pallets in case something happened while they were away.  They told no one about this unit, suddenly worrying that their families would try to intervene.  They already knew they were being watched, and it made them both feel very uncomfortable.

“I think this is very selfish of you, Barbara.  Who is going to care for me in my old age if you aren’t here?  And that’s my only grandson you’re taking with you to the wilds of Vermont!” her mother told her, working on the guilt trip.

“It’s Maine, Mother.  There are no islands in Vermont,” That she knew of, she silently added, not wishing to argue.

“Can I come?” Barbara’s brother, Brent asked when their mother was out of hearing.

She smiled, hugged him for understanding her need to get away and said, “We don’t even have a building up there.  Maybe someday, you can bring Mom for a visit?”

“I wouldn’t want to leave the island.  She is going to be impossible with you gone.  Just in the time you were up there, she couldn’t stop talking about how irresponsible it was for you to take a vacation.  I think she wants the money from the sale of your house,” he confided warningly.

“Well, she can’t have it.  How do you think I paid for the island with Marion?” she whispered.

“What are you two whispering about?” their mother interrupted, suspicious.  That ended any conversation Brent and Barbara could have had.  Still, he slipped away after school to help the women move the heavier furniture into their trailer, and Marion and Barbara struggled together to put it into storage.

“We have to get camping equipment as well as tools,” Marion told Barbara as they finished up their packing.

“I don’t want this,” she indicated the ugly bedroom set she had gotten from her in-laws.  The two women had been using it to sleep on, but it was too dark and depressing, and she certainly didn’t want it in their new home.  She had never understood why her in-laws felt that she and her husband would want separate, but matching beds.  

They sold what they could to random people and the furniture dealer, who was eager to take things off their hands as they sorted through what they wanted to keep, sell, or store.  

“Do you think we should sell this?” Marion indicated the push lawnmower that she kept at her in-laws.  She was taking back some things they had taken from her house when she sold it.  These things were hers and Brian’s, and she could now sell some of it.  She knew they would need the money.

“Bring it.  We are going to need a lawnmower, and it doesn’t take gas,” Barbara suggested.

“Mommy, what if Daddy can’t find us after we move?” Marion’s little girl asked as she watched in consternation as some of her daddy’s things disappeared.

“Sweetie,” Marion pulled her close, so they could look in each other’s matching, cornflower-blue eyes.  “I explained that Daddy went off to war, do you remember?”  She waited for the little girl to nod before she continued.  “Daddy died over there, defending our country.  He was a brave man,” she said patriotically, making sure her little girl and little boy, who was also listening proudly, had a reason to admire the man they would forget.  They’d known him for such a short time, and now, they only had pictures of him.  She had made sure to pack pictures to bring along, but the majority were going into storage for now until they had more room.  “He won’t have to find us.  He’s with us always,” she said, tapping the girl’s chest over her heart.  “Always remember, he’s inside of you and watching out for you from above,” she pointed to heaven.  The little girl nodded earnestly.

“Is Richard coming with us?” Brian junior asked, worried.  He had never had a brother but living with his mother’s best friend and her son had been like having a best friend around all the time.  It had been nice to have his friendship after finding out their father had died.

“Of course, he is, and Brenda too,” Marion indicated his sister, and he scrunched up his nose at this news.  “Where else would you go?”

“Grandma said we can stay with her, if we want,” he told her, and Marion was furious at her mother-in-law, putting such ideas into the impressionable children’s heads. 

“Nope, you’re coming with me and Barbara, and we are going to Maine,” she told them firmly.  While telling Barbara that tale later, she became angry all over again.

“Don’t worry, we will be out of here soon, and they can’t do anything about it,” she consoled, holding Marion close.  She knew people didn’t understand.  Some were envious of the apparent freedom the two women enjoyed and the adventure they were embarking on.  Others were afraid of the additional responsibility they were taking on, or in some people’s minds, the irresponsibility.  She would be glad to get away and start again.

It was Brent who found a boat they could use.  It was from a postwar fire sale and a real beauty.  It cost more than they had been willing to budget, but he pointed out they would need it when they had cabins to rent and wanted to ferry people over from the mainland.  He went with them and the children as they drove up from Boston to look it over.

