
Daydreams 

It’s the closest thing they have to a seashore, the rocky shore of Rowley’s Bay. The view was 

tranquil, Lake Michigan at rest, reaching past the cloudy horizon.  The other side of the bay was 

obscured by the floating fog and the translucent colors of the sunset.  

The fog was a perfect metaphor for her quixotic escape. The surrounding rental properties were 

nearly empty this time of year. The weather was cold, but not cold enough for snow and winter 

sports.  The once-colorful leaves had turned brown and fallen. There was nothing to see, 

nothing to do but hide from the world in this lovely little log cabin. 

Here, she could imagine a different life for herself, using her skills to defend liberty and love. 

She could be a beloved heroine, slaying the beasts of terror, preventing the onslaught of war, 

saving the oppressed and vanquishing evil despots. She cleaned her weapons, dreaming of 

honorable uses for them. 

Finally, the wistful colors of the sunset receded. Darkness demolished her daydreams.  She 

stepped out to get her duffle bag from the trunk of her car.  Well, not actually her car.  Just a car 

she found unlocked at a rest stop on the other side of the bay. 

The duffle was cumbersome, but she worked out with her weights daily, and had no problem 

lifting the bag out of the car. Those same weights were now tied tightly to the cargo. She walked 

carefully on the broad, flat rocks past her cabin and hefted the big bag into the lake. 

Back to reality, she constructed a shopping list in her head: a new set of weights, a new duffle 

and a new car. Or perhaps she should pick up a motorcycle, now that she had unburdened 

herself of luggage.  With the paycheck from this job, she could indulge her dreams while 

travelling light. 
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