“It’s still seaworthy.  I even used it in the lakes,” the man told them heartily, appealing to Brent, who, while young, was male.

Marion and Barbara both climbed all over it, inspecting the Runabout that was larger than some they had seen but would seat eight comfortably and was big enough to carry the supplies they were going to need.  Its seats were chewed up from mice getting into the cushions while it was stored during the war, but this allowed them to talk him down on the price.  After he took them out in the boat, they realized the engine seemed strong and dependable.  He’d already sold the trailer for it, so they would have to drive it home by water.

“How are we going to drive that all the way up the coast?” Marion lamented.

“I’ll drive it,” Brent offered eagerly.

“Can I go?” two eager young voices asked immediately, and the women smiled at the two young boys.

“No, I will drive it, and Marion is going to drive the car,” Barbara told them firmly, settling it for everyone.  When Brent tried to argue, she stopped him with, “Mother would kill me if something happened to you.”

They arranged for the title to be turned over to the women, and they would pick it up in a week from the man’s dock.  They drove home towards Boston, and the children peppered them repeatedly with questions until they finally fell asleep from the long drive.

“You’re really going to do this?” Brent asked, enviously.  He knew his mother thought there was some man involved and Barbara was moving off to go live in sin.  He alone knew his sister was a lesbian and in love with Marion, who was a beautiful girl.  He could have gone for her himself, but she was in her twenties and too old for him, had been married, and was obviously in love with his sister, if anyone cared to look.

“We sure are going to do this,” his sister assured him as she drove the Ford truck south across Boston and then west towards the village.

“I want to come out and help this summer,” he stated for about the sixth time since they had told everyone they were selling and moving.

“That’s between you and Mother,” Barbara told the eager teen.  She knew how hard it was to be around her mother.  Her mother was the reason she had married Albert ... to escape.  Albert hadn’t been a great husband, but he had given her Richard, and for that alone she was grateful.  She was also grateful that he had left her adequately provided for by buying G.I. Insurance, despite being a poor soldier.  Then, he had gone one step further and bought life insurance that had enabled her to survive until she found the mill job that barely supported them.  After meeting Marion and pooling their resources, they had made the poor decision to sell their homes and live in an apartment together.  They assumed the banks would again give them home loans, not realizing the men in their lives were the reason the loans had originally been granted.  One banker had bluntly told Barbara if she wanted a home loan, she would have to find a man to marry.  She’d been very angry about that.

Finally, they were all packed.  Brent had gone with them to Sears to buy supplies they needed to pack in the trailer, which was already bursting at the seams with things they wanted for their island.  Sleeping bags, cots, lanterns, shovels, rakes, saws, gas cans, candles, everything they needed to build a cottage or two was shoved into that trailer.  Barbara even found a used book at the store that was entitled, ‘Living off the land,’ and gave detailed instructions on how to garden, raise chickens, cows, and other livestock.  She sent away for a book on how to build a cabin, reading it voraciously and understanding little of the finer points.  It was Marion who read it with ease and comprehended all the detailed drawings.

“I’m just a big ox, what do I know about building a cabin?” Barbara lamented, feeling useless in this endeavor.

“You are not,” Marion insisted, outraged that she would demean herself so.  “You are just better at other things.”  She gave her a book called, ‘How to run a small business,’ and was delighted when Barbara enjoyed it and understood what she was reading.  She was secretly glad that Barbara liked doing the bookkeeping in their household and eagerly anticipated her doing the same for their business.

“You don’t know anything about pioneering and living off the land.  You are going to starve my grandchildren, and I should set the police on you!” Brian’s mother declared.  That was when Marion stopped talking to her.  Her mother-in-law eventually did try ... she sent over a busybody social worker, who hadn’t been allowed into the apartment as it was in disarray with the move.  After that visit, they moved up their moving date by a week, quit their jobs, which they were thrilled to do, and gave notice to their landlord.

“You won’t be welcomed back with all the boys back from war and looking for jobs,” their supervisor warned them.  Truthfully, he was sorry to see these two women leave.  They’d been some of the hardest working dames he had ever met; however, with the boys back from overseas they were more likely to hire a man over a woman.

They left without fanfare, not telling the family their departure date to avoid further admonitions about how terrible their decisions were.  They drove away from the village with three excited children in the back seat of the Ford truck, pulling their own trailer and loaded down with their belongings.  The back of the truck was filled with foodstuffs they could have obtained in Maine, but they knew things would probably be higher priced there.  They stopped about an hour up the coast after driving through Boston in order to get their boat.

“You be careful and stop frequently for gas,” Marion warned Barbara, worrying about the fact that she was going to be out on the open ocean while driving the boat up the coast.

“I will, Mom,” Barbara teased, trying to alleviate the worry she could see on her partner’s face.  God, she loved this woman.  She could have had any man she wanted, if she had tried.  Amazingly, the woman loved her in return.  She couldn’t believe her good fortune.

“We should ride with you, Mom and keep you company,” Richard told his mother importantly.

Barbara smiled at her eight-year-old son.  “Nope, I need you to help Marion,” she told him with a finality in her voice that brooked no interference.  She knew this wasn’t a pleasure trip she was taking.  She took the full gas cans with her, just in case.  They had purchased life preservers, which were tucked away under the seats, her own near enough at hand to grab if she needed it.  Marion looked at her worriedly but waved as Barbara cast off and headed north along the shore—far enough out that she wouldn’t encounter rocks or reefs but close enough to keep the land in sight.  There would be parts of Maine where she would head across open water to avoid the many inlets and islands.  She was planning on stopping to sleep later that night and hoped to be in Franklin by late the next day, if she started out early in the morning.  She had on long johns, dungarees, and several layers of thick, flannel shirts that she had kept that belonged to her husband.  Her hands were encased in gloves, and she wore a knit cap.  
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Marion drove carefully towards the roads that would take her north to Maine.  The maps gave her confidence, but she knew it would be at least a three-day trip, and she was grateful for it.  This trip would take her well away from her in-laws, who had tried to prevent her leaving.  Since they had left earlier than planned, she hoped to have a couple days lead before they sent anyone after her.  She didn’t know why they felt they could interfere, and she was more angry than scared.  That busybody social worker had fully believed her mother-in-law’s claim that she would be harming the children by taking them into the nether regions of Maine.  As far as Marion was concerned, it was none of their business.  She knew they felt obligated to look out for Brian’s children, but she felt she was a better parent to them than they had been to Brian or his brother, Jeff, and she knew what was best for her own children.

Barbara knew this wasn’t a pleasure trip, but she couldn’t help but be excited as the wind whipped past her face.  Eventually, the wind caused windburn on her face, and her cheeks were soon rosy red and chapped.  She was glad for the gloves, the hat, and the layers of shirts she had worn because it was cold on the water.  She had a marine map, which showed the land as almost blank and had all sorts of lines showing longitude and latitude as well as reefs, underwater shelfs, and other nautical things that she didn’t quite understand.  She was enjoying the challenge and used the first of the gas cans when she ran out of gas before finding a place to refuel the boat.  So far, nothing had gone wrong, and she could only hope that the boat would withstand the long trek up the coast.  The owner had been enthusiastic about it, but as she looked at the chewed seats, she had to wonder how well he had taken care of the boat.  At one time, it had been a beautiful boat, but now, it needed a good cleaning.  Barbara longed to clean and shine her up. but that would have to wait until they got everything going on the island.  Meanwhile, she could buff and polish the area around the steering wheel, and she did just that as she drove along.  Seeing other boats, she waved and began following when several headed inland.  She was hoping to find somewhere to gas up.  She filled the tank as well as the one gas can she had used before heading out again.  She repeated that same thing several times during the day, topping off the tank before stopping for the night in a little town that had rooms for rent above a noisy, little pub that served excellent fish.  She wasn’t bothered by the fisherman, who ate alongside her and drank hearty drafts of locally made beer, but just in case, she locked her door and tilted a chair against the door handle before getting out of her many layers of clothes and taking a hot bath in the discolored tub.  The heat of the water made her sleepy, and she quickly got ready for bed.  She worried about Marion and the children but knew her partner was equally worried about her.  There was no way for them to contact each other, so they both had to hope for the best until they arrived safely at their destination in Franklin.
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